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** IVT OEE light ! ” said Mr. Punch, with a luminous look at Bis^rARCK. 
i.yi. The bold eyes of the burly Prince blinked momentarily before that radiant regard. 

The Wonder of Weimar might have been gratified by this Show,” said he, grimly. 

Humph ! ” exclaimed the Wonder of Fleet Street— and the World— doubtfully. 

** My Storage of Force, now,” continued the stalwart Teuton, ** would have opened his eyes a little. After all, 

Philosophers are an owlish lot. They struggle after light— so they say — We strike it ! ” 

** Oil tliei?' (knowledge) boxes,” subjoined the Sage, smilingly. ** Blood and Iron are a blundering brace of overgrown, 
one-eyed Titans, unilluminated by Gelst. You swear by the twin giant gaolers, Strekgth and Force. I back, in the long 
run, the patient Proimetheus.” 

“ Ah, he bided his time,” muttered De Feeycinet, meditatively. 

As you and Granvjlt.e arc doing out Egypt-way, eh ? ” chuckled the Prince, sardonically. The Forty Centuries 
— still perched, I suppose, on the Pyramids, where Napoleon planted them — will get tired of watching ijour little 
game.” 

**The Forty Centuries can indulge in forty winks,” said the Ever-Rcady, himself indulging in o)ie, ‘'After so 
long a vigil, it will be quite excusable ; and they Ve been so eternally trotted out by the trope-mongers, that they Ye getting 
as great a nuisance as the Skeleton at the Egyptian Feast itself.” 

“Do you find 3 ^our Force-Storage system cheap, Prince?” inquired Granville, with suave simplicity. 

“I say, isn’t your Economic Light going out?” counter-queried the German, with grave solicitude. 

“ Seems burning a bit low, indeed,” said Abdul Hamid, slily. “ Accumulator wants seeing to, perhaps. Can I be 

of any service?” 

“ Wliy, really,” said Bismarck, “to dispel Egyptian darkness requires a somewhat more decided Flamer than ” 

“ To light one’s Tobacco in half a gale of Opposition wind, eh, Prince ? ” interjected the Sage, smoothly. “ Let him 
put that iu his pipe!” ho added, aside, to the gratified Gbanvilte. 

The Prince made a vicious lunge at Toby, who had struck up an impromptu friendship with the Iron One’s huge 
hound. But the Dog of Dogs, adroit and imperturbable as his Master, quietly wheeling, let the big boot fly bootlessly, and 
wagged his abbreviated tail with a confidential canine waggishness, which his colossal chum evidently appreciated highly, 

“ ^ Love me, love my dog,’ Prince,” said the all-seeing Sage, significantly, and the big Teuton blushed as beet-rootily 
as though he had been caught plying a pea-shooter from behind the Sultan’s back. 

“What do you think, now, of my ‘New Northern Light’?” asked De Giers, anxiously. “ Jablochkoff not in 
it, eh?” 

“ Well, let ’s hope it *11 prove an improvement upon the Melikoff Million-Candle failure, anyhow,” said Mr. Punch. 

“ Look here,” grumbled Mancini ; “ don’t you fellows forget 7)iy share in the Exhibition.” 
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** Ob, certainly not ; only don’t make an exhibition — of yourself^ my dear Makcini,” remarked the World’s Mentor, 
mildly. There are Messer lights,* you know, — eh, Sagasta?” 

Precisely,” interposed the Austrian Exhibitor, with conviction. “ Now, my duplex system, as I ’ll explain ” 

“ Never explain anything,*’ interrupted Hismarck, biusquely, the big boot landing heavily on the Austrian’s smartly- 
shod toe. 


“Exactly,” said Mr. Punch, drily, “An Oracle who geos about explaining himself will soon lose 2)restiycJ' 
“That,” said De Frevcinet, “is Obscurantism, and we are all Ilium iiiati here.” 

“Oh, ar» you?” quoth the Sage, sardonically. “What do you think, Toby?” 

Toby gave an intelligent snap, sharp and keen as an electric spark, and “ poiut'^d ” in the direction of his Master’s as 
yet hidden “ exhibit,” his nose steady as the Three per Cents, and liis tail as rigid as a ramrod. 

“ Gentlemen,” said the Sage, calmly, “ yon are not Illuminati — yet, but you shall be, presently. Bless your benighted 
souls, you don’t know what Light is, till you ’ve seen — what you shall sec, anon. Don't scowl, Bjs:nAHcic ; and, Granville, 
you needn’t chuckle. I’ve a Light here that’ll take the shine out of the lot of you. Prince, your Incandescent Lamp is 
an expensive sputterer that gives out more heat than light; and your Arctic Arc, my dear De Giers, if cool, is dim and 
uncertain. But here you have realised the supreme deskleratum. — Brilliancy without Heat ! ! ! — portable, inexpensive, and 
entirely devoid of danger — save to duffers and rascals. Bacon’s lii^neu siccaiu blent with the Bard’s 

‘ Light that never w^as on sea or shore,’ 

till Punch, the IModcrn Prometheus, produced it. An Electric Spark to illuminate the World. Flat lux ! BchoLl ! ! ” 

And as the Sage drew aside the veil, there burst forth a dazzling blaze of soft yet searching radiance, before which 
the rival exhibitors blinked owlisbly, and the competitive lesser lights paled their inerLCctual fires. Toby, with eyes eagle- 
wido, yelped the yelp of ecstatic ti'iumj)h, and his Mirific Master, almost eh etrified by the sudden outpour of liis own stored 
(fthlgence, veiled an eye archly with one lifted band, as he pointed with the other to where, midmost of the mighty glow, 
burned the mystic words — 
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ALIi THE TEAB ROUND. 

Weather Mnemonics^ warremied always to ap^ly, 

Janttaby, black and beastly ; Febettaey, wind nortk-eastly ; March, neuralgic, nipping, nasty ; April, pluviose and blasty ; May, 
wet, prematurely torrid ; June, dull, glacial, Arctic, horrid ; July, delugy and dismal ; August, drowned in floods abysmal ; September, 
biting, blustrons, boggy ; October, frosty, frowsy, foggy ; November, sort of short sham Summer ; December, cold as June, but glummer. 






AN XTNSEEMLY INTERRUPTION. 

Eva (who has teen told not to mahe a Noise rlnrUuj Family Pmyers, which she aikndsfor the first time). “Naughty Ghjnj>P.4PJ ’s making a. Noise I 


LOVE A LA MODE. 

{A Pantomi.) 

iNEVERloved, I think, till now, 
And yet the passion in my 
hreast, 

I dare not for niy life avow, 
Although I know I love her 
best. 

And yet the passion in my breast 
I know I’ve often felt before ; 

Although I know I loveher best, 
I ’ve loved as warmly half a 
score. 

1 know I Ve often felt before 
These queer sensations at my 
heart ; 

IVe loved as warmly half a 
score, 

And in the end we had to part. 

These queer sensations at my 
heart, 

IVe felt for Bet and Sue 
and Kate, 

And in the end we had to part — 
And still I 'm not disconsolate. 

I Ve felt for Bet and Sue and 
Kate 

The passion that I feel for 
thee — 

And still I 'm not disconsolate, 
For you must needs believe 
in me. 

The passion that I feel for thee, 
I never felt, I think, tiE now. 

Why you must needs believe in 
me 

I dare not for my life avow. 


PTOOH’S VOICE OF THE 
STARS. 

FOR JAN. AND FEB. 

Mars in the ascendant at 
the winter solstice, and in op- 
position to the Moon— hence, 
fashionable mothers will object 
to their daughters “ sitting 
out ” square dances in the con- 
servatory with younger sons 
while they discuss the beauties 
of nature at two in the morn- 
ing. In Africa violent deeds 
will be the order of the Dey. 
The Emperor of Germany will 
feel the effects of Saturn sta- 
tionary“-in other words, he 
will receive threatening letters. 
People should choose to be bom 
on the 30th instead of the 31st. 
If they don’t take this advice, 
they will only have themselves 
to blame. 


Recreations in ,fSciENCE. 
— Yonth, home for the holi- 
days, can procure bladders of 
in^arrubber, which are sold in 
the streets, inflate them with 
hydrogen, coat them over out- 
side with luminous paint, and 
let up the balloons thus made 
after dark. Shortly afterwards 
letters from scientific observers 
will appear in the newspapers, 
describing meteors which they 
have seen floating about in the 
sky. I 













PERSONAL. 

Grandpa’. “ Hullo, Godfrey, my Boy I 'Been Skating ? 


Godfrey. “Yes. Gran'pa’ ; 
FOR ANOTHER FORTNIGHT ! ” 


Bcrr IT 's NO USE FOR You TO TRY. It WON't BEAR YoU 



POTCH’S VOICE OF 
THE STAKS. 

POE MAECH. 

Tkb Emperor of Geb- 
MANY and the kings of 
Italy and WuRTEMBUsa 
have their birthdays during 
this month. As the Sun is 
in opposition to Uranus, and 
the Moon to the square of 
Saturn, it is not impossible 
that Bismarck may resign, 
and withdraw his resigns^- 
tion, A change of address 
may be expected amongst 
Belgravian mothers, as we 
now find Mars in the tenth 
house. People will be born 
at their own risk on the 
Mth. As Uranus will be 
rising at the Vernal ingress, 
the 20th may be either fine 
or wet, or hot or cold. This 
may be relied on implicitly, 
as the Gemini are in good 
aspect with the Moon — an 
infallible sign in a matter 
such as this. 

Time ard Turf. — A 

bad second is often fol- 
lowed by a “ mauvais quart 
d^Iieure,^* 

Baising the VTind.— 
Boreas is evidently quite a 
literary wind. He is a 
Korther (an Author), don’t 
you see I 


A GENTLE KEPEOOF. 

UncU George. Aim it wilt, flv opek, BmE.’* 

EJfie. “ I ussn TO BE ABLE TO OPEil A WATCTf IN THAT WAV, BUT I CAjN*T NOW ! 
UncU George. *‘Why not?” EQk. *‘I'm bather too OldI” 


PUNCH’S VOICE OF 
THE STABS. 

FOR APRIL. 

Venus joins both Saturn 
and Neptune at the sign of 
the Taurus, They will dine 
together, and Neptune w’ill 
have to pay the hill. The 
atmosphere will he greatly 
disturbed, and persons tra- 
velling with closed windows 
by the Underground Bail- 
way will suffer much op- 
pression. Mars passing 
through the Crab denotes 
that fashionable mothers 
should beware of eating 
Mayonnaise d^liomwrd after 
3 A.M. Jupiter leaves Tau- 
rus at the latter part of the 
month, so implying that 
the Times Special Corre- 
spondent” in Ireland will 
be then withdrawn. The 
Crown Prince of Germai^y 
(as Uranus is in opposition 
to the place of the Moon) 
will certainly go to sleep 
frequently after retiring to 
rest for the night. People 
bom on the 1st will for 
several weeks after their 
appearance behave like 
downright fools I 

When is a Father most 
like a Serpent ? When he 
^ casts off his kin (his skin). 
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USUAL FATE OF HIKED HORSES. 

Two OxnnLnis meeting at the Covert Side^ 

Number One, '' That ’s a woNDcnruL Mare vou are on, Tavlor !” Nimber Two. Yes ; she’s one of Hobson’s, Do you know her?” 

Number One I should think I did. I brougiu’ her Home dead beat after that grand Hon last FiiiDAY, and Old Hobson swore she wouldn't be 
FIT TO GO out AGAIN FOR ANOTHER FourNIOIir ! ” 


Mfi. CLIPS CONPIDENCES. 

Dear Bob, 

V I AM settled down here (Snip and Snappsm*), 

And puffeckly sooted, shay 71107*, so to say, 
Which I think three more months with that 
party at Clapham 

Would re^lar have mouldied me. Me 7 'e 
we ’re quite gay 

y With nobs from the Clubs, and with toffs 

I from the City, 

And hartists, and lawyers, and littery men. 

^ There is only one drorback— though that is a 

|r I can’t get much time to dewote to my pen ! 

j Why Hartists in ’Air is so sniffed at by noodles 

Is one of life’s mistries. Society ’s blind. 
We ’re ranked with wax figgers and curly- 
cropped poodles 

By parties as can’t gauge the horb of our 
mind. 


The world has its scapegoats, Bob. Tensors 
” ^ and Sartors | 

la set down as soft ’cos they ’re polished and bland ; 

Fine sperrits is born to be victims and martyrs, 

While muscle and muddy wit rules in the land. 

But it’s only your reglar curmudgeons and grumpers 
As keeps up the taciturn long, Bob, with me. 

Grim ogres who view hns as mere counter-jumpers, 

Likeliim I have christened the Fleet Street Fccjee. 

Mere beast, Bob ! It really degrades one to crop him, 

Clean chucking away of one’s talent and taste. 

A antcdlloovian brute could not top him 
In thickness of hide or in habsence of waist. 

Oh, Bob, when I see him walk out of our doorway, 

A objeck hobnoxious to all sense of Art, 

I think Giv’lisation is still iu a poor way, 1 



And Darwin is jest about right. For my part 
I hold all the talk about standards of culture 
As wide of the mark as it were to compare 
Sweet Venus’s colffemer with that of a vulture. 

I measure a man by the cut of his ’air ! 

Simphernoodles will snigger, but one o’ these days, Bob, 

1 11 bring out a book, in the style of Carlyle, 

Called Tonsor lietonsus. Don’t think it a craze, Bob ; 

It ’s been my belief for a very long while 
That my Hair Philosophy ’s just what is needed 
To set the world right about most things. Of course 
Original genus is ahvays unheeded 
Until it shines forth in effulgence and force. 

Zochs and Keys ; or, tho Long and the Short of Lor, Bob, 
All hist’ry ’s summed up in those words, don’t you see ? 

(I think of it often with rapture and hor, Bob), 

From Lilith to Sampson, From Sampson to Me ! 

Earth’s barbarous days ! It ’s No-Barberous, rather, — 

The razor ’s the true human raiser ; bub stop ! 

This deep vein of thought I must not carry farther ; 

I shut up the desk, for they Ve opened the shop I 

I was going to say, Bob, that 

most of my clients, v Ili'liiiJ Im ' I. ( P ll \ 

Can’t nohow resist my seduc- f 'I I, liJil:'i i lIi 

tive address; T" ‘ 

And so upon politics, books, art, l ’ . ' 'i ^ 1 

and science, |,'| ' i!;| 

I pick up a lot that the world | . It,? 

wouldn’t guess. 

I keep them m petto for my 1 j ' ^ 

But now and again, Bob, 1 11 '‘31 

Hullo ! That ’s the voice of my ' ' \\ ' 
wag, Mr, MOPIJS ; ' ‘ 

I mustn’t miss him I 

Yours, Caractacus Clip. 









‘‘LITTLE SNOWDROP.” 

**RatHEB MOEE than I WAS WHEN I SAT EOR ‘LiTTLB SnOWEROP/ THE CELEBRATED PICTURE THAT WAS 
EXHIBITED AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY IN 1836 .” 


PTJNCFS VOICE OF THE STARS. 

POB MAY. 

The Siifcfy of Mars into Leo denotes tliat dowagers of celebrity will be invited to Mrs. L. Hxjnteb^s 
“ At Homes.” The Solar Eclipse of the 17th ought to be favourable to pickles. It is now a good 
time for Messrs. Orosse ahd BLACKWELt to sell their sauces. The King of Spain, however, will 
suffer greatly, especially if he chooses this season of the year for a voyage across the Bay of Biscay in a 
[ small pleasure-yacht. Jupiter is the ruling sign of the Great Metropolis, which denotes that the 
penny papers will have a considerable falling-off in their circulation. The weather will be change- 
able during this month unless the glass points to “ set fair ” for the whole one-and-thirty days. 


A CARE FOR CHRISTMAS. 

{In June.) 

Lo, potions craved to cool the tongue, 
By buxom barmaidens dispensed j 
Yet thou already postest, Bung-, 

‘^Our Christmas Club has now 
commenced ! ” 

Whilst, from iced cup to lemonade 
Refrigerants are alone the bub, 

The glass at ninety in the shade — 

To advertise a Christmas Club I 

Who can, in these, the days of Dog 
Star Sirius^ fancy frost and snow ? 
To iliinkonc e’er could drink hot grog, 
Ah, how preposterous a “ go ” I 

Yet Christmastido, friend Bung, 
before, 

Wise is thy warning to lay in 
Betimes, beside all needful store, 

AVine, brandy, whiskey, rum, and 
gin. 

PUKCH’S VOICE OF THE STARS- 

FOR JUNE. 

On the Mth Mars squares Saturn, 
which improper proceeding will be 
denounced by every person of right 
feeling. In China a groat epidemic 
may be expected, which will take the 
form of an insane desire for proof 
impressions of the willow-pattern 
plate. It is not impossible that 
BismarcIv may set a booby-trap for 
his illustrious Soverei gn . If tl li s hap- 
pens, as the horoscope of the Kaiser 
is very unfavourable, it is not at all 
unlikely that William may lose his 
temper, and retaliate with the Impe- 
lial bootjack, 

LINES TO MY LADY-LOVE, 
i/y R Medical Student 

Fair though thine outward form and 
face, 

’Tis all integument, that owes 
Tin stable tissues’ transient grace ; 

The cellular and adipose. 

Behind them I discern and prize 
A beauty deeper than the skin ; 

Its equal there is none at Guv’s, 

The cplendid skeleton w'ithin 1 


ruKCirs VOICE of the stars. 

FOR JULY, 

As this season is nearly over, Virgo 
will go out of town. She will be fol- 
lowed by Mars and Pas. About the 
3()th of this month the weather may 
be expected to be warmer than in 
January. Ice, however, will appear 
at evening-parties, as Gunter is still 
in the ascendant. The Solar Eclipse 
of the 7th will be best seen at the 
Covent Garden Opera, where an old- 
established ttoprano will be completely 
superseded by a younger rival. There 
will be an Earthquake at the North 
Pole. Persons living there should 
consequently take care to pay up the 
insurance on their houses. 


CABMANS COUPLET. 
If she be not “ fare ” for me, 
What care I whose fare she be ? 


Mem. for Mallock. — ^What is the difference between Eternity and Life ? 
pmt4tvei^ the other “ a very smaR potato.” 


One is the great Current Literature. — « Books 
in the running brooks.” 
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UISILLUSIOiy. 

He did not sco lier very 
near 

But turned and followed 
after, 

And those who passed her 
on the Pier 

Could scarce restrain their 
laughter. 

She had a figure neat and 
trim, 

And in his memory 
rankles — 

As Browning has re- 
marked —that slim 

And pretty pair of ankles. 

She paused upon the Gun 
HtU’s brink, 

Her pose was really 
splendid, 

And he in glee began to 
think 

I The chase was nearly 
j ended. 

She turned; with difficulty 
he 

Could exclamations 
smother ; 

For she was old enough to 
be 

That foolish lad’s Grand- 
mother 1 

Saying op Solicitors. 

—November is at best a 

Pettifogger. 

The Gardener’s Gol- 
den Kule.— T ake the snail 

by the horns. 



DISTINOTISHED AMATETJHS.- THE POET, 

Poetic JInshand, “Hkar this Sonnet of Mine, Emilv. It has cost mb much Ly^BOXTR; and 

iHOUaH I SAY IT WHO SHOULDN'T, IT 'S NOT UNWORTHY OF SHAKvSrBARE OR MlLTON." 

Prosaic Wife. Certainly, my Love. But I wish you wouldn’t write Sonnet.** on our 

BEST ORBAM-LAm NOTB-PAPER I I MUST GET YOU SOME POOLSOAP ] 


MORE IMPRESSIONS. 

{By Osouro IVildgoose.) 

Bes Sornettes. 

My little fancy’s clogged 
with gush, 

My little lyre is false in 
tone, 

And when I lyrically 
moan, 

I hear the impatient critic’s 
“ Tush 1 ” 

But I ’ve “ Impressions.” 
These are grand ! 

Mere dabs of words, mere 
blobs of tint, 

Displayed on canvas or 
in print, 

Men laud, and think they 
understand. 

A smndge of brown, a 
smear of yellow. 

No tale, no subject,— 
there you are ! 

Impressions ! — and the 
strangest far 

Is— that the bard ’s a clever 
fellow. 

Warfare on Land and I 
Water. — Pitched battles 
are mostly fought by land 
forces, but, in general, 
without any pitcR In ac- 
tion on board ship there 
is usually both pitch and 
tar. 

Tery Windy Weather. 

--A Gala Bay. 











rancVa Almanack, J8S2. 



UP BEPOEE THE BEAK. 
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PUNCH’S VOICE OF THE STARS. 


FOS AUGUST. 

This is tRe montli of Virgo.^ Pic-nios and river patties will be very 
popular. Most of the stars will now be in the provinces, consequently 
the London theatres will be under-let to speculators. Mars enters the 
I scales on the 18th, and are found much heavier. This will be favour- 
able to manufacturers of Anti-Fat, and other remedies for removing 
corpulency. ^ The Crown Prince of G-BEMANY gains by the transit of 
Jupiter, which is now sent to him post paid direct from the head- 
office. The Emperor of Austria, if he has not bought a new hat 
since the commencement of the year, may now be expected to supply 
the cpiission in his outfit. i 


FOE SEPTEMBER, 

As Saturn halts in 26° 11' of Taurus, iA cst, exactly on the place of 
the Solar Eclipse (8-26° 16') of last May, several birds may be expected 
to be shot in England on the 1st. A per-oentage of these birds will be 
called partridges, Persia will have a bad time of it. People living in 
Krim Tariary or Margate, should bo careful to avoid catching cold on I 
or about the 16fch. BISMARCK will be seen smoking during this 
month. Should the Sun be in good aspect with the Moon on the 22nd, 
his highness will drink a glass of beer. Certain acquaintances of 
Mr. Marwood will find this month unfavourable to their health. 


iNPi^TRY, BUT NOT FooT.— Children in Arms. 


Con. foe Casuists.— C an a man bo said to indulge in the lie 
oiroumsT/antial when he lies at full length ? 
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OUT OF TOWN. 

I STAND upon a breezy 
height, 

And gaze o’er many a 
mile around, 

No railway’s steam or 
smoke in sight ,* 

I list no locomotive’s 
sound : 

No telegraph can I dis- 
cern 

Whichever way my nose I 
turn. 

Fields of wheat, barley, 
oats, and rye, 

Hedges and trees, that 
intervene, 

Around, about, refresh mine 
eye, 

Forming a landscape all 
serene. 

The Harvest has begun in 
part ; 

Along there goes a horse 
and cart. 

But omnibus and tramway 
car, 

And every cab, are all 
remote ; 


PUNCH ’S ALMANACK FO B 1882. 

ALPINE ABEREATIONS. 



A Smiling Valley. 


A Magnificent Gorge. 


One sole tall chimney 
towers afar, 

Of Progress, in a sort, 
some note. 

But yonder factory, to be 
sure. 

Merely makes chemical 
manure. 

Pictorial posters, ugly, big, 

Are pasted, here, no pa-* 
lings o’er, 

Only a notice of a pig 

For sale, bedecks that old 
bam-door. 

Far hence aloof are flaring 
puffs, 

Guffaws, and roars of gents 
and roughs. 

Name nought of Litera- 
ture, or Art, 

Or politics to local 
swains ; 

And nothing say that you 
think smart. 

Such nonsense no atten- 
tion gains 

Amongst the honest people 
here ; 

Be mute, or talk of Swine 
and Beer. 


THE HEIGHT OF HUMANITY. 

Cretain excellent people, of extreme benevolence, form themselves 
into an Association under the name of the Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Vegetables. In argument for its object, they appeal to 
the phenomena of the sensitive plant. At their initial meeting is 
read a paper denouncing the practices of peeling onions and boiling 
potatoes alive. 


In a subsequent conversation, reference, in proof of vegetable sen- 
sibiUty, to the special sense of taste exhibited by carnivorous plants, 
occasions debate as to the morality of their conduct in gratifying 
their appetites, considered from a Vegetarian point of view. ^ Controversy 
passes into altercation, shortly becoming uproar, in which the pro- 
ceedings terminate. 

Melting Chaeity. — ^T he frost begins to give. 
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PUNCH’S YOICE OF THE STABS. 

POU OCTOBER. 

People wishing* to enjoy great and lasting prosperity, should give 
handsome presents to anyone whose birthday anniversary falls on the 
25th of this month. The Crown Prince of G-ermaky is now under 
fortunate influences, as he will be enjoying a holiday with his wife. 
Liverpool will bo subject to some excitement on account of an earth- 
quake that maybe expected to take place in Croatia. Mars very 
spiteful, influenced by Scorpio. Younger sons will consequently have 
a bad time of it. The Emperor of China may be expected to lose his 
temper on the 14th, to the great benefit of the Pekin executioner. 
Gigantic gooseberries are now seasonable. 


PUNCH’S VOICE OP THE STABS. 

FOR NOVEMBER. 

The Annular Eclipse of the Sun on the 10th instant, vrill aflect the 
Eastern Hemisphere, and cause a fog. Guy-shows in London may be 
expected on the 5th and 9th. Mars passes over to the opposition, 
causing serious collisions with Pas. People during this month should 
avoid living in the crater of Vesuvius, unless supplied with balloons. 
Keepers of lodging-houses at Herne Bay, may expect a falling off in 
visitors from the 1st to the 30th. It will be also a bad time for tra- 
vellers between Dover and Calais. The Emperor of Austria should be 
careful not to ait in clothes recently drenched with ice-water, as he will 
(to judge from his horoscope) run the danger of catching a severe cold. 
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BECIPBOCITY, 

NortJum GamJeeeper. “Will yk die me some Oil to my Guks this Moenwo, Cook?” 

Cook. ‘‘If ye wunt Oil frae me, ‘Keeper,’ ye’ll need to mind. Ma Name’s no Cooic—ma Name ’s Mistiiress MACPiiAmsoN !” 

Gamekeeper (wWi n miff), “Weed, gin ye’re no to be ‘Cook,’ I’m nae to be ‘Keeper’! Ye’ll be as oude as ote me ‘Maisther Fonn-mss* !! 


A LONDON REYEEIE. 

A SEAT witldn Trafalgar 
Square ! 

Yes, tRanks to Beabazon 
we *re able 

To sit when Autumn days 
are fair, 

Here 'mid the city’s cease- 
less Babel : 

To note the scenes of social 
strifci 

The folks both East and 
Westward faring, 

AH that full tide of human 
life 

That circles round the 
Cross of Charing, 





And so the British snob 
bows low, 

Though all our ancestors 
were moiikoys. 















A Coronet, my Lord goes by, 
Hy Lady with him in the 
carriage ; 

You’d never guess, from 
that proud eye, 

Ib is a miserable marriage. 

Hereditary Lords we know 
Will make hereditary 
flunkeys. 




THE CEINOLETTA DISFIGI-XJBANS. 

An Old Parasite in a New Form. 


And there ^s a Beauty, 
draped and laced, 

With fashionable robe 
and bonnet ; 

A fairer form a Court ne’er 
graced, 

Or won the tribute of a 
sonnet. 

You know her as her car- 
riage stops, 

For her ambition looks no 
higher 

Than photographs in all the 
shops, 

And any cad that likes 
can buy her. 

And now we ’H go ; the 
Autumn air 

Is chill, the t^vilight 
gathers o’er m 









AMONG THE PHILISTINES. 

GHusly, “Do YOU Kiyrojf' tiik Jo".’]i:sKs Mrs. Brmvn. “No, -we— 'eiv— don’t care to know BusiNF^ss People, as a rule, although uy Husband ‘8 
IN Business; but then j/b's in the Coffee Bosinehs— and they’rk all GENTLEMEN in the Coffee Business, you know!" 

Grigsby (ivho at my $ suits hiinself to h I ‘i Company). Realif now! Wuv, that's siork than can be said oe the Aiuiy, 'ihjj Navv, thk Cuuhcti, the Bar, 
OR EVEN the House of Lodds' I don't wonder at your being RAmKa fxclvsivk t “ 


Adieu, then, to Trafalgar Square 
And all the scenes it spreads 
before us ! 

There goes St. Stephen's measured 
chime, 

The eventide is just beginning. 
Lord Beabazon, accept the rhyme 
i Your welcome gift has set us 
j spinning I 

i Arabian Night Thoughts.— 
i ‘‘The only person who, to my 
I mind,*’ observed an eminent British 
! Associate, “ ever seemed to possess 
I a real power of concentration was 
I the gigantic Genie who returned 
! into the little earthenware vessel 
[ from which he had been released 
by the Fisherman.*’ But this was 
only in fiction, after all. 


MONEY MAPvKET. 






Tightness observable at the opening. 


A tlcclinc at the close. 





PUNCH’S VOICE OF THE 
STARS. 

FOR DECEMBER, 

End of the World on the 1st. 
If postponed, the following pro- 
phecy may be relied upon impli- 
citly. A transit of Venus over the 
Sun*s disc will take place on 
the Gth. To this may be added 
the stationary position of Uranus, 
the retrogradation of Venus, 
Jupiter, Saturn, and Neptune, the 
square of Mars to Uranus, the 
opposition of the red planet to 
Jupiter, and the solar conjunc- 
tion with Venus, Mars and Mer- 
cury. As, unhappily, Mercury 
will be also in good aspect with the 
Moon on the 4th, 10th, 15th, 20th, 
and 30 th, the signs become 
stronger. Taking them altogether, 
and remembering that Capricorn 
rules India, Greece, parts of Persia, 
Mecklenburg and the Orkney 
Islands, only one interpretation is 
possible. It is so sad, so disas- 
trous, so destructive to every- 
thing honourable, that it causes 
a shudder to think of it. Frankly, 

then But, no, the prophecy ! 

shall be kept for FwicU's Alma^ 
•nock of 1883. So now let every- 
one enjoy “ A Merry Christmas, 
and a Happy New Year ! ** 

A Lake of Glass,— W inder- 


A Note at the Foot op a Page. 


Hail ways were dull. 


Bullyiii' movonients. 
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CABMEN NATALE. 

MDCCCLXXXII. 

Aitothee page of life turned o’er, 

"With all that we have written there ; 
Days past, returning nevermore, 

And clang of bells upon the air. 

The Old Year to his rest departs, 

"What future will the New Year bring ? 
And so we cry^ with eager hearts, 

“ The King is dead— long live the King ! ” 

What guerdon can the Future give 
Will put the buried Past to shame ? 

Will higher aspirations live, 

And all mankind have nobler aim ? 

Will Freedom reap with ampler sheaves 
The harvest of the days to be, 

And Plenty beneath each man’s eaves 
Smile out from shining sea to sea ? 

Will Peace be with us in the land, 

And no grim Terror walk the night. 

And those our brethren understand 
How fain we are to do them right ? 

And while at wrongs that erst have been 
The tear-drop of contrition starts, 

Saint George’s wavelets roll between 
Our hearths, but sunder not our hearts. 

May England in the year that lies 
Before her, keep her ancient might, 

And wheresoe’er her banner Hies 
Be strong to battle for the right. 

A great inheritance we hold, 

’Tis ours to guard it with all care, 

Nor let the lust of power or gold 
Deface the blazon that we bear. 

The music from the steeple fills 
The air with echoes near and far. 

Day dawns upon a thousand hills, 

And swiftly pales the morning star. 

And still, come weal or come there woe, 
Whate’er its horoscope appear. 

Firm hand to friend, firm face to foe, 

Best welcome in the glad New Year. 



EX HERCULE PEDEM. 


Says One ^Arrt/ to Another ^Arry, I say, old man, 
the papers say they ’ope 1882 will oe the openin’ of a 
new Era. What ’s that ? 

Second ^Arry, “Openin’ of a new ’Earer”? Why, 
a Telephone o’ course, yon Juggins ! 


Long, “Bothee the Boy! My Boots ain’t dirty. I wonder why he’s 

ALWAYS so PEECIOIJS ANXIOUS TO ClEAN TEEM ? ” 

Short, “Well, he thinks yours is just the sort op Foot to be a good 
Advertisement to him 1 ” 


BOILING OYER IN BUMBLEDOM. 

The Guardian and Reporter, for December 24, contains an 
account of a remarkably lively scene at the meeting of the Holhorn 
Boardj to consider the recommendation of the Infirmary Yisiting 
Committee that “A hall be allowed to he held on Boxing Night 
among the ojQdcials.” After a Mr. Hopkins had declared that he 
“ did not want to hear any more of Mr. Eoss’s chatter,” the gentle- 
man alluded to made a decided hit, by speaking of a Mr. Pedder 
as “ The Simon Pure 

** Mr. Eoss.— I put the question again to the Committee, and I ask this 
Board, Was that imfair, or not ? Well, I now come to Mr. Pedder, the 
Simon Pure 

“Mr. Pedder (starting to his feet).--l disclaim being a Simon Pure, 
(< Order ! ^ laughter, and uproar >) 1 won’t allow him to go on till he with- 
draws that word. 

“ Mr, Boss attempted to speak, but Mr. Pedder, who remained standing, 
shouted vigorously, * I call upon Mr. Boss to withdraw that word. It is 
unparliamentary.’ ( Uproar, ‘ Chair ! ’ and ^ Order ! ’) 

** Mr. Boss. — It is absolutely mean. 

“ Mr. Pedder,— I ’m not Simon Pure, (Laughter, and ‘ Order / ’) 

“ Mr. Boss.— I know that. (Loud laughter,) 

“ Here the uproar was deafening, and all attempts to restore order were of 
no avail ; and in the midst of the confusion the Chairman left the Chair.” 

P oor Mr. Pedder couldn’t stand being called “ Simon Pure,'^ 
We are still puzzled to know what could possibly have been bis 
objection. 

Evidently, at the Holborn Board Self-Government is very much 
wanted. 


THE GBOSYENOE GALLERY. 

[At the Press View.) 

’Tis the Winter Exhibition at tbe Grosvenor and folks are, 

Keen to see the halls of Lindsay where he works with Comyns Carr, 
And this year they ’ ve gathered for us in magnificent array, 

A collection of the paintings of eccentric Watts, B.A. 

Here are poets, Alpred trying to look sombre and sublime, 

And the melancholy Morris as if conscious of a crime ; 

Browning evidently bilious, Swinburne’s portrait fiery red. 

With a halo as of,carrots round his funny little head. 

Here ’s Carlyle of crusty aspect as if saying something rude. 

P’raps the painter caught him after being interviewed by Froude ; 
And hung out upon the staircase looking exquisitely silly, 

Is the Lady who rejoices in the name of “ Jersey Lily,’’ 

Here ’s Sir Frederick robed in scarlet, there ’s Dean Stanley’s 
thoughtful face. 

And the Lady in the Ulster has a certain kind of grace ; 

While as if some sweet sonata were just going to begin, 

Lady Lindsay of Balcarres lifts the magic violin. 

So the pictures pass before us like the shadows in a dream. 

Also like some Nightmares making sleepers wake up with a scream. 
Ha! ’tis Lunching-time ! The Grosvenor for the hunger that’s 
“ intense ” 

Can provide a first-rate lunch for something over thirty pence. 


Railway Edition oe 
Permissive Block. 


‘Look on the Understanding.”— T he 
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OLD DRURY, GAIETY, AND OTHER SHOWS. Gentlenien, wliat„ a pr( 
Mr. CiESAR AxTOirsTirs Harris, Emperor of Old Drury Lane, with forj manyj and 

the aid of Pantomime Pontirex Maximus E. L, BlancHaVRD and a pany a poor ana 

whole College of learned Augurs and talented Assistants, has in lamiiy, rather, 

Robinson Cnisoe giyen the world a capital Children’s Pantomime. ^ ^ ^ 

Mr. Arthur daughters, down to 

Egberts, as 3frs. the very youngest, aU 
Crusoe, is im- making money while 
I‘ mensely funny ; so the gas-light shines; 

isMr.JAAtEsEAWK andmindyou,yqipso- 
" as 3Ir. vereigns and shillings 

loveage. Their not only purchase a 

' duet, ’re no- great pleasup for 

Ac iUnn nf sorV ^ vour own children 


invented by an Electric-Enlightened age. Think too. Ladies and 
Gentlemen, whai a provision this Drury Lane Annual Pantomime 




Cn j'r? 





Loveage. Their not only purchase a 
duet, You ’ro no- great pleasup for 
thing of the sort, your own children 
will be the vocal home for the holidays, 
hit of the Panto- in whose delight is 
mime. yonr greatest plea- 

The only weak sure, but do real good 
part in the Drury to an industrious. 






part in me urury , 

Lane Pantomime, steady, hard -work- . ir n* 

on the first night, mg class; giving a A meeting with Eobuison arranged for this hnday. 
was the music, start in life to many 

which had a ten- who would find their daily bread very difiicult to earn wore it not for 
dcncy more to our great Pantomime Houses, to wliich, beginning with Old Drury, 
Wagnerism than 



A. R. You ’re a timid Pawn ! 

/. F. you ’re an- Arthur ! waggishuess, and 

JBoth. lYe ’re nothing of the sort ! imparted a solemn 

kind of religious- 

service sort of tune to the slowly- developing, but really; splendid, 
transformation, which is as novel in depgn as it is both original and 
efiective in execution. There is one disappointment very generally 
felt, and that was that Mr. Arthur 
Roberts does not sing “ We are a 3Ierrg . , 

Family, which he has made so popular. ^ V' % 

Mr. John D’Auban, as the Chamberlain 
to King Hoity-Toity, King of the Cannibal 
Islands, is invaluable. Ko use placing this ’ 

Mr. Chamberlain in the Cabinet. Such a ' 

restless, energetic spirit would be the very 
man to lead a revolutionary movement, 




and to keep it going as long as he had any 
go left in himself. Miss Emma D’ Auban, 
too, is a most expressive pantomimist she 
means so much, and tells it all, plainly, 
in action. 

There is one great novelty at Old Drury 
this yeai’j and that is a bevy of young and 
pretty girls, whose forms set off to the 
greatest advantage the dresses designed 
for them by Mr. Alered Thompson, who 
has also provided the sketches for the very 
ingenious properties which occupy so pro- 
minent a place in the grand Trades’ Proces- 


Pupils of the Drury Lauo-School-Boards. 

under the management of CiiiiSAR Aua ustus Harris, we most heartily 
wish continued and well-merited prosperity. 

The —Walk up! walk up! and see the third of the 

Three- Act Burlesque Series. Aladdin^ s now sacred lamp of Three- Act 
Burlesque takes the place of the old ones, which it excels in 
spectacular brilliancy, though the necessity laid on the Autlior, 
Mr, Reece, for perpetually keeping the ensemble of “all the 
talents” before the audience is the “ rccce’uii why” (this with 
apologies to Mr. Reece) the simplicity of the old familiar story 
is obscured, and its genuine dramatic interest muddled away. 


The three hits of the piece 
(capitally given by Mr. Dal- 
las), Miss Earren’s song 
and chorus, “ tell your 
3Iother lohat you'^re done I y 
and her Street Arab’s song in 
the Second Act, in whicli the 
change from real pathos to 
thorough-going chick-a-lcariness 


are — Aladdin^ s mothc'r’s 






minent a place in the grand Trades’ Proces- A very active Lord and her Street Arab’s song in _ i J 

sion in honour of Crusoe^ s safe return to Chamberlain. the Second Act, in whicli the ■ 

Old England. A touclung spectacle this, change from real pathos to ■' 

which never entered into Defoe’s limited imagination. thorongh-goingchick-a-lcariness 

As Robinson Crusoe, Miss Fanny Leslie never lets the fun drop exhibits a true touch of genius 1'', 

for a moment, and she has to act for herself and partner, Polly of the old Robsonian type, and 

Loveage, as Miss Amalia, taken for all in aB, stamps it at once as certainly one '" MHa 

f and there ’s not much of hen is too small and of the best things this clever 'i 

quiet for the vast stage of Old Drury, and the Burlesque actress has ever done. 
boisterous requirements of its Pantomime. This combination of song and i! 

Mr. Harry Hicholls is very funny as Will dance was vociferously and ' ~ 

Atkins, a character conceived on an old- deservedly encored three times, /- 

fashioned pattern, which has been pretty well and each repetition was given 

worked threadbare in Nautical Burlesques and with some now efiect, showing J 

Bab- Ballad Operas. It is not new, but ho is that the artiste -was heart and 

very droll. soul iu her work. This alone “ ^ 

We did not recognise Mr. Harry Jackson as would be enough to make the c ;,/' ^ ^ 

the Cockatoo : he evidently had some excellent fortune of Aladdm, without 

things to say : but what’s the use of the most the sayings, doings, and danc- “I’ll tell your Mother wluit you’ve 

telling lines when you ’re done up in feathers ings of Miss Kate Vaughan, <3obc ! ^'— A^uddin quotation , 
with a cockatoo’s head on your shoulders, and Messrs. Terry and Royce, and 

your whole attention given to the mechanism therest of the company; but no doubt Lord Chief Justice CoLEitxnoE 
1 which works your tail and wings ? will be delighted to hear that Miss Connie Gilcuhist comes to the 

As Friday, Master Charles Lauri showed front a good deal, and that her dancing is thoroughly appreciated 
^ himself first-rate, both as Acrobat and Panto- by several of his Lordship’s legal brethren in the Orchestra Stalls. 

✓ - mimist. His really serious pantomime acting Xyceww.— The Revival of the Tuoo Roses is an instance of the 
« Will Atkins P”— was worthy of what tradition tells us about Survival of the Fittest. Seldom has any character-part been m 
won’t Atkins— rather ! Grimaxei. Pity there is not more of this. perfectly adapted to the peculiarities of an Actor, as is the role of 




‘‘ Will Atkins P was wortl 
won’t Atkins— rather ! Grimaxei, 


“ I ’ll tell your Mother wluit you ’ve 
done ! ” — AAaddin quotation. 


wun liLiKins- ramer 1 wrimaxei. Ji'ity tnere is not more 01 tms. pertectly adapted to the peculiarities 01 an Actor, as ib the role ot 
'' The Dresden China Ballet, danced by Madam Bigby QTant\>o those of Mr. Irving,— peculiarities which, in some 
^TTi Lanner s pupils— they should have danced a Brio-sl-brac- instances real, in others afiected, now developed by experience and 
doTO IS a real treat for the children who look on, and the children stereotyped by time, make up the professional individuality of 
who perform the dance; little mites some of ’em, to whom Drury Henry iRviNa. His GVawHs a masterpiece, not a “creation,’^ i 
Lane Boards will do as much good as all the School Boards ever for no Actor ever “created” a part unless he was also its Author. 
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The character ms compounded loj Mr, Albert— who is nothing 
if neither Eobertsonian nor Dickensian— apparently from materials 
furnished by Mr. Bray in Nicholas Nicklehy^ whose speeches 
indeed read uncommonly like the very words we hear from Bighy 
Grand— [no, we mean Bighy Grant; Btghy 

i Grand^' being the title of one of Whyte 
Melyille^s earliest and best’ novels)— with a 
^ touch of Bodes (who was founded on Costigan) 
and a spice of Wilrie Collins’s Captain 
Wragge, and a flavour, lately added by the 
Actor, of Bohert Macaire ; but as long as 
Mr. Irving- [islits impersonator, this character 
must stand out as the part of the piece, and be 
the raison d’etre of its popularity, for there 
is little else to recommend it except the Comic 
Bagman (played by Mr. James, who is not 
“in it” with Mr. George | Honey), who is 
always talking shop, and who, when he appears 
' in the last Act as a sort of converted clown, 
gives occasion for the utterance of some 
witticisms, written in the most questionable 
> taste, on scriptural phrases, which, if they have 
come to be identified with cant, are still abso- 
lutely the words of Holy Writ. Bor this, the 
A Specimen of Old Author is originally to blame, though on revival 
China, at such a theatre as the Lyceum, for which estab- 

lishment Mr. Irving appeared at one time 
desirous of obtaining high ecclesiastical patronage, we should have 
thought he would have insisted on ,the omission of these decidedly 
objectionable jokes, which are, ^ at the best, such very cheap wit. 

The Two Boses are very artificial flowers, of the skittish Barmaid 
order, and though everything is done by the two young ladies at the 
Lyceum, Miss Emery and Miss Matthews, to make them as 
charming as possible, barmaids they yet remain— fit mates, how- 
ever, for such a couple of conceited prigs as are their two lovers. 

The Stage-Manager has not got over thelabsurdities of .the 
situation in the Second Act, when a big girl 
tries to conceal herself behind an eighteen- 
inch square movable fire-screen, where she 
remains palpably within her lover’s line of 
sight, and the repetition of a similar absurdity 
in Act III. , when another young lady success- 
fully conceals herself behind a trun^ery 
gold-fish basin on a slight pedestal. Then 
the discovery at the finish of how— (Ah ! m 

talking of “how” Mr. Howe is excellent, W 

in spite of that wearisome idiotic catch M 

phrase, “Dear me I”)— two babies had 
got mixed in a cradle, and one taken for 
the other, is quite enough to have long ago 
ruined the chance of a better play ; but there I ^ |i| 

is a certain prettiness about the story which \ 

takes the Public, and then Mr. Irving’s \ 1 \ 

Bighy Grant is inimitable. I 

We have no space left this week for a I 

critical examination of the new piece at the i IK m \ 

St. James’s by Mr. Money-Spinero, who, \ m 

after writing in two Acts The Money l-JJII ® 

Spinner, which ought to have been in three, # 

has written in three Acts The Squire, which 
ought to have been in two. It contains much 
excellent matter, gives occasion for some Mr. Digby Grant, of the 
capital acting, specially on the part of “Gnuit and 

Messrs. Hare and Mackintosh, is theatri- 


Firm of “Gnuit and 
Gasp/^ 
















cally effective, but radically defective. The two best character-parts 
in it are of the type which, with songs, would have been highly 
popular, some years back, as “ Illustrations ” in the German Heed 
Entertainment. This is high praise. 

At this premiere the representatives of Gush and Guggle, who are 
becoming an intolerable nuisance, were in great force. Before these 
lines appear, Messrs. Bosh, BTfNKUM, andlGusHER, the eminent critics, 
will have overflowed with intensity, and have ofiered thuribles 
full of smoking incense at the St. James’s shrine— the only Saint who 
mtronises a theatre— enough to nauseate everyone except a popular 
Curate, a mystic Poet, a Theatrical Manager, and a successful Actor. 

For future important premieres we shall engage the services of 
Messrs. Tusher and Gusher, to criticise the same piece. Gusher 
shall do the ecstatic and laudatory; Tusher shall pooh-pooh; and 
we shall publish both side by side. Then when thmgs artistic are 
going lamentably wrong, and have reached a really critical point, we 
shall secure Crusher, and give him carte hlanche. 

Adelpki.—Mx.' Pettitt’ s Taken from Life, produced here on Satur- 
day, is the best Sensational Drama we ’ve seen for a long time \ by 
which we mean that it knocks The World, Youth, and Mankind into 
a cocked hat, and takes the shine out of Lights o’ London, fid sensa- 
tion, though it can’t touch the last-mentioned play in domestic comedy. 


What ought to be done to a Miscreant who cries “ Fire ! ” 

BY WAY OF A JOKE IN A ThEATRE. 


TO THE EIGHT HON. THE LOED MAYOE. 

My Lord, 

One of the most important and one of the most interesting 
duties attached to the ancient office your Lordship now holds, is that 
of Almoner not only''to the City of London, but to the whole king- 
dom, when any fearful calamity or terrible misfortune, far beyond 
the reach of private benevolence, visits any portion of its people. 

Your Lordship’s predecessors have set a noble example in this 
respect, which you are doubtless ready and even eager to follow. 
But there has always been one condition attached to all these nume- 
rous efiorts to alleviate human sufiering that has never once been 
infringed. 

They have always been utterly and entirely free from the smallest 
taint of political or sectarian feeling, and, with that understanding, 
men of all parties, of all creeds, and of all conditions of life, have 
readily and nobly responded to every appeal that has emanated from 
the Mansion House— the Treasury, so to speak, of Public Bene- 
volence. . 

Forgetful, apparently, of this important fact, your Lordship is 
asking for funds for the “ Defence of Property in Ireland.” Surely 
this is a great departure from the wise course of your predecessors. 

The protection of Property in Ireland must be left to the Law, and 
the putting of the Law into force to Her Majesty’s Government, 
and, if they fail. Parliament will shortly meet, and plenty of eager 
opponents will be found to denounce them for their incompetency or 
timidity, should they be thought deserving of it. 

What can Mansion House charity have to do with so important a 
political question ? 

With all due respect, too, it must strike most people that for the 
Lord Mayor of the City of London to interfere in high questions of 
Public Policy partakes rather of the nature of burlesque. 

Another point arises. Your Lordship is known to be a leading 
member of one of the wealthiest Livery Companies of London, and 
it is also known that these Comijanies possess enormous estates in 
Ireland. Are the subscriptions of the benevolent to be solicited to 
assist in the Defence of the Property of these wealthy absentee 
Laniords ? It will scarcely redound to the credit of the old Cor- | 
poration if they devote £5,000 of their abundant wealth in aiding i 
the Landlords of Ireland to enforce with the utmost rigour the cruel : 
and unjust Law of Distress against their poor tenets ; and when it 
is remembered that more than a quarter of a million of these latter 
hold farms of less than sixteen acres each, it is scarcely to be won- 
dered at that popular sympathy in Ireland should be much excited 
in their favour. 

In the past history of the old Institution of which you are now the 
head, it has been written to its honour that it was always to the fore 
struggling and striving to help the serf against his feudal Lord, the 
oppressed against the oppressor, free thought against bigotry, and 
honest poverty against the insolence of wealth. It will be a bad day 
for that Institution when it loses that proud distinction for the mere 
paltry purpose of ensuring Landlord support when the hour of its 
own trial shall arrive. May your Lordship avoid the snare that has 
been laid by no friendly hand, and maintain during your year of 
office the wise and discreet course so successfully adopted by your 
predecessors. I am, my Lord, Yours obediently, 



SPECIAL PLEADING. 

“ Polly, we must go now, it 's Three o’clock.” 

“ Oh, Papa dear, I am engaged for the next two Dances J ” 

** The Browns went away two hours ago, and Fanny Brown didn’t complain.” 

“ But THEr are in Half-Mourning, you know, Papa dear ! ” [Papa is not convinced, hut Polly gains her point. 


PIIOM THE JONATHAN BULL-YARDS. 

Waterloo is avenged ! I say tHs advisedly, and without prejudice. 
By a combination which shall be nameless we won Waterloo, but 
there are victories which are as costly as defeats. Cock-a-doodle-do- 
ism costs money, and Waterloo fostered Cock-a-doodle-do-ism. The 
best part of a century has elapsed, and at last our time has come. 
Providence has introduced the leaden sky into Paris ; manufacturing 
industry in and around Paris has introduced the veritable English 
fog. Mabille (now closed for the season) is more dull and stupid 
than the Polytechnic ; English tailors, drapers, and costumiers who 
dress the best part of the Parisian public, have planted themselves 
in the best part of Paris ; and Paris itself is reduced to about a 
quarter of a mile of City, from the Grand Hotel to the Yaudeville 
Theatre, along which the predominant languagesheard are Cockney- 
American and American-English, The Boulevard— ioTmQvlj Des 
ought to be now called the Jonathan-Bull-vards, and the 
English word “ Tavern” ought surely to succeed the French word 
“ Eestaurant,” when boiled beef and carrots are wheeled round the 
room on a carving-table as they are at “ Simpson^ s ” I The time is 
evidently not far distant when a Menu will be called a “ Bill of 
Fare,” except in England, and written in English, and when the 
instructions for a Christmas pudding will be understood by Cooks, 
and not sent as a prescription to the nearest Apothecary. 

There is one Christmas dish, however, which has not yet been 
acclimatised in Paris, and that is a Pantomime. Attempts have 
been made, from time to time, to import the article, bnt never suc- 
cessfully. The drama, in fact, iu Paris, has no special Christmas 
character. There are comedies and opSras-houffe, to which Parisians 
may or may not take their children, though while the Vie Parisienne 
exists as a so-called “ family ” journal, and is conducted as it is, it 
ought surely to be possible to take French children anywhere. 
The only special concession to the season is an attempt to dramatise 
the whole Arabian Nights ; for the tough old Biche aux Bois, which 
has been running, more or less, for thirty or forty years, can hardly 
he considered as a Christmas ofiering. 

The Thousand and One Nights is a clever attempt to put four 


quarts of fiction into a pint pot. In three Acts and thirty-three 
Scenes, lasting four hours and a half, a living panorama of all the 
principal stories in the book we have agreed to call the Ai'uhian 
Nights is made to pass before us. Throe of the most wonderful 
dramatic stories ever discovered — the Sailor j Aladdin^ and 
the Thieves— haye scanty justice done to them, and the French 

dramatist has yet to be born who will find in any one of these pieces 
enough for an evening^s entertainment. The Countess d’AuLNOT is 
treated with more judgment and courtesy. Bo many years have 
elapsed since any “ spectacle ” worthy of the name has been seen on 
the Parisian Stage, that the Thousand and One Nights, itiixls 
mounted, has become the piece of the day. It is not advertised on 
every wall, and in frantic newspaper advertisements, as “ a gigantic 
success,” and the company engaged are not stated to bo the “ greatest 
combination of talent ever brought together.” At the same time, as 
it really possesses the materials of two or three Pantomimes, the 
curtain, according to French theatrical custom, falls twice for twelve 
or fifteen minutes during the evening. What a good theatrical 
custom it is, and how thankful English audiences would be to see it 
adopted for English Pantomimes. Another good French custom is 
that of keeping the gin-shop out of the theatre. Here praise must 
end. 

The stage-mechanism is generally half a century behind the age, 
and every slider ” or “trap” appears to require two men with 
levers to follow on and wedge the unruly wood- work into its place. 
The front of the house is probably never swept, and in my box I 
found a piece of an envelope which I left there last August, while 
witnessing Michel Strogoff! 


A Prize Bemark. 

^ ** Distribution of prizes by Members of Parliament xs becoming an institu* 
tion .^* — Sir Stafford Northcote at MxeUr* 

Sir Stafford it seems in a state of surprise is 
That Members of Parliament should bestow prizes. 

It is clear what they give to more fortunate elves, 

They but seldom deserve, in the House, for themselves. 






THE LATEST ARRIVAL. 
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FROM YOUTH TO AGE. 

(A Confidential Correspondence letween Eminent Personages.) 

“ Immortal Age beside immortal Youtli, 

And all I was in ashes.’*— T ith onus. 

No. XII. — From Mr, Alderman Ghamberlain^ (1875), to the Fight Eon, 
The President of the Board of Trade, 

MyDjeihJoe, 

It is witli a feeling of pardonable pride that I thus fami- 
liarly address one in yonr high position, i always felt that I had 
a soul above buttons or even screws ; and whilst occupying myself 

with the municipal 

' — "I I business of Birming- [ 

ham, I kept my e^re- 
glass fixed upon affairs 
of State. By the way, 

^ they tell me you ’ ve put 

V W away my eyeglass and 

1 taken to spectacles. I 

is 

We got on wonderfully 
eyeglass, 
and I don’t like dis- 
carding old and ^ tried 
friends. For all we 

: know, this innocent 

appendage may possess 

the same qualities as tne signet-ring old What ’s-his-name had in 
the days of the Arabian Nights— ii your critical mind will pass 
that phrase. As long as he wore the ring: he prospered exceedingly ; 
when he lost it everything tumbled to pieces. There was, in short, 
a regular Conservative reaction. I wish you had kept to the eye- 
glass. Sentiment apart, it really played an important part in your 
oratorial triumphs. Many is tne Alderman on the other side who 
has shaken in his shoes, when the calm light of the lens has been 
turned upon him, and to many a Town Councillor it has been even 
as the “burning glass” which naughty boys at school hold over 
each other’s hands, bringing about acute discomfort. 

What a day you are having, to be sure ! I am told that in the 
nurseries of eminent Conservatives, they induce early sleep (or at 
any rate the a:^earanGe of repose) in young heirs, by mentioning 
your name. To whisper “ Chambbelain ! ” in the ear of Lord 
Ebdesdalb as he pulls his nightcap on, is sure to result in an attack 
of nightmare. Also, it is said, that a Motion is to be introduced in 
the Lords next Session to alter the titles “ Lord Chamberlain ” and 
“Vice Chamberlain” to something less suggestive in the ears of the 
Court of undesirable contingencies. 

All this is admirable for you, and plays your game in the kindest 
possible way. It is a difficult game, especially in the risky way you 
play it, endeavouring to keep your hold on the caucuses, whilst you 
demurely sit in the Cabinet. It has done very well up to now, and 
with a cool head and a talent for that sort of thing, you will probably 
get along even without the eye-glass. At any rate, you know where 
you are going, which is a great advantage in the journey of life. I 
knew it at least seven years ago, when I abandoned trade and took 
to politics. A man who aims at the stars is pretty sure, if there is 
anything in him, to hit the top of the tree. When I made up 
my mind to be Prime Minister, you were pretty sure to live to be 
President of the Board of Trade. But it seemed even then that 
many years must necessarily elapse before you reached a position 
which John Beioht attained only in middle age, and at a time when 
he had been a generation before the public, and had done a great 
work. But here you are a Cabinet Minister at a single bound, and 
in your fifth Session in Parliament! That is a great start, and 
covers an unexpectedly large tract of ground at the outset. I am 
glad to see that this blaze of prosperity has not turned your head. 
In fact, I think your manner has improved as President of the 
Board of Trade, compared with mine when Mayor of Birmingham. 
That is a good sign, for it is manner that makes the man, particularly 
the Statesman, to go. It is only a rare phenomenon like GtLADstone 
who can afford to scorn the graces of manner, and the more intimate 
becomes your acquaintance with politics, the more plainly you wiU 
see how much he loses and has lost by this failing. 

Keep your eye on the pence of your manner, Joseph ; the pounds 
of your politics will take care of themselves. 

1 rather dwell on this topic because, knowing my own propensities 
I was a little afraid of hearing how you would fail. You might have 
been overbearing, self-asserting, in a word, bumptious. On the 
contrary, I have heard of your being even touchingly deferential 
in your manner, and that you have learned to assume a meekness 
though you have it not. 

Proceed thus, dear J oseph, and prosper. Some of the elders among 
your political brethren might dearly love to drop you in a pit, and 
go on their way rejoicing in the thought that they would see you 


nevermore. They may at some crisis even succeed. But you will 
get out again, and live to put corn in their sacks. 

Y ours hopefully, J oseph Chasieeelain. 

No. XIII. (and last). — From Mr, Stafford Northcote, of the Inner Temple 
(1847), to the Right Eon, Sir Stafford Northcote^ Bart.^ M,P, 

Geer Stapey, 

Feom my quiet Inn, where I await briefs which have not 
yet begun to flow in, I look out on you, standing on the threshold of 
a new year, which 1 sincerely trust may be a happier one and a more 
prosperous than any you have lately enjoyed. I will take my chance 
about the briefs ; out knowing all about your career, and what it 
has cost you, I certainly would not deliberately choose it. You Ve 
missed your way grievously, Stapey, dear hoy, though I am proud 
to say there has never been the slightest stain on our escutcheon 
from any act of yours. Politics make a man acquainted with strange 
bedfellows, and they have sometimes driven you into shady company. 
But you Ve always kept your hands clean, and held your head high. 

Where we made the mistake was in sticking to the Tories when 
G-ladstone and some other Peelites like ourselves drifted slowly, hut 
surely, to the Liberal side. There is nothing of the old Tory about 
you, Staff, and not very much of the Conservative. Hence, living 
in the Tory camp, and even a titular leader of Tories, you have been 
playing a game at cross purposes. Being frank, and even ingenu- 
ous, by nature, you have sometimes blundered in a manner that has 
excited the open scorn of Bandolph, and the scarcely hidden con- 
tumely of Chaplin. Dizzy was even a more advanced Liberal t^n 
you. If he had stuck to the Liberal party when he enrolled him- 
self in its ranks fiftjr years ago, and you had joined it twenty years 
later. Dizzy would in these times have ranked as a Eadical, and 
you have posed as a Whig. As it was, you both stuck to the Tories, ! 
and you know how much better Dizzy managed than you. i 

The fact is, you labour under a disadvantage, which I trust, and 
indeed know, will always be with you. Y'ou have a conscience, and 


this is always getting you into difficulties. 
fashioned way of be- 


You have an old- 


^^^47 I indecisioii. Ton can’t 82 ! 

bear to appear to 

desert your friends, or even to give them a lukewarm support. 
Stni, when Randolph is on the rampage, and all the worst 
passions of political animosity are aroused, you cannot forget 
that you are an English gentleman, a Statesman of repute, and you 
decline to be dragged along, with whatever appearance of triumph, 
in the political Carnival. Then, you know, you jump up and walk 
out of the House with your head hanging down as if it were $fou 
that had done something of which you were ashamed : a supposition 
which gains weight from the fact that the young bloods of the party 
howl at you as you pass. 

You Ve tried this once or twice, and I do hope you are now certain 
that you might do better. In addition to other disqualifications for 
your post, is an unwavering good temper, and a disposition so gentle 
that it shrinks from even the slightest appearance of hurting any- 
one’s feelings. This is all very well, but it may be carried too far * 
and that ’s the mistake you make. It ’s time either that you showed 
your authority, or openljr confessed you had none. The Conservative 
party can look out for itself ; but I would emphatically say, from 
our point of view, that the family can’t afford to have a repe- 
tition of the scenes of last Session. If your courage were equal to 
your common-sense and shrewd appreciation of the drift of things, 
it would he a happy day for the party you are supposed to lead in 
the House of Commons. You generally know the right thing to do, 
and would do it if you were unfettered. Take off the fetters with 
your own hand, dear Stappoed. They Ve not nearly so heavy, nor 
so tightly welded, as your modesty suggests. 

You can do without the Conservative party a great deal better 
than they can do without you. You have been misled by the noise 
and the antics of the little Party below tbe Gangway, If you only 
ventured to assert yourselfj you would be surprised to find that 
underneath this froth there lie depths of appreciation of that quality 
of gentlemanhood of which I am proud to say you Ve a type. Try 
this on my recommendation, and I ’ll undertake to say you ’ll never 


regret it. Yours with deep sympathy, 


ctake to say you ’ll never 
Stappoed Noethoote. 
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COCK-EOBIN SHOOTINa. 

{The Junior Gun Chcb, Shcp-^ 
herdls Bush.) 

The meeting at this Cluh 
yesterday afternoon was fully 
attended by members home 
for the holidays, who showed 
some remarkably good form. 
Sport commenced with a 
couple of 6d. handicap sweep- 
stakes, and of these events 
Master Atkins (54 yards rise) 
won the first by grassing 
three out of four consecu- 
tively, and winging the fourth 
bird. The second fell to 
Master Jackson, after stop- 
ping three, one of which he 
blew to atoms. The compe- 
tition for the Winter Cup, 
value 65, 6d., added to a 4d. 
handicap sweepstakes, was 
then started, ten young gen- 
tlemen entering their names. 
In the first round Master 
Cooper (9), Master Dennis 
(104), and Master Buggies 
(12), failed to kill their birds, 
though they all made their 
feathers fiy. An exciting finish 
resulted in Master Wells be- 
coming the holder of the Cup, 
and the winner of 35. O^d . ; 
his score standing 3 kills and 
13 hits. The winner of the 
principal event shot with a 
gun purchased at the estab- 
fishment of Mr. Triballs, 
Bew Boad. An impression is 
gaining ground that, as a 
sport, Cock-Bobin shooting de- 
cidedly beats Cock-Fighting. 

Mrs. Bamsbotham, who has 
just paid a visit to the Grosve- 
nor Gallery, said that, though 
she hadlmown Watts’s Hymns 
ever since she was a little girl, 
she had no idea he was an 
Artist, and she is not yet quite 
convinced of the fact. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 65 . 
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SIB ALGEBNON BOBTHWICK, M.P." 

Up ! Up ! He has gone ! ” 

The Gay Cavalier, 

“ Here we go up, up, up I 
A Penny goes down, down, down, 0 ! ” 
Old Sony adapted. 

* M.P., i.e.y Morning Tost. 


OBANGEISM IN THE I 
METBOPOLIS. 

The Ornamental Waters in 
the Parks, during the late 
festive season, aiforded no 
skating; but there has oc- 
curred at least all the usual 
sliding in the streets, by means 
of the orange-peel with which 
they have been plentifully 
strewn all about by small 
boys. Where are the Police— 
or the Beadles— who ought to 
be employed in repressing the 
reckless acts of these mis- 
chievous Orange Boys ? Force 
is a remedy which, proi)erly 
applied with a cane or switch, 
might compel them to pocket 
their orange-peel, as Dr, 
Johnson did— but that was 
for the purpose of composing 
port- wine bitters. Now, con- 
tinual accidents, including 
fractures of the leg — the latter 
at St. Thomas’s Hospital alone 
admitted at the rate of some 
eight a day— are amongst the 
bitter effects (not fatal) of 
castaway orange-peel. 

Whilst the orange- season 
lasts, the orange-sliding in 
the streets will be alfected by 
no change in the weather, and 
can only be put a stop to by 
the proper authorities, paro- 
chial or other. 

“A Neav Departure.’’— 
We hear that Mr, D’Cyly 
Carte has taken Poet Oscar 
W riDE to America. Even 
“ OiirMr. DuMAURrEu” can’t 
take him oil so eficotively as 
that. Bon voyage! When 
he gets there, may ho say with 
Marshal McMahon, “yV 
fy rested^ Bo mote it bo. Brer 
Jonathan is welcome to him, 
and a reduction made on 
taking a quantity. 


CLOWNING AND CLASSICISM. 

A Suggestion for the Season, 

Being the Opening Scene of a New emd Original Great-god-Pan4o7wmey 
entitledy 

HABLEaUIN BING CULTCHAW ; 

Or, The Three Champions op Paganism and the Sleeping Beast. 

CHARACTERS. 

King Cultchaw (a Modern Bvil Genius), 

Sweetness, Indigestion, Light, Upholstery, Bad ) Ilis 
Form, Indecency, Sentiment, Impudence, and \ Attendant 

LempriIire ) Sprites, 

Mr. A. C, Sw-NB-RNE (afterwards Clown) , ) The Champions, 
Mr. P-T-R (afterwards Harlequin) . , , > Creatures of 

Mr. B-rne-J-n-s (afterwards Pantaloon) , , ) King CmTOHAW, 

Mr. (^c-R W-LDE (a Spirit of the Hair, afterwards Columbine), 

The Good Fairy B-sk-n.^ 

PROMSSOR (his faithful Sprite, afterwards Policeman JT). 

kfc. C-M-NS C-RR (a IVouldr-be-if-^he-could Nymph), 

Sir C-TTS L-nds-y (a Bond Street Magician), \ 

I Scene I. — The Bealms of Gimcrach ^sthetidsm. King Cultchaw 
! discovered surrounded by his attendant Sprites, 

King Cultchaw, What ho, my Sprites I Once more the hour draws 
near 

When Christmas, vulgar season, calls for cheer. 

I So Cultchaw, who, though eaual to the times, 

Cannot descend to common Pantomimes, 


A Great-god- Pan-'iomimo might take in hand. 

What, to the notion, says my trusty band r* 

(They nod their heads and dance round him, in sign of acquiescence,) 
’Tis well. Too long, in quiet humdrum ways 
The Modern World has passed its decent days. 

A relish we must give Society 

For sixth-form scraps of impropriety— 

A dished-up, dainty, duU, and prurient feast I 
But how to serve it ? 

The Three Champions, Mr. A. C. Sw-nb-rne, Mr. P-t-r, and 
Mr. B-RNE-J-n-s, rise through a trap, clinging on to the bach 
of a Publishing and Advertising Dragon, 

Mr, A, C, Sw-nh-rne, Wake the Sleeping Beast ! 

King Cultchaw, A good idea ! But how ? 

Mr, A, C, 8w-nh-rne, A simple task : 

Since Modern Cultchaw gives us all we ask— 

The stinging stripes that toy with sensuous taste ; 

The utter sprawl of the Unwashed, Unchaste— 

The beastly beauty of a schoolboy’s smirch, 

That, all unbeaten, battens on the birch ; 

The windy wash of words that bend and bound, 

The seething swell of surpng, senseless sound ; 

The shmy swamp of Scholarship begot 


The shmy swamp of Scholarship begot 
By probing Liddell and by searching^ Scott ; 

The languor hailing, with hlind blinking cheek, 

The knock-kneed manhood of the Neo-Greek. 

All this shall Cultchaw yield the sacred three, 

Of whom the Sunrise Singer view in me I 
[He kicks Mr. P-t-r and Mr. B-RNE-J-N-S off the Dragon^ 8 
bach, and stands in a limp classical attitude on one leg. 


Januaet 7, 1882.] 


li 


PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 



MR. PUNCHES TWELFTH NIGHT,- OR, WHAT-YOU-WILL PARTY. 

Cotillon Paety— Miss Hibernia choosing a Partner. 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTEEL. 

PIGS AWA\ 

Haggis broo is bla’ and braw, 

Kittle kail is a’ awa’ ; 

Gin a lassie kens fu’ weel, 

Ilka pawkie rattlin^ reel. 

Hey the laddie ! Ho tke pladdie ! 
Hey the sonsie Finnie Laddie ! 

Hoot awa’ ! 

Gang awa’ 'wi’ pLilibegs, 

Maut’s nae missed frae tappifc kegs ; 
Sound the spleucLan o’ the stanes, 
Post the pibrocL P the lanes ! 

Hey the swankie, scrieyin’ shaver ! 
Ho the canny clishmaclaver ! 

Hoot awa’ ! 

Paritch glowry i’ the ee, 

Mutchkin for a wee drappee ; 

Feckf u’ is the barley-bree — 

Unco’ gude ! Ah ! wae is roe ! 

Hey the tousie TuUochgorum ! 

Ho the mixtie-maxtie jorum ! 

Hoot awa’ ! 

[We have received a note from the 
Lazy One, saying that he is staying in 
the North of Scotland mth the Mac- 
latheh of Maclather. He says, if we 
were to hear the retainers sing Mgs 
AwcC ’’ — of which he encloses a copy 
—during dinner, accompanying them- 
selves on the national instruments, spor- 
rans and claymores, we should never 
forget it. We don’t suppose we ever 

should. On second thoughts, we do 

not believe he has been out of town at 
all, but that someone has sent him a 
guinea Christmas hamper. “ Mgs 
indeed! We ’ll give him a recht gude 
willie waght in his ee when we catch 
him. — E d.] 


Ming Cultchaw. That ’s nicely put, Sir Poet. And yonr use is ?— 
Mr, A, C, Siv-nb-rne. To start the mysteries of chaste Eleusis. 
With moist and meretricious metre, I 
To godless gush will school the public eye. 

3fr, B-rne J-n-s, And I, within the limits of my frame, 

Will, patient pagan, play the same small game, 

Till verse and canvas our new creed disclose, 

J/r. And I am stamped Apostle of its prose ! 

The Three Champions are about to depart, when the Scene opens, 
and reveals the Good Fairy E-sk-n, who descends amidst a 
shower of unsold numbers of an excellent but unpopular Magazine, 
The Good Fairy B-sh-n [driving bach the Three Champions with his 
wa7id). Hold! Impious, bumptious, brazen-faced boys I 
’Twas I first woke the world to Grecian joys, 

Led it, in holy, reverent attitude, 

To worship Art, not gloat upon the nude. 

The gold, and not the dross, I brought to men, 
Minerva-crowned ; not, wallowing in his den. 

The goat-brnte Pan ; Fallas Armigera,-- 
Not on all fours ! 

Mr, A, C, Sw-nh-rne, Like Fors Clavigera f 

Still, aged Fairy, Pan shall breathe our bliss. 

We ’ll wake him. 

The Good Fairy F-sh-n, Never ! For, unless^ a kiss 
Some nymph imprint upon his horndd brow, 

He ’ll wake no more, hut sleep. For, mark me, now 
With thorough third-class Muse, yet not afraid 
To handle themes that genius but degrade, 

There lives no Spirit such a task to dare ! 

King Cultchaw, Ah ! you forget the Spirit of the Hair ! 

[The Sprites express satisfaction.) 

What ho, there ! portly Nymph I for I must trouble you. 
Peri of Pimlico ! Arise, 0. WJ 

(Mr. Osc-R W-IPE rises through the Stage, reclining in a roomy 
'dower'-pot in the midst of pale lavender dre,) 

You ’re equal to the work of waking Pan ? 

3Ir, Osc-r WAde, Give me a Zempri^e, and I think I can. 

[A Lempri^e is handed to him over the top of the flower-pot) 

Of things that I know little much 1 speak ; 

’Tis here I pick up all my Neo-Greek ! 

[He turns over several pages,) 

Yet, much to classic vesture I have owed : 

For, fancies fitter for the Mile End Road, 


If reared on Attic soil, somehow go down, 

And neither sicken, shook nor scare the town, 

But place one on a pinnacle ! A fact, — 

Secure too even from Lord Campbell’s Act I 
[Holding up Lempriere gracefully ,) 

With this,— and velkm — I ’ve avoided failure ! 

King Cultchaw, You have, my pippin I Look out Lupei'calia, 

We mean to try that next in Piccadilly. 

(Mr, Osc-B W-LDE pulls out a pocket rhy^ning dictionary and becomes 
gradually absorbed in reference.) 

So, to your work : 

The Good Fairy E-sh-n, Nay, Cultchaw, you grow silly ! 

But though I crowned you King, no more I ’ll try you. 
False, Pagan, perjured Cultchaw, I defy you ! 

[_He again waves his wand, on which Sir C-tts L-nds-y, and 
Professor C-ly-n, apparently much surprised, float in on a 
rainbow of quiet, subdued, and carefully selected High- Art 
colours, and, sliding artistically to the ground, Join in a long 
serious, and very earnest conversation with the^ Good 
Fairy E-sk-n, in a corner, ^ While nobody is paymg^ the 
slightest attention to them. King Cultchaw gives the signal 
for departure, upon which the Three Cha^npions, preceded 
by the now bounding Kymph, Mr. Osc-R W-LPE, enter 
the Realms of Professional Beauty, and continue their journey 
through a succession of unedifying adventures, to wake the 
Sleeping Beast, till, by some mistake, they instead only 
manage to arouse the Great-stick- god Mr. Punch, who 
intervenes, most effectively, at the eleventh hour, with a 
quite unexpected, but startlingly severe Transformation, 


Our speoially-knowing-on- music -subjects Contemporary, the 
Musical World, as long ago as the week before last, in one of its 
“ waifs ” gave us this valuable piece of information “ It is said 
that Gounop thinks of writing an Opera on the Lorely legend 
than which nothing conld be more precise and satisfactory. “ It is 
said by whom ? where ? when that Gounop thinks ’’—good ; 
we suppose he generally thinks before he writes, unless he writes as 
he thinks. But “of what is the old man thinking: ? ’’—why, of 
“ writing au Opera.” Is it possible ? What an original notion for 
Gounop. WTiat could have put that into his head ? Bless him I 
Also bless the M, W,, and may it long live to give us such valuable 
information. A.d multos beatoa novos annos ! 
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RUN WITH THE BARKSHIRE. 

[By Bunih Cramho Junior.) 






And went away without a Check. “We went straight for the Dip and the Valley. 







Tally-hoe ! 







The Hounds soon, got on good terms 
with the Fox, 




We got an Ugly Cropper. 


And at last Chopped in the Wood. 


IN EARNEST. 

Let -us be clearly understood. The -word “ JSsthetioism ” has been perverted 
from its original meaning ; i,e, the perception of all that is good, pure, and 
beantifnl in Katnre and in Art, and, as now vulgarly applied, it has come 
in a slang sort of way to stand for an efieminate, invertebrate, sensuous, 
sentimentally-Christian. but thoroughly Pagan taste in literature and art, 
which delights in the idea of the resuscitation of the Great God Pan, in Swin- 
burnian songs at their highest fever-pitch, in the mystic ravings of a Blake, 
the afEectation of a Hosetti, the Charmiaes and revoltingly pan-theistic Hosa 
Mystica of Oscak 'Wilde, the Songs of Passion and Pain and other similar 
mock-hysterical imitations of the Mighty Masters.” Yictok Huao, Ouida, 
Swinburne, Burne-Jones, have mnch to answer for. 

This <®stheticism, as it has gradually come to he known, is the reaction 
from Ejcngslet’s Muscular Christianity, Exaggerated muscular Christianity, 
in its emsade against canting and whining religion, in its bold attempt to show 
that the practice ofutrne religion was for men, as well as for women, trampled 
on the Christian Lily, emblem of perfect purity ; and what Athleticism trod 
under foot, JEsthetioism picked up, cherished, and then, taking the sign for the 
reality, paid to it the extravagant honours of a Pap:an devotion ; and the worship 
of the LHy was substituted for the veneration paid to the sacred character, in 
whose hand Christian Art had originally placed it. To this was added the wor- 
ship of the Peacock Feather. It is this false jEstheticism which we have per- 
sistently attacked, and will persistently attack to the bitter end, and henceforward 
those who misunderstand ns do so wilfully, and it may he maliciouBly, i 

Education in Wales. 

Ie Higher Education is brought to its highest pitch in Wales, and Welshmen 
become conceited about their learning, the old and decidedly libellous lines will 
have to be re-cast, and be read as follows : — 

Tatpy is a Welshman, | Tappt is a prig— 

which will have a totally dif erent meaning, and may possibly be true. We 
. hope they ’ll become sufficiently enlightened to banish bigoted &bbatarianism, 
and to supply refreshments to travellers on Sunday, 


A WELCOME EEOM THE WEST. 

(To Paddy,) 

Air — Over the Scaf 

“ The Irish -American Colonisation Company was formed fo 
the purpose of enabling some of those who have determine i 
upon emigrating from Ireland, to take advantage of the vas 
tracts of open country, -which are lying untenanted and un 
tilled in the Western States of America They hav 

g urehased some 20,000 acres of prairie land, situated in Murray 
hunty .... The Company determined to select such familio 

for emigration as would bo self-supporting Each settle 

has possession of 80 acres of land in fee- simple, at the averagi 
price of JGI 5s. 0^?. the statute acre .... a strong woodoi 
house .... and the loan of stock and farm implements . . . 
The cost of the land and other advances are repayable on cas] 
terms.” — See Pescription of Irish Colony in Murray County 
Minnesota — Times, Poe. 21, 1881. 

Over the Sea, over the Sea ! 

Hear the wise voice from the West, wide and free ; 
Over the Sea, over the Sea ! 

Boom for the sturdy and strong ; 

And it’s Come, come, come ! 

Ye lads of Green Erin, 

Stout, faithful, unf oarin’, 

Como, come, come ! 

Amd let Westward Ho ! be yonr song. 

Over the Soa, &c. 

Over the Sea, over the Sea ! 

Plenty of land for a moderate fee ; 

Over the Sea, over tho Soa ! 

Wide rolling acres of waste. 

So it’s Come, come, come ! 

Each Paddy who lacks land ; 

Here’ s maize land and iiax land, 

Come, come, come ! 

There ’s labour to every one’s taste. 

Over the Sea, <Jcc. 

Over the Sea, over the Sea ! 

Southwest Minnesota’s as rich as can bo 
In oceans of grass waving wide liko the vSea, 

If less green than tbe turf of “the Oislo,” 

It is rich, ripe, lush, 

And free for the mowing 
Its bounty bestowing. 

So Come, come, come ! 

Hero ’s ample return for your toil. 

Over tlie Sea, &c. 

Over the Sea, over the Sea ! 
l^'o rack-rents, my Pat, in this land can there bo, 

Good praties galore, and the ma,ttock plies free, 

So would you have ease and fair rent. 

Oh it ’s Come, come, como ! 

Come, hurry to Currie 
lu fair County Murray. 

It ’s Come, come, come ! 

Where labour may mate with content. 

Over the Sea, &c. 

Over the Sea, over the Sea ! 

Eighty acres of land in fee-simple, dear P., 

On the easiest terms, if you ’ll only agree 
With unbroken ifature to tussle. 

So Come, come, come ! 

The old life why drag on H 
Hero’s plough, cow, and waggon. 

Come, come, come I 

Here ’s wealth for stout heart and tough muscle. 

Over the Sea, &o. 

Over the Sea, over the Sea I 
Come ! But the emigrant wanted is he 
Who can labour and wait. In this land of the free 
There is no Captain Moonlight, my lad. 

Come, come, come I 
Hot the cowardly brute 
Who will bludgeon and shoot ; 

Blit Come, come, come ! 

Each brave bhoy who can toil and be glad. 

Over the Sea, 

A Sanitary Heoessity.— Wanted, in pursuance of 
me Intr^nral Interments Aot—A Mortuary Chapel of 
Ease to Westminster Abbey. 


TO COBEESPONDEHTS.— In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept. r r 
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^2::, THE ORDER OF THE DAY. 

President of Board. “Now, Captain ‘Wilkins, peehaps you’d better mount, and Drill the Battalion.” 

Captain of Infantry {xinder examination for rank of Field-Officer), “ Excuse mb, Colonel — with your permission — one thing AT 
A TIME, IE you please. If YOU WILL ALLOW MB, I WILL DPwILL THE BATTALION FIRST, AND RiDB FOR YOU AFTERWARDS ! ” 


THE CABINET COUNCIL. 

Scene — Boioning Street. Present— the Cabinet Ministers except 
Lord H-rt-ngUn. 

Mr, GUdst-ne {entering last), A Happy New Year, my Lords and 
Gentlemen ! Glad to see yon safe back from the country, Br-ght. 
Rather thought those Land-Leaguers down at Birmingham might 
have made mincemeat of you. Whatever your opinion on the sub- 
ject may be, some of them seem to think that Force is a remedy, 
especially when it can be applied from behind a hedge, or in other 
circumstances where there is no danger. That ’s about it, isn’t it, 
F-rs-t-rP 

Mr, F-rsi-r, Somewhere. But what did you mean, Br-ght, by 
that phrase about being “ in favour of as much freedom as wiU give 
security to freedom ? ” 

I Sir W, H-rc-rt, Why, it ’s putting in a new way the old saying 
about orthodoxy being my doxy. Br-ght is to settle in his own 
I mind how much freedom will secure freedom, and that much he will 
allow— in other words, just so much as he pleases. 

Mr, Bright, I should have thought, H-rc-rt, that you had quite 
enough to do to answer questions addressed to the Home Office, with- 
out taking up those addressed to me. 

Mr, GUdsUne, Anyone seen H-rt-ngt-n ? 

L-rd N^rthhr^h, Not to-day. He ’s a wise man, and I wish I could 
follow his example, and take things as easy. 

Mr, F-rst-r, So do I. I wish he had gone to Ireland, and let me 
look after India. Afghanistan may be bad, but it ’s a flower-garden 
compared with Westmeath. And then Biggar is not a plant that 
wotQd flonrish in the East. 

X-rc? S-lb-rne, It seems to me that H-rt-ngt-n goes on the lines 
of that eminent Statesman who didn’t answer his letters, on the 
principle, that if he left them alone long enough they would answer 
themselves. H-rt-ngt-n always tnrns up half an hour late, in the 
eacpectation that by that time business will have settled itself, and 
he won’t be bored with discussing it. 


L-rd Gr-nv-Ue {sweetly). Since his absence creates a vacancy in 
the Cabinet, there will be room for Lord D-rbt 

Mr, Gl-dsUne, D-rby is too shrewd a man to come amongst ns 
just now. Don’t you think so Ch-mb-bl-n? By the way, have 
you heard lately from the Duke of Arg-le ? 

Mr, Ch-mh-rl-n, No ; I think my last letter shut him up. 

Sir Wm. K-rc-rt. On the contrary, he holds his head at an angle 
of two degrees higher, and goes about saying he has crushed 
Democracy. 

Mr, GUdst-ne, Business, business, my Lords and Gentlemen ! It ’s 
now twenty minutes past two, and before dinner I have flfty letters 
to write, five deputations to receive from various trades that want to 
appropriate the Surplus, some old books to run through, and a new 
axe to grind. Now what are we going to do about the Rules ? 

Mr, Ch-ml-rUn, I think that is a tough subject, and perhaps we ’d 
better let it stand over till I get my Bankruptcy Bill through. 

Sir Wm, ILrc-rt, It seems to me that the first thing we should 
settle, is the Local Government of London. 

Mr, D-ds~n. The country ’s bigger than London, and if I may say 
so, the reform of County Government is a little pressing. Then 
there ’s the Rivers Conservancy Bill, which I might have got through 
last Session only for those Irish. 

Mr, Ch-ld-rs. I have been looking into the Army matters during 
the Recess. I think it is a pity the Estimates should be left so late 
in the Session. Couldn’t we, once in a way, bring them in in 
February? 

Mr, F-rsUr, What are we going to do about the Suspects ? If 
we don’t letjthe Members out before the Session, there ’ll be a row. 

Mr, Gl-dsUne, And if we do, there ’R be another. Perhaps it 
will be shorter if we have the fewer in it. But it ’s no use talking, 
my Lords and Gentlemen. The first thing to be settled is the 
reform of procedure. When I find an axe is worn out, I have it 
ground ; and if that won’t do, I get a new handle and new blade ; and 
—{looks at watch)— oh ! I suppose H-rt-ngt-n won’t turn up. So 
let’s get to work without him. . 

[Ministers set to work on the new Mules^ with intervals for \ 
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AN UNDOUBTED OLD MASTER. 

{By Ehnself , ) 


OSOAE INTERVIEWED. 

New Yorh. Jan, 1882. 

Deteemiked to anticipate the rabble of penny-a-liners ready to 
pounce upon any distingnisbed foreigner who a-[)pro aches om* shores, 
and eager to assist a sensitive Poet in avoiding the impertinent 
curiosity and ill-bred insolence of the Professional lieporter, I took 
the fastest pilot-boat on the station, and boarded the splendid Canard 
steamer, The Boshma, in the shucking of a pea-nut. 

His iEsiHETic Appeaeance. 

He stood, with his large hand passed through his long hair, against 
a high chimney-piece— which had been painted pea-green, with 
panels of peacock-blue pottery let in at uneven intervals— one elbow 
on the high ledge, the other hand on his hip. He was dressed in a 
long, snuff-coloured, single-breasted coat, which reached to his hods, 
and was relieved with a seal-skin collar and cuffs rather the worse 
for wear. Prayed linen, ^ and an orange silk handkerchief gave a 
note to the generally 'artistic colouring of the ensemble, while one 

small daisy drooped despondently in his button-hole We may 

state, that the chimney-piece, as well as the seal-skin collar, is the 
property of Osoae, and will appear in his Lectures “ on the Growth 
of Artistic Taste in England.^’ But 

He Speaks Eoe HBrsELE\ 

“ Yes ; I should have been astonished had I not been interviewed ! 
Indeed, I have not been well on board this Canard Argosy. I have 
wrestled with the glaukous-haired Poseidon, and feared his ravish- 
ment. ^ duite I have been too ill, too utterly ill. Exactly— 
seasick in fact, if I must descend to so trivial an expression. I fear 
the clean beauty of my strong lirnhs is somewhat waned. I am 
scarcely myself— my nerves are thrilling like throbbing violins,— 
in exgnisite jmlsation. 

“ You are right, I believe I was the first to devote my subtle 
brain-chords to the worship of the Sunflower, and the apotheosis of 
the delicate Tea-pot. I have ever been jasmine-cradled from my 
youth. Eons ago, I might say centuries, in ’78, when a student at 
Oxford, I had trampled the vintage of my babyhood, and trod 


the thorn-spread heights of Poesy. I had stood in the Arena and 
torn the bays from the expiring athletes, my competitors.” 

His Gloeious Past. 

“Precisely— I took the Newdigate. Oh! no doubt, every year 
some man gets the Newdigate ; but not every year does Newdigate 
get an Oscae. Since then— barely three years, but centuries to 
such as I am— I have stood upon the steps of London Palaces — 
in Sonth Kensington— and preached -Esthetic Art. I have taught 
the wan beauty to wear nameless robes, have guided her limp 
limbs into sightless knots and curving festoons, while we sang 
of the sweet sad sin of Swinbtjene, or the lone delight of soft 
communion with Bueke- Jones. Swinbtjene had made a name, and 
Bdtene- Jones had copied illuminations o’er the first silky down had 
fringed my upper lip, but the Trinity of Inner Brotherhood was not 
complete till I came forward, like the Asphodel from the wilds of 
Arcady, to join in sweet antiphonal counterchanges with the Elder 
Seers. WeAre a Beautiful Family— we are, we are, we are ! ” 

Lectube Peospects. 

“ Yes ; I expect my Lecture will be a success. So does Dollae 
Caete— I mean D’Oyly Caete. Too-Toothless Senility may jeer, 
and poor, positive Propriety may shake her rusty curls ; but 1 am 
I here, in my creamy lustihood, to pipe of Passion’s venturous Poesy, 
i and reap the scorching harvest of Self-Love 1 I am not quite sure 
what I mean. The true Poet never is. In fact, true Poetry is 
nothing if it is intelligible. She is only to bo compared to Salmacis, 
who is not boy or girl, but yet is both.” 

His Neophytes. 

“ Who are my neophytes ? Well, I fancy the Lon sb axes and the 
IjANgteys would have never been known if I hadn’t placed them on 
a pedestal of daffodils, and taught the world to worship.” 

His Kosmic Soul, 

“ Oh, yes ! I speak most languages ; in the sweet, honey-tinted 
brogue my own land lends me. La hella Donna della niia Mcnte 
exists, but she is not the Jersey Lily, though I have grovelled at her 
feet ; she is not the Jnno Countess, though I have twisted my limbs 
all over her sofas ; she is not the Polish Actress, though I have sighed 
and wept over all the boxes of the Court Theatre ; she is not the 
diaphanous Saeaii, though I have crawled after her footsteps through 
the heavy fields of scentless Asphodel ; she is not the golden-haired 
1 Elxen, more fair than any woman Vekonese looked upon, though 
I have left my Impremons on many and many a seat in tlio Lyceum 
Temple, where she is the High Priestess ; nor is she one of the little 
Nameless Naiads I have met in Lotus-haunts, who, with longing eyes, 
watch the sweet bubble of the frenzied grape. No, Sir, my real Love 
is my own Kosmic Soul, enthroned in its flawless essence ; and when 
America can grasp the supreme whole I sing in toq-too utterance 
for vulgar lips, then soul and body will blend in mystic symphonies ; 
then, crowned with bcllamours and wanton fiowor-de-Iuco, I shall 
be hailed Lord of a new Empery, and as I stain my lips in the 
bleeding wounds of the Pomegranate, and wreathe my o’ergrown 
limbs with the burnished disk of the Sunflower, Apollo will turn 
pale, and lashing the restive horses of the S\xn, the tamer chariot of 
a forgotten god will make way for the glorious zenith of the one 
Oscae 'Wilde,” 

At this moment The Boshnia gave a sudden lurch, and the grand 
young Poet fell prostrate on the rabbit-skins, worshipping Poseidon, 
and calling feebly for the Steward. Seeing that he would bo in- 
capable of receiving any other interviewers, 1 quitted the cabin, 
drank the brand y-and-soda which the Steward was bringing, and 
then returned to shore as quickly as possible. So here is the First 
Intelligence ! 


The Egyptian Barometer. 

English Annexation.— Enthusiasm, white heat. Stocks, 150. 
Anglo-Franco Intervention.— Delight, red heat. ,, 100. 

Egyptian Independence.— Approval, summer heat. „ 80. 

Continental Interference.— Anger, blood heat. ,, 00. 

Turkish Supremacy.— Hope below zero. ,, Unsaleable! 


AT DEtJEY LANE. 

On Twelfth Night, at Drury Lane, the ustxal cake and wine was 
handed round to the Comx>any and distinguished guests. 

“Doing well to-night, ehP” inquired Lord Alfe-d P-a-T of 
Cjssae Axtgtjstus Haeeis. 

“Doing well to-night!” returned the Manager. “No— doing 
Baddeley.” This was wit without Meeitt. 


Mes, Eamsbotham was much gratified by seeing tho Tabooed 
Greek Nobleman at the Aquarium, the other day. 
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" ONLY A MARINE ! 

{A short Story told by the Corps and not to thenh) 

Chapteb I.— He would be a soldier. So he went to Sandhurst and 
was not very lucky, and he went to Woolwich and was rather un- 
fortunate. With a plucking here, and a ploughing there, and 
everywhere a mishap. But they got him a commission somehow at 
last, and said he could do no harm— he was only a Marine ! 

Ckaptee II.—And he was very devoted to his profession. With 
a term of service here, and a term of service there, and everywhere 
a term. How he was on land at Portsmouth, now he was at sea in 
the Pacific Ocean. Por years and years and years he knocked about 
the world. But he did not get promotion— he was only a Marine I 

Chapteb III.— Then he thought he would go in for study. So he 
put his name down for the Staff College.^ So he wore out his eyes in 
reading, and wearied his brain in learning. With an extra subject 
here, and a foreign language there, and everywhere a mud. And 
he worked, and worked, and worked until he passed. But passing 
did him no good— he was only a Marine ! 

Chapteb I V. Then a war came. And he lead a forlorn hope here, 
and took a fortress there, and everywhere showed heroism. And a 


shower of rewards and honours fell upon everybody. But not upon 
him— he was only a Marine ! 

Chapter Y .— Then he grew grey-headed in the Service. His con- 
temporaries were given good things here, and good things there, and 
everywhere good things. One commanded a district in the north, 
and another went to Head Quarters at Pall Mall, and a third was 
quite snug in a nice little office in Ceylon. But he had to keep in 
his barracks or to sail in his ships— he was only a Marine ! 

Chapter YI, and Last. — And so he grew older and older. And 
now he began to worry them at Whitehall. So he got an official 
snubbing here, and an official snubbing there, and everywhere lots 
of snubs. And he bowed down his silvered old head, and broke his ! 
heavy old heart, and laid down his tired old bones, and grieved, and 
grieved, and grieved until he died. So they cut his epitaph upon his 
tombstone and wrote—** Only a Marine ! 


Bernal Osborne. 

{Died Jan , 4, 1882.) 

The Cods fight in vain against Bolncss, His said : 
3£or$ fights on its Bernal Osborne is dead I 
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THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. 

Time— 3 p.m. Soene— 

First Gilded Youth, “ Had any Breakfast, old Chappie ? ” 

Second Gilded Youth. *‘Yes. Had an Ego beaten dp at Twelve.” 

First Gilded Youth {in admiration), “ Doose yod did ! What a Constitd- 

I TION YOD MDST HAVE ! ” 

INHARMONIOUS CONCERT AT ST. JEAMES^S THEATRE. 

Solo— (Mr. Kendal) — “ Maria and the Squire,^"* 

Concerted Piece— (by Messrs. HAEDT'and Care) — *‘Jb5r /rom the Madding 
Crowd,^^ Arranged for the St. Jeames’s Minstrels by M. Pineeo. 
Press-G-ang Cborus— (conducted by M. Moy Thomas)— “ There ’s another iolly 

row at Jlare^s,'^ 

Solo — (by Mr. Haedt) — Moy que p aime,^'* 

Trio— (Messrs. Pinero, Hardy, and Carr)— (^^ s^c?e)— 

Pineeo, Pineeo ! the Bobbers’ pet ! 

T )•»•*•>{ i!;" } •"« { ) ».i. 

Fnsemhle. Dance the Pineeo {—Gontrahandistay Act I. 

Solo — (Mr. J . Hare) — The Kendals and Coniyns ! Oh dear I oh dearj 
Solo — (Pinero) — ** T/ie Good Young Man who tried it on I 

The Good Young Man lalio tried I 

Tbe ijrobable results of tbe above Inharmonious Concert will bo 
Fuhlisher^s Advertisement, — “ Far from the Madding CrowdP Mr. IlArvDX’s 
celebrated novel. New and popular edition just out ! 

Theatrical Manager's Advertisement, — ’ Immense success of The Squire, 
Madding Crowd every night. Seats can he booked a year in advance. 

A few Notes of Our Own on “ The Squire,"— are impartial. We haven’t 
read Far from the Madding Crowds but we have seen The Squire, It is a 
I fairish sort of :^ay ; if all that Messrs. Hardy and Carr re(iuire at the hands of 
j Messrs. Hare, Kendal, and Pinero he Fair Play, why here they have it. It is 
! unnecessarily spun out, and the Third Act is tedious. What is relied upon 
as the great ptuation m Act II. is where the heroine throws herself at the feet 
I r^ected lover, and implores him not to shoot the young gentleman 

I whom he has found m her room at midnight, on the ground that he is her illegal 


husband, “ and,” she cries out, hysterically, “ The father 
of my child ! ” But this statement is, a trifle premature, 
as the child is yet 'unborn ; and the situation is forced, 
totally unnatui’al, and only dragged in as a coup de 
tMdtre to give Mrs. Kendal an opportunity for a “ hop ” 
— they all dearly love a flop nowadays— with which to 
bring down the Curtain on a striking taUeaUy and to 
elicit applause before two minutes have been allowed for 
reflection. 

A groat deal too much is made of the heroine’s deli- 
cate state of health. This subject was once gently 
touched upon by Kobertson in Caste : it was risky even 
then : here it is so dwelt upon as to offend some who 
are not too squeamish about such^ matters. The fault 
of this play, dramatically, is, that, from almost the very 
brst, the audience knows the moans to the end : they 
know that as sure as fate the invalid wife will die at 
the right moment. Now, a Dramatist should always 
allow his audience to discern what the end must be, but 
should keep them in suspense as to the means whereby 
that end is to be gradually attained. ^ By the way, the 
Y'onng Soldier is invariably spoken of by everyone as 
“ Lieutenant,” as if he were in the Navy. 

“Hare and Kendal.” There’s a signature to a 
letter ! Like a couple of Dukes, or a Emm of ^ Solicitors 
without the “ Messrs.” No necessity to describe them- 
selves as “Messers,”- that’s pretty evident. But why 
don’t “Hare and Kendal,” instead of wasting their 
precious time in writing theatrical letters to the news- 
papers, occupy themselves in making their idiotic pic- 
ture-gallery into a smoking-room, to avoid turning 
the Cigarettists out into the street P But as they do 
profess to go in for Pictorial Art in that foyer ^ here, 
byway of giving them “all the fun of the Foyer,” is 
a suggestion for a picture which one of the 0 ush and 
Guggle clicxuo can paint, taking, as his subject for 
adaptation, the “Death of Nelson.” Mr, MpNEY- 
SRiNERO, tho central iigure, supported by Messrs. Hare 
and Kendal, “far from tho madding crowd;” then 
as Mr. CoMYNS Carr approaclies with Mr. Hardy, 
Moneyspinero, in the historical words of England’s 
naval hero, exclaims, “Hardy! Hardy! Kiss mo, 
Hardy ! ” And so they shako hands, and are friends 
all round, and all share in the prohts which tbeir work 
will bring to tho virtuous and irreproachable, but 
thoroughly husinoss-like firm of “ Hare and Kendal,” 

If Mr. Moneyspinero joins Mr. Oomyns Carr and 
Hardy, he will succeed in the feat of “running with 
tho Hare and hunting with the hounds,” So mote it be. 


“PAINTEll UNKNOWN.” 

[These words are attached to several pirtlures in the "Winter 
Exhibition of Old Masters, at tho Loyal Academy.] 

Eembrandt is here who is famous in story, 

Beauties by Romney are fair on tho wall. 

Turner and Titian add to their glory, 

Yan Dyck and Gainsbohough come at our call* 
Constable’s peaceful repose, Morland’s action, 
Claim us, Sir J osiruA well holds his own ; 

Yet there ’s one legend has strangest attraction, 

“ Painter unlcnown.” 

Hero mid tho men who will shine through tlio ages, 
Known by theii' names to all folks under sun, 
Shadow-like he, on historical pages, 

Lives on alone by the works ho has done. 

Praise he may win on the keenest inspection, 

Critics may rave of his touch and his tone, 

Still of his name there is no recollection, 

“ Painter unlcnown.” 

I'et in the old days how patient his labours, 

Trying what colours would match and ^ would 
blend, 

Winning applause, it may be from his neighbours, 
Ho])cfully looking for fame in the end. 

Now fame has come, give him duo gi’atulation, 

Here mid tho Princes of Art wo enthrone— 

Whom P Ah ! that Catalogue’s grim annotation, 

“ I’aintor unknown I ” 


iEsiBETJo Ladies’ Hair.— “ Boy-out-it,” 
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THE MEETING OE THE LANDLOEDS. 

JSbiF' do the Landlords “ come down on^^ the Act 9 
Here tJiey come hurrying, there they come scurrying, 

Their minds about destiny dreadfully worrying ; 

With big “ Resolutions ” and plaints against “Wrong,” 

They hasten along, more sounding than strong. 

Posing, and glosing. 

Dread dangers disclosiag. 

And hinting that Proyidence sure must be dozing. 

Blaming, and shaming. 

Declaiming, and darning, 

And large “ Compensation ” commandingly claiming. 

Sobbing, and throbbing, 

’Gainst Radical robbing, 

Sighing and crying ; 

Rack-renting denying 
With stinging jobation 
Against confiscation, 

And much botheration 
About Yaluation; 

Spouting, and flouting, and doubting ; 

Denouncing, and bouncing, and flouncing ; 

And fluttering, and muttering, and sputtering ; 

And swearing repairing the past is uptearing 
Society’s self from its basis and bearing ; 

And daring, and blaring, and simple souls scaring 
By wild elocution 
About Reyolution ; 

Proclaiming that Law is now putting a stopper 
On Property’s game in a manner improper : 

That Civilisation is coming a cropper. 

So the Landlords galore, 

Like Cassandras, deplore, 

And down on the Land Act like Cataracts pour. 

O’er and o’er, o’er and o’er, 

With a mighty uproar. 

While the World says,— “ TVe^ve heard all this Shindy 
before ! ” 


POETIA IN PETTICOATS. 

Scene— TAfi Interior of a Solicitor's Office, Mr. Koests discovered 
in his sanctum^ regarding a newspaper xoitli fixed attention, 

Mr, Korsts, Let me read my letter to the Morning Journal once 
again. {Reads,) “I shall try the experiment by-and-by, of 
engaging two young women as writers, and I wdl see what stud they 
are made of, not as mechanical writers, but as intelligent brain- 
workers in the law, your obedient servant— Signed— A Bolicitoe.” 
’Twas a noble plan, and I have carried it into execution. Hay, 
more, I have developed the idea. My whole stad are females, and I 
have purposely been away from the office for a week to see how they 
would get on without me. I will soon learn. I will ring for my 
confidante^ Miss Fanny. {Sounds bell,) From her I will learn how 
business is progressing. (After a pause,) Strange, she does not come. 
{Opens door of communication between sanctum and outer office,) 
What is this I hear ? The sounds of a lively waltz ! {Music ceases 
abrupfidy when enter Miss Fanny,) 

Miss Fanny, Glad to see you back again, Mr. Koests, I hope you 
have enjoyed your holiday. 

Mr, Korsts, Thanks, yes. But what was that noise ? 

Miss Fanny, Hoise I Ha, ha, ha I You are not very compli- 
mentary. It was only my piano. I was practising “ The Chantilly," 
Mr, Korsts, In ofl^ce hours ! Scarcely professional. Miss Fanny— 


Miss Fanny, Well, Sir, it’s so lonely aR by myself, and I am 
sure music can hurt nobody. 

Mr, Korsts, But the neighbours, Miss Fanny— the neighbours ! 

Miss Fanny, Oh, they don’t object, Sir. You see, your idea has 
been taken up by Mr. Knockabout, the Auctioneer, up above, and 
Mr, Ellis Deb, the Banker, down below— and they neither of them 
have any male clerks now. We are all girls together. ^ It’s great 
fun ! When we Solicitors sing a Christy Minstrel song in unison as 
a solo, the Bankers and the Auctioneers join us in the chorus ! We 
used to practise all day long. Oh, it was so pretty ! 

Mr, Korsts, But the clients, Miss Fanny— the clients ? 

Miss Fanny, Oh, bother the clients, Sir! Well, Sir, you may 
stare. But you told us that was our chief duty, to bother the clients I 

Mr, Korsts (good-naturedly). Well, weE— perhaps I did— perhaps I 
did. And now, how have you been getting on ? 

Miss Fanny, Oh, tol lol. Only I must say it is a shame that I 
should be obliged to be here by myself aU alone ! 

Mr, Korsts, AE alone ! Why, what have become of the rest ? 
Where is Miss Acnes, the Common Law Clerk? 



HILARY TERM COMMENCES Jan. 11. 


Miss Fanny, Oh, she has behaved shamefully, Sir. You kn9w 
you put a man in possession at Mr. Bhown’s, WeU, Sir, Miss 
Aunes persuaded the officer to take her to the Pantomime, auct when 
Mr. Beown got the man once out of the house, he^refused to let him 
come in again I 

Mr, Korsts, Good gracious I Why, I shaE be responsible for ah 
this I 

Miss Fanny, So I told her, Sir. But Miss Agnes asked me to 
mind my own business, and said I only did it because I was jealous 
of her! Fancy being jealous of a Sheriff’s Officer! So I ordered 
her not to come back — and she hasn’t. 

Mr, Korsts, Guite right. Her conduct caEed for instant dismissal. 
And Miss Maey, the Chancery Clerk ? 

Miss Fanny, Don’t talk of her, .Sir! She had to examine the 
marriage- settlement for Captain Butteeply’s betrothed, you know. 
Sir. WeE, Sir, she insisted upon seeing him to take his instructions. 

Mr, Korsts, WeE. That was certainly unprofessional, but the 
Captain wiE have to pay the expenses. And the settlement was aE 
rignt ? 

Miss Fanny, She burned it. and eloped with the Captain I 

Mr, Korsts, Good gracious ! Why, I shall be ruined ! 

Miss Fanny, WeE, it ’s your own fault. You oughtn’t to engage 
such hussies ! 

Mr, Korsts, And the others ? I left Miss Susan to draw old Mr, 
Tombstone’s wEl. 

Miss Fanny, Yes.\ And she has drawn it. But then she has ren- 
dered it invalid by going and marrying the testator 1 

Mr, Korsts, Gracious ! What will his family say ? And his 
eldest son is our best client ! And Miss Ellen ? 

Miss Fanny, Oh, she is the worst of the whole lot. You remember 
Mr. SWBETMAN Mildmay ? 

Mr, Korsts, To be sure. We were proceeding against him on a bEl 
of exchange for £500. 

Miss Fanny, WeE, he used to pay marked attentions to me. He 
used to send me bouq.uets and lots of things. Sir. WeE, the deceit- 
ful creature has actually taken him from me ! She bribed him. Sir- 
bribed him I (Sobbing,) I am sure he wouldn’t have given me up, 
poor fellow ! if he hadn’t been bribed ! 

Mr, Korsts, Bribed ! What do you mean ? 

Miss Fanny, Why, the nasty creature stopped all proceedings in 
your name, and gave him back the biE of exchange ! 

Mr, Korsts (exploding). Gracious goodness ! (Angrily,) And you, 
Miss Fanny, are responsible for all this ! Y’ou were head of the 
office, and ought to have prevented the mischief ! I dismiss you on 
the spot ! It wEl be no great loss, because I don’t believe you have 
done a single stroke of work since you have heeu in the office! 
There, now ! 

Miss Fanny (very calmly), I beg your pardon, Mr. Koests. I gave 
you a paper to sign the very day I came here. 

Mr, Korsts, Yes ; and as I didn’t read it, no doubt it was aE 
wrong I 

Miss Fanny, On the contrary, it was aE right I Here it is ! 

\^Froduces Paper, 

Mr, Korsts [reading). Good gracious I A formal proposal to marry 
you I 

Miss Fanny, Exactly, And if you do not comply with it at once, 
I shaE commence an action for breach I You shaE have two minutes 
to decide. Good-day I {Exit, 

Mr, Korsts, She means it ! (Tahes out Watch,) Why, such an 
action would ruin me I What shall I do ? Well, make^ the best of 
it ! It ’s consoEng, however, to think, that I was right in supposing 
that female clerks cow/d! act as “inteEigent brain- workers in the 
law ! " (Looks at Watch,) The two minutes are up ! (Opens door 
of co 7 nmunication,) Fanny ! Dearest Fanny ! 

(Scene closes in upon Mr, Koests’ betrothal,) 




THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Proud Ma77ima. “Don’t yott think deah Baby’s tub Image ob nis Papa ?” 

Dull hot Well-meaning Family PriGud, “Well, perhaps he is — but I bahe say he’ll ouTiiRovv tt in time.” 


MURDER MADE EASY. 


And as for our JUll—wo mean Wiraj.vM r>K Sikes, 
(0 S 7 nart Shooter a attd Cottirul Shots !) 


A Ballad d la Mode, By “ Brother Jonathan ” Wilde, 


An Age of Lijberty, Science, and Liglifc, 

[0 Dynaynite, Aconite^ Boioies, and Colts /) 
Constraints and restrictions are odious, quite ; 
E’en mild prohibition the mind revolts. 


He may purchase as many small-bores as ho likes, 
lie will lind them at every ihiwnbroker’s— lots. 


What ! tie up our intellects, shackle our hands ? 

( 0 Knives^ Nux Vomica^ Bullets^ and Brains !) 
Pooh, pooh ! We ^ve shaken oif babyhood’s baiid.s, 
Cast ofi the caution that checks and restrains. 


Ah, let’s have Free Trade in each dni^y that 'will kill, 
(0 Bomhs and G un-^ Cotto7i, Dagger and Bond !) 
Hossa’s Odmic Acid, Ijord Lytton’h strange “ Vril,” 
Or aught that 'will dcftly'part body and soul. 


A jovial time—for burglarious folk, 

[0 F'enians, Nihilists^ Poih07iing Wonns!) 
For all who desire by a dexterous stroke 
To settle a life on the easiest terms. 


Science her terriblest tale has told. 

( O Cocculus Indicus, Barrels^ and Blades !) 
Hothing her hands from the herd withhold, 
Silence no longer her sanctum shades. 


But as for Policomon, or parties with cash, 


All her Arcana are free to all. 

( 0 Arsenic, Gunpowder, Shots, and Stahs !) 
From public platforms her charms she ’ll call, 
In penny numbers her mysteries blabs. 


( 0 the Pistol, the Poison, the pilfered (Jem !) 
Perhaps on the whole ’twero a littlo bit rash 
To call it a jovial time— /or theyn ! 


“What with the Clubs, the Continental and the Bristol,” say.® 


Just as it ought to he, who ’U dare doubt ? 

(0 Nitroglycerine, Potions, and Pills J) 
Freedom we can’t and we won’t do without, 
Even the freedom that maims or kills. 


Mrs. Eamsuotham, “ the young men have all become such pedicurcf 
that they turn up their noses at my old-fashioned English dinners.” 


A Borgia now need not work on the sly, 

(0 Aqua Tofana, Stilettoes, and Snakes !) 


To an -ffisthetic Poet. 

“ I write verse for men, not women,” the iEathctic Poet cried, 

As he poured forth sensuous stanssas of Ms sick’ning maudlin gush ; 

A-nrl t «:n 


A Romeo need not in secresy buy 
Of a sinister Sawbones all shivers and shakes. 


And Punch answers, “ Would the pillory as in old days were tried. 
For the writer who can offer e’en to men what makes them blush ! ’ 


He m^ pick out a lamp-litten chemist’s shop, 

\0 Belladonna and Prussic Acid!) 

And into it boldly and pleasantly pop, 

Ihey 11 deal him out death with complacency placid. 


The Marwoob family— hang it ! we beg Mr. Mahwoob’s pardon, 
we mean the Morewoob family — have been going it. They went for 
their big brother on Sunday, as they had no sort of reason for an 
assault on Munby. 
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THE PANTOMIMES AND ALHAMBRA. 

The best thing: in the Covent Garden Pantomime this year is the 
Eeal Waterfall Scene, with its Plower Ballet. Girards good, bnt 








Holiday Less’ tins. 


their style of entertainment has been done to death. Except' in the 
time of the Paynes, the “ Garden ” seldom did much in the way of 
Pantomime. Odd as it may seem, yon can’t expect to have a Panto- 
mime without Pantomimists. The Martinetti troupe— yomig 
Charles Lauri and Mr. and Mrs. John D’Auran— are genuine 

Pantomimists. So is 

«t Mile. Gillirt of the 

Alhambra, who indeed 
should be placed at the 
head of the class. Eaw- 
DON and Ered Yokes 
were once upon a time ” 
excellent; but the per- 
formance of the Yokes 
Family became mono- 
tonous, and when imita- 
tors discovered that to 
kick a leg over a lady’s 
head without injuring a 
hair of it, was not so 
difficxdt as it had ap- 
peared, but could be 
performed equally well, 
and even better, by a 
dozen other Baddy Long- 
legses — Mr. Trvino 
might do it beautifully 
in a dance with the two 
Eose-girls— the novelty 
was gone, and the 
“ Giving her a Leg up.” Yokeses were danced 

out. With all their 
agility, they couldn’t advance with the times. ^ When they retmm, 
the Merry FamBy may take new steps to regain their popularity ; 


“Giving her a Leg up.” 










Cabbing it Ministers at the Surrey. 


and we shall perhaps jSnd that “ absence makes the legs grow longer,” 
—and stronger. 

The Pantomimist really holds a high rank in dramatic Art, for as he 
generally invents the character whose actions he is going to portray, 


he, and not the Actor who simply illustrates his Author, can fahly 
claim to have “ created a part.” The Entertainer, who changes his 
wig and coat and comes up from behind a table as Somebody Else, 
if he has invented the character he represents, can justly claim to 
have “created” that part: while the Actor, even though he he Mr. 
Henry Irving- in his admirable delineation of Bigly Grant, has no 
more, “ created ” that ]part than he created Hamlet or The Flying 
Dutchman. The question is whether “ creation” can he applied at 
all except to maldng something out of nothing as in the case of 
raising a ITobody to the Peerage, and creating him an Earl. We 
leave this subject for the present. 

The Surrey Pawtomme.— Messrs. Conquest and Meritt (who, of 
course, are delighted at the success of their old friend and former col- 
lahorateur at the Adel- 
phi) say in their adver- 
tisements that “never , 

laughed so much he- 
fore,” is the one ex- 
pression of the deUghted 
audience who visit this 
theatre. Bear us ! 
those audiences must 
have had a duU life of / 
it up to now. Mr. (■ 

Macderjcott, the Con- Z i 

verted Jingo, is in good ’ \ / V ■' lii': ■ 

form, and is the prin- i/V' ■ 

mpal attractioi^of tlm /^/ j j y \ 

Mr. Conquest! Mr. \\ i! 

Conquest 0! are you 

conquered at last, and „ t , 

henceforth are we only Sun-ey Jesters. 

to see your name as i th 

Lessee and Manager, and never again in the Pantomime play-bill 

either here or the Grecian ? Can’t you he a Tree, or a Hock, or a | 

without taking those flying leaps for which you were so f amou^? ; 

Come out as Something next year, and All shall be forgiven. I 

The Blach Crook at the Alhambra is, we fancy, not so brilliant | 
as it used to be, and on the whole not so amusing. Messrs. Paulton 
and Jarvis are good contrasts, A chorus by Mr. Feed Clay in the 

Second Act is charming, and 
.P Miss [Lizzie Coote gives 




Sun*ey Jesters, 









Mr. Panlton and his long-lost Brother. 


“ Fery Coote ! ” 


“ Nobody knows as I know ” in a way which secures a double and 
treble encore. M. Jacobi musically and dramatically is, we suppose, 
“the master of the situation,” but a Httle waking up all round is 
required, and something more startling and brilliant expected by 
the public. 

London Firms. 

Giddy and Turner. This Firm is peculiar, Turner most peo:rie 
would expect to be Giddy, but no one would expect Giddy to be 
Turner. Turner need not be Giddy, unless he lilces, and he wiU 
probably be more careful in future. . -j. ;i U 

Savory and Moore. This is a pleasant Firm, although it deals 
in physic. Moore makes the black draughts, and his partner signs 
them Savory, It looks like Desdemona and Othello. 

Salmon and Ody. This is a mysterious Firm. Everyone knows 
what Salmon is, hut Ody they think is a new and untried Sauce. 

The Original “ Long FVrm.”— Messrs. Lonoman, Brown, Hurst, 
Orme, Bees, Green, and Lonomans. 
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IMPEISSION DU 

theatre. 

C“ifws KardcastW* at the 
Saymarket,) 

How dull, how drear this 
vulgar world must seem 
To such a One as thou, 
who oft hast talked, 

Ou equal terms, with 
Royalty, and walked 
’Mid thine own portraits 
in the Academe, 

Where once, indeed, there 
gathered such a stream 
Of gazers as beheld thee, 
next, portrayed, 

’Mid high-born dames, 
as that Phseacian maid 
Odysseus, in ‘ ‘ cool olives,” 
caused to scream I 

Ah! wert thou weary of 
that common day 
Which in each Studio lit 
those velvet blooms, 
The heavy glare of 
Fashion’s scented rooms 
That now, enamoured of 
the classic ray 
Of yon wan foot-lights, 
thou hast come to show 
The world thy Beauty- 
lighted from below ! 

The Flow of Charity. 

Wanted, by the Charity 
Organisation Society, a 
Dynamo-Machine so con- 
structed that it will serve 
to store charitable energy, 
and despatch, with the 
least waste on the way, the 
current where it might be 
required most.” Yes, and 
also to subdivide the cur- 
rent at the various inter- 
vals where its beneficent 
operation is most desirable, 
so as to produce at each 
point an incandescence in 
the conducting medium of 
sufficient intensity for the 
diffusion of relief. 
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WILKIE COLLINS, 

As THE Man in Witite doing Ink-and-Penance eor having AVritten the 

Blaok Robs. 


RIGHT AND TITLE. 

Whatever, name Mr. 
CoMYNS Carr has given 
the dramatic adaptation 
from Mr. Hardy’s novel, 
it^ is possible that the 
original title, Far from 
the Madding Crowd, will 
be the one most appro- 
priate. This version, owing 
to the prior production of 
Mr. Pinero’s Squwe, will 
doubtless never see the 
gaslight, and a life of 
pigeon-hole seclusion is 
before it. A deal of non- 
sense has been written on 
this subject about a no- 
velist’s rights, hut these 
rights, as far as the Stage 
is concerned, exist only in 
the imagination. The law 
gives the novtdisi no dra- 
matic rights in his work, 
but, on the contrary, takes 
them away ; and those who 
are dissatisfied with the law 
should try to get it altered. 


The Jour de L’Ane. 

This is generally called 
the Jonr de V An, but as 
the ncgociations f or a Com- 
mercial Treaty were finally 
broken off on this day, ])er- 
haps the change of title 
may not be deemed inap- 
propriate. Protection, and 
the love ot‘^ Indirect or 
Secret Taxation have pre- 
vailed, and the forty mil- 
lions of French population 
are condemned to a long 
and indeiinite term of dear 
clothing, for the special 
benefit of a few hundreds 
of French woollen manu- 
facturers. Tho mistake 
has probably been in over 
negociation. One French- 
man is equal to four Scotch 
Jews iu higgling over a 
bargain. 


EVEEYDAY DANGERS. 

{A Letter to the Editor.) 

Sir, — ^There is not, of course, one law for the rich and another for 
the poor, though occasionally its administration would lead the 
[ attentive observer to suppose so. But there is one way of managing 
the traffic in the most fashionable quarter of the West and the most 
commercial quarter in the East which is admirable, and quite 
another way of mismanaging^ the traffic midway ’twixt East and 
Westj which is the very opposite of admirable. For instance, at the 
top of Little Queen Street, Holhorn, which is the 

“ Dirtiest, muddiest, 

Sloppiest, slippiest, 

Sioshiest place in the world ! ” 

the traffic converges from the four quarters, cabs, vans, carts, trucks, 

I and omnibuses uniting to'make confusion worse confounded. 

Generally there is a Policeman on duty, doing nothing (which may 
he according to instructions) until aroused to a sense of what ought 
to he his duty by some indignant foot-passenger who has vainly at- 
tempted to cross the road, been nearly run over three times, had his 
coat covered with mud, and been fiercely sworn at (of course) in con- 
sequence. Sometimes there are two Policemen, but as they are either 
exchanging civilities— they belong to the civil executive— or com- 
paring nuts, they cannot he expected to afford any particular assist- 
ance until a furniture van, two dray carts, a parcels delivery cart, 
some coal carts, a few cabs and an omnibus or two get inextricably 


mixed up, and then it occurs to the Force that it is time to say, I 
mildly, “Now then— move on ! ” j 

The same thing at the bottom of Chancery Lane, Here any^ person | 
of suicidal tendencies may “make a Juggernaut of hxsself ” with 
very little chance of having the execution of his design interfered 
with by the Police— whoso representative I have frequently noticed 
on one side of the Lane, staring at nothing in particular (perhaps ho 
was a poet), or chatting pleasantly with a damsel, who probably 
“ wanted to know” ; or, on the other side, engaged in conversation 
with the grizzled warrior of affable manners, who, in a sort of uni- 
form, stands as sentry on duty in front of the stationer’s shop^ at 
the corner, and whose general appearance^ would ho decidedly im- 
posing, but for a bad habit of putting his hands in liis pockets, 
which slightly detracts from his dignity, but probably adds to his 
comfort, 

■Whatever the social attractions of the Fleet Street end of Chancery 
Lane may he for the Police, its dangers, arising from want of jjroper 
regulation of traffic, are certainly great, though not by one-fourth 
equal to those at the Holhorn end of Little Queen Street. 

Hoping, Sir, that Sir Edmund Hendisrson will see to this before 
some serious accident happens, 

I am, Mr. Lunch, yours, 

A Stop- at-the-Gobnee-Y oung-Man. 


Mrs. Ramsbotham tells us that her Nephew will shortly leave 
England, as his regiment is the next on the rostrum for foreign 
service. 
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PUN POE TOMMY'S HOLIDAYS. 

The Humorous This is a very simple but diverting 

experiment. A fine old English country mansion being selected- 
care being taken that the choice fall on one to which a rich and noted 
gallery of historic and family portraits is attached— the manipulator, 
taking advantage of a wet afternoon, and provided with a couple of 
good-sized cans containing, respectivel^r, thick white and vermilion 
paint, commences his operations. Rapidly and grotesquely as pos- 
sible he supplies every figure in the ancestral collection, from the 
Conquest downwards, with the broad facial characteristics of the 
ordinary Pantomime Christmas Clown. When the above is neatly 
carried out, as it should be, with Wharton’s Quick- Drying Inde- 
structible Permanent Enamel Painty and on the occasion of some 
large and festive county gathering, the surprise and merriment 
created by this pleasing Jeu esprit seldom fail to lend an imex- 
pected iciat to the whole entertainment, the head of the family being 
at last obliged to confess, in answer to much good-tempered banter, 
that he is descended from unmistakably humorous Ancestors, 

The Hesitating Bridal Party, — ^Nothing is required for this 
pleasing and elegant little experiment but about two gallons of cod- 
liver oil— the coarsest kind do— and about half a bushel of the 

popular medicine known as Eno’s Fruit Salt, Half-a-dozen cham- 
pagne-bottles being previously Med with these materials carefully 
minded^ and neatly corked and wired in the usual fashion, are 
handed to the butler at the last moment, with particular instructions 
that they contain “ a choice and special brand of wine,” that is to be 
reserved solely for the drinking of the health of the happy pair. On 
the toast being given withV* three times three,” and the glasses 
duly charged with the compound, which in colour and effervescence 


has been secretly hlled with real champagne at thirty smiimgs 
a dozen, appear to accord it the usual nonours somewhat half- 
heartedly ; and when the next toast is proposed, and there is a fresh 
call to “ Charge glasses,” the whole bridal party unanimously assume 
an air of amusing hesitation. 

The Insupportable Pro/essor.— Being assured that at a musical “at 


home ” the chief feature of the evening will be the performance of a 
celebrated German Professor on the drawing-room grand, which is to 
be specially reserved for him, place careMly under each of the 
patent dampers one of Blazer’s Self-exploding Detonating Blasting 
Caps, and arrange a five-hundred-ccll Gramme battery in connection 
with the key-board and music-stool. ^ Your piano is now ready. On 
the Professor taking his seat at the instrument, his first fiourish on 
the keys not only causes a series of deafening explosions, but, his 
contact completing the electric circuit, forces him to utter a sharp 
yell of surprise on experiencing the violent shock. As every time 
he touches a note, this entertaining experience is repeated with in- 
creasing intensity, the Professor, by universal consent, soon be- 
comes insupportable. 

^ T?ie Bevolving Grandpapa, — This amusing surprise is again prac- 
tisedwith happiest effect in a comfortable, well-ordered country house. 
It having been ascertained that ‘‘Grandpapa’' has been put up in 
the best guest’s bed-room, containing a handsome old-fashioned four 
post bedstead, a hole is bored through the ceiling, and from the 
chamber above, four stout ship’s ropes are passed through the aperture 
and securely fixed respectively to the top of the four piUars of the 
bedstead beneath. This once effected, the whole afternoon should be 
spent in twisting them tighter and tighter into a firm coil, which 
should be eventually made fast to a moveable, but massive beam. 
The hour for retiring to rest arriving, the fact that the venerable 
occupant of the bed has put out his candle and comfortably settled 
himself for the night, should be carefully ascertained. The operator 
being assured of this, now suddenly raises the beam on to two chairs 
in the chamber above ; when the bed, being also raised, is released 
from its hold on the floor, and begins to spin round and round 
violently on its axis. In a very few seconds the whole household, 
summoned by his shouting, will rush to the room, and to their 
infinite merriment fiind Grandpapa rapidly revolving. 

To Master Tommy,*’ who has written to ns, enclosing stamps, and 
asked us whether the little volume to which we incidentally referred, A 
Hundred Ways of making XTncle Jump, will be equal^ available for 
Aunty,” we reply, Certainly — nothing could be better. Try it.” H,JS , — 
We also recommend to Master Tommy’s ” notice Hysterics Made Easy, 
an excellent little work, that, in dealing with his elderly female relatives, 
“ Master Tommy ” will find quite inYaluable. 
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WATTS--IN A NAME? 

Not much, when, great portrait-paiuter as he undoubtedly is, he 
is scarcely even a name for the Public, to whom Millais is a house- 
hold word. However, here are Watts’s Hims and Hers collected 
together at the a. the Gee-Gee” being Sir Coutts Lindsay’s 
hobby. Among the most noticeable are— 

No. 10. Fiddle-de-dee ; or, Herr Joachim as he appeared Fifteen 

Years Ago* ^ ^ -rr f 

No. 11. Postage-Stamp Portrait ; or, Study of a Head* 

No. 17. The jLanhy-shire Witches* The Melancholy of Anatomy. 

No. 26. Exhausted Nature ; or, An Established President 
(Look at Sir Fwedewick’s hand! It might be one of Tooth’s 
drawings.) 

Most of them, excepting the portraits, are picture-puples, and an 
afternoon may be pleasantly wiled away in trying to find out what 
any one of them means, without reference to the Catalogue. Try 
No. 46 for example. , . , . , x. 

Nos. 48, 61, 58 appear to be a senes (misplaced) representmg the 



No. 48, Piough Passage. No. 61. ^ ‘ No. 50. 

She fell out of the The Steward assists Limpet on Rock. To be 
Berth above, calling her Ashore. left till called for. 

for the “ Steward ! ” 

adventures of an Unprotected Female during and after a severe sea 
voyage. 




No. 30, — Sweetly Drayman! 

No. 60, The Catalogue tells us this 
is “ Lent by Earl Somers.” If we were 
Earl Somers we shouldn’t hanker to 
have it returned. 

No. 70. The Apo- 
theosis of Snooks* 


■■A:?! “ The Sacristan, he 

speaks no word to 
indicate a doubt, 

But he puts his thumb ^ 
J unto bis nose, and 
he spreads his dn<^ 
gers out.” 



No. 70.-~Classio, 


No. 205.— Catching it.” 


Guilty Oreutureis Sitting at a Play.** 

Mr. Gladstone varied the monotony of wood-cutting at Hawarden 
by attending an amateur performance. AU the world knows this, 
because amateur performances nowadays are more public than 
professional efforts. The pieces selected had rather suggestive titles, — 
Who Wins^md. Done on Both Sides* Perhaps, while witnessing the 
latter, the Premier thought of that too patient ass-^the British 
Taxpayer ? 


DUKES VERSUS BOOKS. 

[The Duke of Hamilton has decided upon the sale of the magnificent 
library with all the collection of valuable manuscripts at Hamilton Palace.] 

Another great Library brought to the hammer ! 

Again there ’s a vast distribution of tomes ! 

And volumes possessing historical glamour 
Are rudely disturbed and removed from their homes. 

As sale upon sale ^ives us cause for reflection, 

We grieve the dispersion of treasures untold — 

But where will it stop, when the choicest collection 
Is only esteemed for its value in gold ? 

The Blenheim ’s half gone ! Now the Beckford is going— 
Which causes the bibliophile to bewail— 

And what may go next there is really no knowing, 

Mayhap we may see the Bodleian for sale ! 

Perchance ’twill be found that this practical Nation 
Will follow the lead of the two noble Lukes ; 

And send auctioneers, with the least reservation, 

To the British Museum, and sell aU the books ! 


WANTED~A CODE. 

RsamA versus Coney and Others* — This was a case as to whether 
spectators at a Prize-Fight had been lawfully convicted for “ abet- 
ting the pugilists,” or for committing an “assault.” There being 
no work of any sort to do in the other Courts, eleven Judges attended 
to decide ^e important (^ncstion, “ What constitutes an assault ? ” — 
this being a moot point in English law np to the present time. 

Mr, Pea Greene (who appeared for the Prisoners) argued that 
the offence of which the prisoners were guilty, was certainly not an 

assault, and could not he a battery, 

3Ir* Justice Stiff an. A very able (though slightly indigestible) 

“ Digest of the Criminal Law,” lays down that there are ilfty-fivo 

different kinds of assault. Now 

The Chief Justice* Oh, when you como to definitions, that always 
reminds me of what a great English writer has said,— “ Show me a 

man who asks for a definition, and I will show you ” well— a 

candidate for apartments at Colney Hatch. i 

Mr, Pea Greene, Guite so. I may remark, my Lnds, that my 
Clients are most harmless persons, who ■werojust passing hy at the 
time of the fatal fight, and happened to look on for a few moments. 

But as for aiding and abetting 

Serernl Justices, What was the betting ? 

Mr, Pea Greene, Pretty even, my Luds, I believe. 

Mr, Justice Floorkins, If your clients were just looking on for a 
few moments, how came it that they stayed half an hour, in fact, 
until the ring broke up ou the arrival of tho Police f’ 

Mr, Pea Greene, Oh,— ah,— well, my Ijud, let mo refer your 
Ludship to tho case of Hex versus Smith, and Hegina versus Brown, 
where I’m sure your Ludship’s difficulty is fully answered. 

Mr, Baron Muddlestone, The question is, what sort of presence is 
necessary to constitute aiding and abetting ? Is it bodily presence F 
All the Justices, Oh, it can’t possibly be bodily presence, 

Mr, Baron Mtiddlesione, Of course not. Presence in law means 
absence in body. Then comes the point, were the prisoners encou- 
raging the prize-fighters, 

Mr, Justice Stiffun, Take this case. Suppose A. says to B,, “if 
C. assaults me, knock him down ! ” Then 1)., E., and’F., who have 
been getting blackberries on land belonging to G,, happen to pass, 
and seeing H. engaged in marking out a ring, they go up to a 
refreshment stall kept by I., or in his absence, J.,— — 

Mr, Justice Floorkins, I am getting a little confused, Suppose 
we all retire ? 

Mr, Baron Muddlestone, Are two persons practising fencing 
together guilty of an assault ? 

Mr, Justice Penman, Or boxing, for instance ? I was a splendid 
boxer in my time 

Mr, Baron Muddlestone, So was I. But single-stick was my 
forte. Nobody could touch me there. 

The Lord Chief Justice, Well, well, Shaksdeaue in a very fine 
passage has observed 

Mr. Slowhand [loho supported the conviction) * Tho Magistrates, 
my Luds, were of opinion that it was only an assault hy consent 
That being so, it appears 

All the Judges [yawning). Shall we go now, and write out our 
opinions on this most important ease ? [ Court rises* 

“ Toole’s Theatre, Late Folly.” How Jjate ? It musn’t be Toole 
Late, or nobody will go. Bay over at 10%'SO, 

Provision$ rob Earth Hotoeb (JTONiL®),‘-Birt-Pies. 


’ TO COBEESPONDENTS,— In no case can Contributions he returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope, 

Copies should be kept. 
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THE SHIP OF THE FUTUEE. 

[Sir "WiLiriAM Armstrong, speaking on Nautical Defence, advocated 
lignt swift skips, only partially armoured, with, very heavy guns, which he 
considered to be far superior to ironclads,] 

It was a gaUant Captain, and he sailed upon the sea. 

Quoth he, The lumh’ring ironclads can ne’er get hold of me ; 

I steam much faster than them all ; so, in the times of war, 

I ’ll simply pour a broadside in and then fly ofl afar. 

“ I carry heavy metal, too, the newest of new guns, 

The playthings that are rated at a simple hundred tons ; 

They ’U go through every armour-plate like paper, such their pow’r, 
And, having Area, I ’ll steam away at sixteen Imots an hom\ 

“ And should the enemy hit me, it ’s easy to divine. 

With engines and with boilers placed below my water-line, 

They ’ll hardly touch a vital part, constructed as I am. 

While I am free to charge at them and use my deadly ram, 

“I’m light, and I’m unarmour’d save just where my guns are 
placed ; 

For, like a lady, I am well protected at the waist ; 

Before me shall each ironclad in fight give up the ghost, ^ 

And ‘ England’s Wooden Walls ’ again shall be the standing toast ! ” 


SOMETHING LIKE A OIRCULAK. 

{Picked close to Owgel Comi.') \ 

Me. Jeremiah Biddler, Sworn Speculator to all the principal : 
Stock Exchanges of Europe, America, and elsewhere, begs to inform ! 
his friends and supporters that he has several most promising in- j 
vestments in his eye, that he can confidently recommend to their i 
serious attention. First and foremost he would suggest that 

The Herne Bat G-oeb and Silver Mining Company 

is an undertaking that must (sooner or later) pay cent, per cent. At 
present, the site of the mining operations (on the sands immediately 
facing, and three miles distant from the clock tower) is admirably 
adapted for another purpose. Until the necessary machinery can be 
erected, the Directors propose using the water above the sands for 
bathing. As many- excursionists visit Herne Bay annually during 
the summer months, this scheme alone should yield a very consider- 
able dividend. Turning from Home to Foreign Affairs, Mr. J. D. 
has noticed with satisfaction the proposal to promote a Fund to be 
called 

The Sultan’s Sacred-Word-op-Honour Debenture Bonds, 

which must, of its innate natifre, be a most valuable investment. It 
has been suggested that His Majesty, with the assistance of the 
G-alata Bankers, should raise a hundred thousand pounds, with a 
nominal value of five millions on the ample security of His Majesty’s 
solemn word of honour, that he will pay the debt in full at six weeks’ 


date. His Majesty has most graciously consented to this arrange- 
ment. Besides these extremely promising investments, Mr. J, 
Diddler can confidently recommend 

The Sun and Moon Junction Eailwat Company, 

which is still in nuhibus^ hut on the eve of being started. There is 
no doubt that aerial travelling is in its infancy. Balloons and flying 
apparatuses have proved, without the possibility of a doubt, that the 
atmosphere is perfectly capable of being navigated. The projected 
Eailway will traverse a line of country that hitherto has been left 
quite unworked. There is no doubt that if well supported,- the 
Company should pay its original Shareholders a large profit on their 
certificates. Again, Mr. J. Diddler would strongly recommend to 
the speculative and benevolent, 

The Little Children’s Bank, 

which it is expected will prove a triumphant success. The Bank 
will not only “ turn over ” the pocket-money of its tiny clients, but 
also negotiate mortgages, sell reversions, and transact every branch 
of the discount business. Money will be promptly advanced on 
infants’ notes of hand, with the purely collateral security of a 
obit or a bill of sak. It is expected that the earnings of the Little 
Children’s Bank will never be less than three thousand per cent. 
Turning to other ventures of a favourable character, Mr, J. Diddler 
selects 

The Dwellers in Prisons and Inmates op Unions 
Co-operative Stores 

as an Association of extraordinary merit. The idea of this Society 
is to furnish every Convict and Pauper with the necessaries and 
luxuries of life at a rate a little over cost price. It is confidently 
expected that these two classes of the community will eagerly avau 
themselves of the benefits thus generously offered them. To turn to 
another branch of enterprises, Mr. Diddler suggests that 

The Lost at Sea Insurance Company 

should prove a perfectly safe investment to the most cautious. The 
rule upon which policies are granted (that the individual whose life 
is insured against loss at sea should apply in person for the payment 
of the money) is financially sound and closed to the slightest objec- 
tion, The Company has already established agencies at Hanwell 
and Colney Hatch, where insurers are daily enrolled in very large 
numbers. ' 

In conclusion, Mr. Jeremiah Diddler once more assures his 
friends and the Public generally that he is prepared to undertake 
any investment transaction at the shortest notice. That there may 
be no doubt as to his identity (for Mr, Diddler has many imitators) 
he has adopted a “motto trade mark ” which exactly explains his 
mode of doing business— “ Heads, my winnings— tails, your losses. 
Ho money returned.” 

The Premier Mistaken por his Private Secretary.— W hep 
the Elders at Mr. Spurgeon’s saw Mr. Gladstone in their place cf 
worship, they thought he was Godley. 
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LEYIATHANS AT PLAY. 

(See the smart'" controversy concerning the London Water Svpyly^ 
between Sir Edmmul BccketL Mr^ Firth^ if.P., and oth&rs. in the 
** TiniesF) 

First Leviathan (flopping magnificently). Now, tlds is nice I I Ve 
made tins "Water dnestion all my own I (Sings,) 
l^m monarcli of all I survey, 
ftnite a fluvial Cock of the Walk ; 

Sixteen millions of gallons a day 
From the clean ciroumamhient chalk, 


For a trifling Six Millions or so— 

That ^s the tap for John Bull 

HiEoI What that beastly noise ? 

Second Leviathan (splashing superbly). You are making an awful 
exhibition of yourself, floundering round in that ungainly fashion* 
Nw , style is worthy of Triton himself — clean and swift; 
graceful as a Nereides, tremendous as a torpedoes. Look out ! Ah ! 
nearly had jrour weather-fln ofl that time. ^ 

First Leviathan (righting himself clumsily). Yah I What do you 
know about water ? 

Second Leviathan (whisking). Knew all about it before you were 
born. Precious proud of your spouting, you are. But * 
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AGAINST THE GEAIN. 

[Mary-Jane's view of it,) 

[Hbney Cook, 37, a Dancing-master, was 
indicted for unlawfully obtaining by false pre- 
tences from CoKNELiA Willis, Cook, Ellen 
Holley, Domestic Seivant, and others, sundry 
watches and articles of jewellery. . . . Mr. 
Grain, in addressing the jury for the prisoner, 
declared that the foolish young women ^s'ho had 
allowed the prisoner to stop and speak to them, 
were entitled to very little sympathy. The fact 
was, they parted with their jewellery because 
they wanted to get married.] 

Little sympathy ? That pill is 
Quite too much of a big bolus. 

Think of poor Coenelt Willis, 

Sick and tired o’ living solus ! 

I Ve no doubt that Dancing-master 
Was a nobby sort o’ touch, 

And a girl is apt to oast ’er 
’Preoiative eyes on such. 

Then to find him a imposter — 

Married, too —of all things wust ! 

Fancy what it must ha’ cost ’er ! 

An’ ’er ’eart must nigh ’ave bust ! 

Wanted to get married ? Gimminy ! 

That ’s a orful crime, no doubt ; 

But if Mister Grain knows women, he 
Knows there’s lots of it about. 

Parted with their jewellery ! 

Ah ! now that ’s not like the Swells. 

Their small game is different, very, 

As their lovyers’ cheque-books tells. 

Their lay ’s —diamonds, rubies, 

Wouldn’t catch them,“*oh dear, no !— , 

Giving up their rings, like boobies, ' 
For to^elp a hard-up beau. 

Lor’ I our lives ain’t none so cheerful 
That sweetheartin’ should be stopped ; 

Girls did ought to be more keerful, 

But the sharpest may be copped. 

P’raps if Missises was kinder, 

Held us just a bit above 

Lumps o’ dirt— hut there ! wot ’s blinder 
Than yer stuck-np Pride— ’cept Love ? 




^ V.'., 

• '' 'V X' . 


Holker and Joker. 

L-e-p Ch-e J-s-t-ce C-l-e-dge presents 
his compliments to Mr, Punchy and begs 
to forward him a little legal joke of his 
own making:— 

Why ought Sir JoiCN HoLEEEto he a good 
judge of an Orange ? 



mmakingr:- A MODEST DISCLAIMER. 

Why ought Sir JoiCNHoLEEEtoheagood * . -nr 

dge of an Orange ? Professor {opening his Wife s Prayer-hooJc hy chance), “ * With all my worldly Goods 

Because everybody says he will prove I thee endow * ! Why, when we mareied, Maria, I hadn’t a Penny to bless mysele 
L admirable Judge of a with, let alone to endow fou/” 

rThanka.invLud. Offfloe^ Order shall Maria. “No, MY LOVH ; BOX YOTT HAD A MAeWIFIOENT INTELLECT, AND ENDOWED ME 


an admirable Judge of a peel, with, let . 

[Thanks, my Lud. P(iincli) O(ffice) Order shall Maria. * 
be forwarded to yonr Ludship. Judge Punch’s with that 
hearty congratulations to Sir John.] The Prof 


The Professor. “iVo, I didn*t, Maria !” 


You ’re a very little whale ! 

To wag so proud a tail. 

^ First Leviathan, Pooh ! The Companies threw a tub to you some 
time ago, and since then you’ve been going about as Leviathan with 
a hook in his jaws ; as free as the Dolphins harnessed to old Kep’s 
hydrostatic van— I mean chariot. 

Second Leviathan, Sorry to see rabies developing itself so fast in 
you. Or perhaps it ’s water on the brain ? 

[Murch splashing^ and confused sounds of sarcasm and reenmina- 
timy referencesy couched in language of carefully concocted 
rudenessy to rohhery., monopolyyruinousarhitration^ judicious 
negotiationSy Dr, Franlcland*s theoretical paradoxes ^ Dr, 
Tidy's neat answers, sickening comjgetitiony hurnble pie, 
confiscation dodges. Anonymous Eminences and crass im- 
hecility. Lots of little fishes join the fray at respectful 
distances, each making his own little splash with all the 
felicity of small fry in a fluster, 

Mr, Mull {looking on), iLeviathans and little fishes, but this is 


more farcical than effective ! Don’t see that it brings me any nearer 
to my god— a cheap and plentiful supply of wholesome water. 
Wonder if Feaneland’s “moving organisms” — eughi — are 


“theoretical paradoxes.” A moving organism by any other name 
would smell as nasty. Guess these big and rather bounceahle ! 
Behemoths want the hook of friendly snubbing through their some- 
what uplifted noses. Meanwhile, I still have to pay through mine. 
Light and airy way in which they handle “ Millions” is most amusing ; 
only the Millions are also mine,^ Capital sport — for the Leviathans. 
But I fear I shall have to spoil it. [^Exit, dissatisfied. 


The Paradise of Attorneys, 

This is Ireland, at present. The Kew Land Act will probably 
take between two and three centuries to administer, and the costa of 
adjudication will be about one million and a half sterling. In one 
district the ground-down tenants recently paid costs to the extent of 
three thousand two hundred pounds, and obtained^ reduction of 
twenty-seven pounds ten in the shape of rent. This is the “ sweet 
boon ” that has been given to the country by the English Government, 

Kdste Hoites’ Movement on Bailwats.— How many miles an hour ? 
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‘'hinc ill/e LACRYM/E.” 

Master Tommy [returning from the Funeral), ‘‘Why did Uncle Jonas cby 
so EOR, Adnt ? He obied more than anybody ! ” 

Aunjt [grimly), “Op OODRSS ! Most op the Property is left to him, my 
DbarT* 


death-ratel^is lower than in any other part of the 
Metropolis. 

Whether all this is sufficient to outweigh what is 
called the Flunkeyism, and the Bumbledom, and the 
other absurdities that seem to cling to most very old 
Institutions, and Lord Mayor’s )Show, and the old gilt 
coach, and the gorgeous banquets which all abuse except 
the participants— in fact, all that may be summed up in 
Gog-and-Magogism— must be fairly considered. If not, 
the question may yet arise, whether^ it is not possible to 
abolish all the unnecessary absurdities of this old Insti- 
tution, and yet retain its usefulness.* 

If you will allow me,t Sir, I will return to the subject 
next week, and am Yours Truly, 

An Uncommon Councilman. 

* We admit tho force of this argument. But doesn’t the 
new scheme suggest the creation of a “Deputy Lord Mayor,” 
and what are termed in theatrical parlance douhlurcfi, or “ under- 
studies,” for all the other parts ? This looks more like adding 
to the comic material than diminishing it. Yet, on tho other 
hand, a double harlequinade, with two clowns and two panta- 
loons, is a tedious afl'air, and something of a muddle. — ilD*. 2^ 
t Why, ecrtainly. And Mr. F. will be delighted if Goa and 
Magog will just drop in auy evening, between midnight and 
cockcrow, and before a comtortable tire, and over a glass of 
something hot—Log and Grog to keep out i^’og— discuss the 
subject with him in all its bearings.— i/>*. P. 


A SPURT WITH STAGHOUNDS, 

Ain^22imtsmen'’s Chorus, For Froischhtz.'*' 

“ Her Majesty’s Staghoxjnds.— Yesterday tho Eoyal pack 
met at the Eailway Hotel, Taplow, Bucks. There was a largo 
field. ^ ^ ^ Goodall then took tho pack to Stoke Common, 

where the second deer, an untried one, was let loose, and ran 
into the pack. After driving the quarry up and down tho road, 
Goodall, finding that it would not run, drove it on to tho 
Common, and had it destroyed. I'lio going was very heavy, 
which caused many empty saddles.^’ — Times. 

Bold warriors dcligliting to ride after draghounds 
May gallop o’er hurdle and fence without fear ; 

But hey for a hunt with the right Eoyal staghounds, 
’Mongst Windsor’s wild Huntsmen to chaso tho tame 
deer. 

Tho swift stag to follow, with whoop and view holloa, 
Our meet was at Taplow— the Railway irotcl. 

The deer was uncarted, just ere noon departed, 

At Two Mile Brook, Burnham Hoad— so far so well ! 

Chorus — Hark follow, hark, &c. 


ON THE MUNICIPAL REFORM BILL. 

[To Mr, Punch,) 

Sir, In the course of your long and prosperous career you have had 
many a hearty Taugh at the old Corporation, of the City of London, but the 
laugh, though hearty, has always been good-natured, and directed less against 
what w^ done by that venerable Body than at the strange, old-fashioned way 
m which they did it, at the somewhat antiquated customs by which they 
were surrouaded, and the apparently unnecessary tenacity with which they 
f'O them. Many of their deeds, Sir, I assure you, have been of a highly 
usetui and even generous character, and these, coupled with the fact of the 
Corporation s continuous existence through at least seven centuries, doubtless 
contnbute largely to that sort of kindly feeling with which they are regarded 
by the citizens of London. 

V theretoe learn, Sir, with much regret that it is in contemplation 

by Her Majesty s Government to utterly and entirely abolish this time-honoured 
Institution, and to suhsHtute for it a brand-new Municipality of such gigantic 
sufficient to provide for all the local wants of a popiuation 
01 four millions of people. 

aU people ought to he deeply interested in its preservation, 
tor you would be most umwilhng to lose an Institution that has afforded you 
and your miutitudinous readers so much harmless amusement. 

consider what the old Institution is that it is proposed 
to ^om, heiore examining what is to be put in its place. ^ 

Au&ority for the City of London, which is 
“ 0 . “ “• 

eye?T sewered, and-rdeansed 

j • ey«ry “SrH and some £50,000 are spent yearly in 

It® tte best in the tS ki^S- 

ConstaMary, armed for special service-and have 
wedV by reason of the enormous amount of 

wealth left , nightly to their sola protection; and last, but not least, the 


Our tongues on their tips had tho cry of “ Tantivy I 
Our game when away from us bounding wo saw ; 
But we held our breath hard, whilst forbearing from 
chivy 

We awaited the usual allowance of law — 

A law of detention, no law for prevention 
Of cruelty setting bravo sport any bounds ; 

Amidst mirth and laughter we stayed till tlioreaftcr ; 
Frank Goodall, tho huntsman, then trotted tip the 
hounds. 

C/iorw$— Hark follow, hark, &o. 

The dogs on the scent,'’ strong as bloater or bacon, 
Having speedily got, chased tho quarry like fun ; 

It made for Stoke Place, passed George Green, and 
was taken 

High Langley Church, after a brisk but brief run. 
Then Frank to Stoke Common— a stauncher there ’s no 
man— 

Took the dogs and a deer, number two, which, alack, 
A new and untried one, as though to deride one, 

As soon as ’twas let loose ran into the pack I 
Chorus-^'Eatk follow, hark, &c. 

So Goodall, the road up and down, after driving, 
That stag, whose pursuit aU spectators enjoyed, 

To make it go farther despaired of contriving, 

Drove it on to the Common, and had it destroyed. 
The rains had been flowing, whence much heavy going ; 

Ho few empty saddles the whole of our way 
Ouy>astime attended, and if not a splendid, 

We hadn’t an unsatisfactory day. 

C/iorws— Hark follow, hark, 


An ^Appr Thought.— I ’ll go to sleep. 
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INVASION OF IRELAND. 

“ Strong reinforcements for Miss Pahnell have embarked at New York 


THREE SHADDERS. 
(Afier latest Models.) 


for Queenstown. Tliej>- consist of fifty young American ladies, who recently He looked and saw ! — her hand 


volunteered their services to the heroine of the Ladies’ Land League, 
are expected to arrive on Saturday next .” — Daily Tdeyrapli^ Jan. 12. 



RECEIVING THE ENEMY. 


THE END OF THE HOLIDAYS. 

{By Grandpapa,) 

I ’m very fond of Mart’s eldest hoy, 

But no one for a moment can suppose 

It’s pleasant, when he drops a heavy toy 
Upon the worst of all my gouty toes. 

I dote on little Eittt, she ’s a lamb, 

But iu'all kindliness I beg to state, 

I ’m not enraptured to find raspberry jam 
Benevolently spread upon my pate. 

There ’s Tommy too, who, bless him ! has a turn 
For Chemistry, and oft times through the day, 

Brings in strange compounds that first blaze and burn. 
Then bang! and there ’s an eyebrow blown away. 

While Arthur who would like to be a clown. 

Will spank the baby with a pewter spoon ; 

I can’t persuade him with my fiercest frown. 

That I was not brought up.as Pantaloon. 

While they are home from school I ’m in their power. 
For persecution seems their chief delight; 

The Poet teUs us of the “ Children’s Hour,” 

But here ’s an hour that lasts from morn till night. 

And so when all the holidays are o’er. 

And they return to salutary rule, 

I smile to think they’ll pester me no more, 

And feel profoundly thankful there ’s a school. 


From the hollow of her muff 
Was peeping— (so, the dove 
From the hollow of her 
nest) — 

And he muttered, “Ain’t we 
grand ! 

Them ’s dimonds on her cufi ! 
And in her yaller glove 
That ’s seal’s-skin — well, 
I ’m blest ! ” 

She looked and saw !— her purse 
From the hollow of her hand 
Had darted— (so, the mouse 
From the hollow in the 
cheese)— 


And she murmured, “All the 
I furs 

And feathers in the Strand 
I ’d rather give than rouse 
Such thievish thoughts as 
these 1 ” 

He looked and saw !— a pound! 

In the hollow of her purse ? 

Or wherefore such surprise 
In the “Hollo!” of the 
Scamp, 

As he muttered— (this was round 
The corner)— something worse ? 
For all that met his eyes 
Was Tuppence and a 
Stamp ! 


ROMANZA. 

Mmieally accompanied. Compiled for the temfit of Young Couples and 
Amate%ir Pianists generally ^ hy One tvho Knows all about it. 


(“The Ball”) 
Invitation cl la Valse. 


A. Rubinstein, Op. 14. 

C. M. VON Weber, Op. 65. 



Invitation la Yalse. 

La Voix du Cceur (“The Voice of 
the Heart”) . . , 

Au Sortir du Bal (“On Leaving the 
BaU”) . . . . 

Traumeswirren ( ‘ ‘ Dream- visions ”) . 
Ich Uele Bich ! (“ I love thee ! ”\ . 
Confidences du Soir (“Evening 

Confidences”) . . . . 

(“ The Kiss”) . ♦ • 

JReve de Bonheur .... 
Le Bipart (“ Deiiartme ”) 

Fensez d Moi! (“Think of Me ! ”) . 
Tine Lettre Amour 


Traumeswirren. 
H. Duvernot, Op. 23. 

H. be Buiow, Op. 1. 

R. Schumann, Op. 12. 
J. Egoharb, Op. 10. 

F. Ferraris, Op. 32. 

Arbiti— Cramer. 

J. Ascher, Op. 29. 

L. Gtervule, Op. 36. 
E. EIrispin. 

Ch. Wels, Op. 18. 


A KAISER’S CATECHISM. 

( Constitutional History, New Standard,) 

Q, And what was Magna Charta f 

A, The great instrument hy which the growing insubordination 
of the Barons was checked, the germ of a dangerous representative 
system stamped out, and the hereditary Absolutism of the British 
Monarchy secured. 

Q, Was any further attempt made in a subsequent age to subvert 
Magna Charta f 

A, Yes. Oliver Cromwell endeavoured later to set it at defiance, 
hut^ he was severely punished by Charles the First, who, by a 
judicious exercise of Ms prerogative, cut off the troublesome Puri- 
tan’s head, and in so domg saved the country for ever from the | 
revolutiona:^ peril of voting- its own supplies. 

Q, Does British history furnish us with any further example of | 


Une Lettre d* Amour. 
Le Itetour, 




€3 


Throwing the Slipper. 


H, JL^oes JDritisn nistory turnisn us witn any lurtner example oi 
firmness tempered by infallibility being advantageously displayed 
by the Crown ? 

A, Yes.^ George the Thirb, hy his clear judgment, infinite tact, 
and constitutional determination^ freed the country entire^ from 
the yoke of its American Colonies, reduced the National Debt to 
vanishing point, and left ParHament, at the close of his reign, in a 
condition of unexampled purity, 

Q. And is it possible to-day to revive and give practical effect to 
these glorious traditions of the past ? 

A, Certainly ; and Berlin is already looking forward to the experi- 
ment with interest and gratitude. , \_Exit Kaiser. 


Une Lettre d* Amour. Wedding March. Throwing the Slipper. 

Le Eetour L. TON Beethoven, Op. 81, A. 

Fickle I HuracEL, Op. 55. 

(“ GentleReproach”) J. Schulhoep, Op. 36. 

Sunny Smiles E. DoRtr, 

In the Chapel R. Volemann, Op. 24. 

The Maiden^ s Prayer . , . Th. Babarczewska. 

Wedding March • , . . F. Menbelssohn. 

The Banquet R. Volemann, Op. 21. 

Toast J. SCHULHOEF, Op. 48. 

Throwing the Slipper [Cenerentola), Rossini. 

Quite on the Garbs. — ^If hy non-interference with the Russian 
Anti- Jewish Atrocities, the Czae thinks he is not playing on the side 
of the Nihilists in this game of Beggar my Neighbour^ he will find 
the result quite Wice- Warsaw. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

l^ervous Person {speaHng at last to his Neighhonr), *‘Do YOU know who THiiT EHMAxacABLY vair Pkiison Jfi jumt orroNrna — 
TALKING TO THE Blaok-haieed Lady, YOU KNOW— UM— EH ? ” Neighbour, “That, Sir, is my Pnornm/^' 

Nervous Person. “ Yes ? I— I— I beg your pardon— I— I— Stupid op me not to have seen the Famjlv XniTA’A'/w.s’— a— a— a ” 

iColi'ipsrs and d Isapprars. 


AN AUSTIN-TATIOUS DRAMA. 

Evidentit roused to indignation by tbe failure of The Laureate’s 
Queen Mary^ the feeble flight of The Falcon^ and the iTerry-cotta 
success of The Cup which cheered the gushers, and inebriated the 
-Esthetes, the otner Aipeed, surnamed the Less, known to the 
poetically-inclined public as Mr. Alpred Austin, whose composi- 
tions must be reckoned as among our Standard works, has published 
a flye-act Tragedy— (Hooray for the old legitimate fire-act form !) 
— which, to judffe from his modest and unassuming Preface (well 
worth reading), ne wrote with a very practical view to its being 
performed at one of our London Theatres ; but as it has not yet been 
produced, we are led to suppose that the Managers, blind to their 
own interests, have declined it with thanks, and have in turn left 
the MS. with their respective stage-doorkeepers to be called for by the 
Author himself. Rejected by the Managers, Mr. Austin publishes 
his play, and says, in efleot, to the Public,— '‘Look here! this 
ought to be acted you know ! You haven’t got any Dramas on the 
stage like this n 9 wadays 1 ” and, we admit, we haven’t. 

Its title published as a book is Savonarola ^ but from internal 
evidence we fancy that, for any Melodramatic Theatre, it would 
have been brought out as 

SAYOHAROLA; 

OE, 

The Maid I the Monk ! ! the Maetye 1 1 1 and the 
Miscreant ! ! ! 1 

^shing with a sensation scene at the Stake, unequalled since the 
final tableau in Joan of Arc^ at the Queen’s. 

And to show what a thoroughly practical dramatist Mr. Alpred 
Austin^ is, it m only necessary to mention for example, that the 
Scenes in the first Act are consecutive “sets,” each requiring the 
stage-direction in each case being “the scene 
^fi'^agers are shifty people, but they ’d be put to a pretty 
Bhnt to carry out Mr. Austin’s arrangement. 

The Dramatis Fersonce consist of from about seventy to a hundred 


speaking parts, besides several distinct crowds, a largo body of 
Choristers, and some most important Supers. Any Tluaitre with a 
moderate^ company of about two hundred experienced Actors, in- 
cluding fifty Principals, could produce Mr, Austin’s Savonarola 
at a comparatively small cost. 

Now, as Mr. Austin prides himself [vide inimitable Preface) on 
having written this little play “ to bo acted,” and not inorcdy as a closet 
drama, for what theatre could ho have intended it? Evidently 
either the Criterion, tho Royalty, or the Polly— and wo have no 
doubt Mr. Toole spent many anxious hours over Mr. Austin’s MS. 
before rejecting the part of Savonarola merely because a few more 
extras and Supers would have to be added to his alrtudy enormous 
company. At the Gaiety, of course, it would have boon a big draw, 
but from information received, wo imagine Mr. IIollinubhkad’s 
letter on returning the MS. was couched somewhat in these terms 

Dear Sie,— Thanks. Capital piece for Toole, Criterion, or Prince 
of Wales’s. Could have done it liere with Teurv, Karhen, and 
Yaughan, only we don’t go beyond Burlesques in Three Acts, 

I regular begiu-at-eiprht-and-put-me-to-bcd-at-clevcm-tlnrty enter- 
tainment. Doing first-rate business. Terry might travel with 
Savonarola^ he goes into tho country when our French season is on. 

t'onrs, J. li. 

P.S, — Might have done it at the Op. Com., but Mothm^^in-^Law 
is a ‘‘go.” Thoene wants a piece. Try Vaudeville; or might 
shove it on at the Gaiety for a maiMe just to sec how it goes, eh ? 

As to the length of these five Acts, tho book consists of .three 
hundred and six pages of average typo. When any Manager does 
produce it, what a real treat is in store for him and the Public I 
If Mr. Alfred Austin takes our advice, he would aceoi>t Mr. 
Hollingshead’s offer, and “ try it at a Gaiety maUnh., just to see 
how it goes.” 

Mrs. Eahsbotham on hearing that a certain well-known ^Istheik 
Poet had gone to New York, observed, “ Ah I how everyone will 
stare at him I he ’ll be the Sinecure of all eyes ! ” 




-SM-BCK (as Clown). “ HERE ! CATCH HOLD OF THIS, 
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PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 
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To commeraoiiite a Breach of Promise after Marriage Case. Most Agar-ayating ! 












[J%a Patient ts hurried away, feebly protesting. Har- 
lequin, disguised as ^ a Hospital Official, jumps 
through a panel containing the Regulations, 
Pantaloon, I say, Joey, do you see what he ’s a-doing ? 
He gone clean through ^em, as if he were driving a 
coach-and-four through an Act of Parliament ! 

Clown, Why, old ’un, it ’s as easy as A B C ! Come, 
boys and girls, let ^s keep the pot a-boiling ! [He Jumps 
through the Regulations, and ts followed by all the ITurses 
and Doctors. On returning,) There ’s nothing like it 
when you ’re used to it ! 

[Two mm bear in a gigantic hamper labelled “ Game for \ 
the Patients, with their Royal Highnesses'’ hind regards J'’) 
Pantaloon, Oh, J oey, here ’s something good ! Let ^s 
feed the poor Ladies and Oentlemen in bed ! 

[Clown acquiesces, and the two are about to serve the 
Patients when the Hospital Officials interfere, 
and explain in dumb show that they want the 
Game for their oxen dinner. 

Clown, Oh, ain’t you greedy ! Well, you shall have ’em ! 
\_Tahes birds, and belabours Hospital Officials. 
General scrimmage. 

Pantaloon [who has been spealiing to a Patient). Oh, 
Joey, this poor thing wants some medicine ! 

Clown, Oh, indeed! Then, Mr. Dispenser, I will 
trouble you for a powder 1 

[Dispenser gives out papers wildly,^ Clown and 
Pantaloon^ administer the reniedies rechlessly. 
Grand spill and pelt of Medicines, and Poisons 
hurled about indiscriminately. Scene changes to 
a Coroner’’ s Inquest, Tableau and Curtain ! 




To commemorate the appearance of the names of a Duke’s younger Son and seven Aristo- 
crats in the City List of Sworn Brokers, or Aristocratic Scions of “ The House.” 



DYING WITH LAUGHTEE ! 

[A Suggestion for the afterpart of a Christmas Pantomime,) 

Scene — The Interior of a Hospital, Enter Clown and Pantaloon. They shake 
up the Patients in their usual manner. Sisters and Hurses laugh, and assist 
in the operation. 

Clown [dragging in a large box labelled “ Medical versus Nursing Staff 
into the Trard), Hullo, old ’un, what ’s this ? 

Pmtaloon*^ Don’t know, Joey, but there ’s an awful row inside I 
[Harleqnin strikes box with his wand, when a couple of Kilkenny eats are 
discovered tearing themselves to pieces. 

Clown, Oh, what Guys I 

[A Patient is brought in, covered with blankets, ^c, Nurses and Doctors turn 
their hacks upon him,) 

if Pantaloon, Oh, Joey, here ’s a poor Gentleman shivering like any think ! 

Clown, Is he ? Then let ’s touch hhn up with a red-hot poker 1 [The usual 
business. Doctors and Nurses greatly amused at the experiment, the former 
writing copiously in their note-books,) And now that we ’ve got an interesting 
case for the Lancet, let ’s put him in a waiting-room, and leave him there for an 
hour or two, until somebody ’s ready to look after him ? 



fjf: f 








Professor Bismarck’s New German Puppet-Show, 

“ The Movable Monarch.” 

Q,uite irresistible. Calculated to make a cat (who may look at 
a king) laugh, and warranted not to frighten the most timid 
child. N.B.—Private parties attended. Several other capital 
tricks on hand. Lessons given to working-men on the most 
reasonable terms. 


A THEATRICAL ANNOUNCEMENT WE SHOULD 
LIRE TO SEE. 

Geeat Atteaction! Immense Success! 

The Most Beantiful Transformation Scene in London. 
No Fairies suspended by wires from the “flies ! ” 

No Heavily-ironed Figurantes ! ! 

AUthe 

Splendid Costumes 
made of 

Peeeectly Uninflammable Mateeial I ! ! 

And, from first to last, 

No sort of 

Dangeeous Exhibition ! 


Aftee a few more political mistakes, they will prob- 
ably call him Prince Missmaee. 
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POEUS CORNER; 

Or, Nonsense Rhymes on won'- 
hnown Nmnes, 

at Bradgate.) 

Said the Peasants to the Peer, 

“ The Prince we mnst cheer.^’ 
Said the Peer to the Peasants, 
‘‘Then he can’t shoot the 
pheasants.” 

(Said the Pheasants, 

“ Hooray ! ” 

When the Prince went away.) 

{In re Channel Twinel.) 

Says Watkin to Hawzshaw, 
“ We ’ll start from the chalk 
shore.” 

Says Hawkshaw to Watkin, 
“We’re not kith and not 
kin.” 

(Ton ’ll learn from these lines 
That Hawkshaw resigns.) 

{Chemical) 

Says Bartlett to Waneltn, 
“Let’s go down to Shank- 
lin *, ” 

Says Wanklin to Bartlett, 

“ first finish this tartlet.” 

(Turin.) 

Says Humbert to Wlluxisz, 
“Yon think I silly am,” 

Says William to Humbert, 

“ Don’t want to combat,” 

{Commercial Treaty,) 

Says Prance to Wil sols' 
(Biters), 

“We ’re takers, not givers.” 

■ Says Biters Wilsok to 
Prance, 

“Then do take— your chance,” 
{At Oonstantino]ole.) 

Says the Sultan to Duefebin, 
“ Lend me a snf ’rin.” 

Says Dupeerin to the Sultan, 
“ Sem ! I ’m an adult ’nn.” * 

* Lord Bupperin evidently 
means to imply, as an answer to the 
Stjltan’s request for a loan, that 
“he was not bom yesterday.’* 
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SIR HENRY JAMES, aC., M.P., 

In his famous Character of the Bribery -Bird Catcher. 


CONVERSATION FOR A 
HOSPITAL. 

Why has the powder which 
I have just taken such an ex- 
ceedingly pungent and hitter 
taste ? 

Now, that I examine the 

n er containing the powder, 
nd a card attached to it, 
stating it to be “ Poison.” Is 
this the usual designation for 
Quinine ? 

If there is no special place 
set apart for medicines, I 
should be obliged if you would 
kindly not mix mine with the 
morphia, aconite, laudanum, 
and oxalic acid powders in the 
basket now lying on the table. 

If neither the Sister, the 
Nurse, the House Physician, 
or the Dispenser are respon- 
sible for the proper medicines 
being administered to me, 
would you haTe me remoTea 
at once to my own house for 
further treatment ? 

Why does the Hospital Dis- 
penser put his Poisons and his 
Medicines in precisely similar 
wrappages ? 

The Doctor and the pretty 
Sister seem to be discussing 
my symptoms at considerable 
length. 

I wonder if the Nurse is 
doing right in bandaging the 
artisan’s broken head with 
brown paper soaked in solu- 
tion of turpentine, without 
consulting the Doctor ? 

Supposing I am killed in 
this Hospital, will a Jury 
bring in a yerdict of Man- 
slaughter against anybody ? 

Now that I haye swallowed 
fiye grains of Prussic Acid, 
giyen to me by mistake for 
Quinine Powder, perhaps yon 
will kindly haye my Executors 
communicated with, and tell 
me the name of a good Under- 
taker in this neignbourhood, 


OUR COUNTRY COUSINS. 

{A lUcreational Tragedy, adapted freely frmn some current announce- 
ments.) 

The Coffee-room of a second-class West JBnd Family Hotel, Country 
Cousin discovered with^a daily paper, deeply absorbed in perusal 
of several columns of theatrical advertisements. 

Country Cousin {rising suddenly and flinging up his arms in 
despair), I thought so ! (Reads,) “Mr. and Mrs, Bancroft beg to 
state that their rights in the Sohertsonian comedies shortly 
expire, and Ours, Caste, and School, therefore, can only he played 
again for a fixed number of nights.” (Repeating the words with 
icy calmness.) For a fixed number of nights ! Ha! it is a terrible 


sides the same appalling story of delirious success greets me. Yet 
must I leaye Town to-morrow, I see it ! I can get in nowhere. I 
shall see nothing, [^Collapses over paper, aim bursts into tears, 

Wait^ {gently). Do 'not he downhearted, Sir. It isn’t quite so 
had as that : for there is a hit of room somewhere. Now, I ’ye heard 
that at The Wells 

[iis proceeding to explain the quickest way of getting to Islington, 
when another Country Cousin rushes in wildly, without Ms 
hat and umbrella, and Ms collar off, and flings himself 
exhamted into a chair, 

Mrst Country Cousin {amroacMng Mm eagerly), Ha I You haye 
returned ! And aliye I "\^11, — and you have got ?— 


Second Country Cousin, Nothing ! The Advertisements only too 
graphically— and too accurately— tell the fatal truth. The success 
IS widespread and colossal ; and this is all I have been able to 
secure. See ! a couple fof dress-circle places for a matinee at the 
King’s Cross, for next October I \^Rroduces the tickets, | 

First Country Cousin, Alas I It is not much. Yet I looked for- 
ward to the “ terrific excitement ” promised by the Sole Proprietors 
of the Adelphi I Look I {He points fiercely to the advertisement,) 
The acting is splendid : the scenery is magnificent : the mechanical 
effects are marvellous : the music is by Mr, Karl Meydee : the 
whole is produced— mark vour-produced under the direction of Mr, 
Charles Warner, and there (are no fees for hooking 1 Ha ! ha, 
what cruel mockery, when there is evidently nothing left to book I 
Second Country Cousin, Evidently nothing J (Bitterly,) Yes, 
success that is surging on all sides proves, we must fairly confess it, 
too much for us. The first-class theatres are all surrounded, from 
morning till night, by well-dressed but armed and angry mobs of 
pleasure-seekers, whose crowded ranks it is impossible to penetrate ; 
while Pantomime is only to he witnessed at the risk of life itself. 

First Country Cousin, True I You are right I (^irows down 
advertisement sheet,) But the papers shall warn us. We will relin- 
quish the West, and, doing fiye inferior East-End music-halls in 
one evening, return to-morrow to our native hills— possibly sadder, 
hut wiser men ! We will not struggle with success I 
Second Country Cousin, Yet the ballet at the Surrey is adver- 
tised as “ chaste,” and there is, we are told, throughout the cultured 
fun of Messrs. Conquest and Meritt, “nothing to offend”— not 
even the permanently hysterical roar oi the man in the Box-Office, 
who, having once looked in for a few minutes at the back of the 
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seats. That is why I am reduced to this, 

i Displays his tattered clothes,) But I 
ought, ha ! ha ! valiantly in the breach I 
Armed with a fire-escape and a stout ^ick- 
axe^ I managed to secure a copy o± the 
Children's Booh^ free of charge. 

The others. Then the theatre is besieged ? 
Third Country Cousin, Yes — as the ad- 
vertisements have it~it is. See {Shows a 
rent in the hack of his coat reaching from 
the neck to the tail) I have suffered severely. 
There have been some ugly tears. But this 
is, I am told, the Uggest thing ever done at 
Drury Lane ! 

First C, C, ITay, but ten such perform- 
ances in one week, though combining the 
effects of two first-class Pantomimes, would 
be serious and expensive. Let us elsewhere ! j 
Third Country Cousin, Be it so ! To the 
Savoy then! For there the to, I promise I 
you, is fast and furious. Listen [auoting 
from Managerial invitatiori), “ A herd of 
wild buffaloes suddenly turned loose among i 
the intricate details of the fine Woodland 

Scene of the second Act of Fatienoe ” 

\_Continues quotation^ hut coming to the 
conclusion^ with First and Second 
Country Gjusin, that such a hill of fare 
must mean every place gone for six 
7 nonthSt^ gives it up as hopeless, and, 
finally abandons the idea as a wild 
dream of joy never to he realised, and 
returns with them to Loamshire, sad 
and unrecreated. 


Dress Circle during a Morning Performance, became instantly convulsed, and, though des- 
tined, like Democritus^ to live to the age of 109, never got oyer it. 

First Country Cousin, Ah I yes. But happier — far happier, was the lot of Mr. Georoe 
Augustus Sala, who visited Covent Garden, and found the entertainment as graceful as it 
was diverting, but entitled, alas I to a most liberal extension of popular support, which has 
but too surely closed eve^ avenue of access to its brilliant beauties, to the unhappy 
provincial outsider. But, 1 forget ; there is yet old Drury Lane. Perhaps better luck has 
attended our heroic brother, who went at break of day with a bludgeon, to reopen the siege 
for places at its ever classic doors. ( Uproar without,) See ! he comes ! Ha I he lives ! 

[Third Country Cousin is brought in by Folicemen on a stretcher, surrounded by a mob. 

First and Second Country Cousins [together). What! your things torn from your back, 
and you are badly wounded r Have you tried, as in the palmy days, to get in with an order 
after seven? If not why— why is this ? 

Third Country Cousin [feebly quoting from the Managerial announcement). Simply in 
consequence of the unparalleled success of Robinson Crusoe, and the enormous rush for 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

Hxs Portrait, by Himsele.* 

I BAWBLB down at one or two— 

I loath to quit my pillow— 

And run the daily journals through, 

In easy chair, by Gilxow. 

I warble little lazy lays, 

I rhyme without much reason, 

I babble in club-window bays, 

I chatter through the Season ! 

With many a jest my Chief 1 1 fret, 
And many a pun provoking ; 

While many an idle cigarette 
I languidly am smoking. 

I warble, warble to and fro- 
To kill time I endeavour, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I laze on for ever ! 

I steal J along down Eotten Bow, 

I ride a lazy pony ; 

He ’s sleek and fat, his pace is slow, 
They call him “ Lazzaronej^ 

I loaf, I lounge, I laze, I moon, 

Among the busy workers ; 

I saunter through the afternoon, 

The shirkiest of shirkers I 

I murmur as I go along, 

And jostle saint and sinner ; 

I linger o’er a lazy song ; 

I loiter back to dinner. 

And then my harp is husht,§ although 
To kin time I endeavour. 

For men may come and men may go, 

! But I laze on for ever ! 

* Very likely : it so flattering,— and he 
seems to be by himself a sort of Tom All- 
alone.” — E d. 

f Who *8 his “Chief” ? Mis-chief? He’s 
wandering— which accounts for oxir never being 
able to catch a glimpse of him. — En. 

t Steeds” does he ? Where are the Police ? 
—Ed. 

{ We never saw him with a harp, and don’t 
believe he has one, unless it is a “Jews’ harp” 
—which is only— ahem ! — a hit of a Lyre. — Ed. 
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AND LAUGH. 

The revival of The Great Divorce Case ought to prove as ^reat a 
success for the Criterion as it did when^ first produced. It is im- 
mensely fnnny, it goes "with roars of langhter, and Mr. Wyndham’s 
Company act this sort of piece better than even the Palais Royal 








Here ’s the Dog, after ^ ” 

Actors— at least, for onr audiences, who want the essence of fun j 
given them in the shortest possible time. The dialogue in the First | 
Act is smart, and to the point ; though in the other two Acts the'action j 
is so rapid, and the bustle so continuous, that there is scarcely time 
for spealdng or listening. 

Mr. Maltby, as Grandison^ the made-up old beau, with a failing ' 
memory and an invincible propensity to sleep dii'ectly he sits down, 
is as good a bit of acting, of course of an exaggerated and farcical 
character, as can be seen in town. 

Mr. Ejsig-hx’s Pilhie is a capital contrast to the boisterous 
Geoffrey Gordon of Mr. Wyndham. If Mr. Knight could only 
give up sliding over the carpet, instead of walking, and throwing, 
inconsistently, melodramatic emphasis into the part, it would be 
faultless. 

The great thing in this class of piece is “ go ; and Mr. Wyio)- 
TTATw certainly does keep it going, and keep them all going, and 
the theatre going too, till, on refiection— but you can’t reflect, except 
when it ’s all over— it occurs to us that the keep-going may be a bit 
overdone, and the same result might be obtained at a less sacrifice, 


MOVING OEGANISMS.^" 

[Dr. Frankland reports that the Thames water sent out during 
December by the West Middlesex and Southwark Companies, was much 
polluted with organic matter. The Grand Junction Company’s water 
contained moving organisms.] 

On, it’s sad to read what Frankland of the London water writes, 
And too awful are the visions that our fancy sees at nights ; 

Though it may be bright and sparkling like a sunbeam sent through 
prisms, 

Those are colours of putrescence and of “ moving organisms ! ” 

If the Companies so treat us, ’tis becoming very clear, 

We shall have to give up water and drink nought but wine or beer ; 
For consider how in families what angry rows and schisms, 

Will arise from that Grand Junction with its moving organisms.” 

All the Companies o’ercharge us, and, in quite a playful way, 

They send hills just after Christmas which are due at Lady I)ay ;* 
And they care not for our protests and our angry criticisms. 

While they poison us with sewage and with “moving organisms ! ” 

“ ‘'ApirrTov juei/ uSwp,” PiNDAR Said in song in ancient days, 

And no doubt the Grecian water well deserved the poet’s jiraise ; 

But in these times we can only mourn the ghastly cataclysms 
That are likely to befall us from these “moving organisms ! ” 

* The Grand Junction Company sent out bills early in January, sajnng that 
the amount is due to the Company for the supply of water to Lady Day, 1882 : ) 
that is to say, nearly three months before the said supply is completed. This 
is certainly a moving organism ! 




“ UPROUSE YE, THEN, MY MERRY, MERRY MEN I ” 

A FEW Gentlemen not altogether unknown in literary and dramatic 
dress-circles met together about ten days ago, in camera ohscurd^ to 
discuss the possibility of establishing classes corresponding to the 
Etudes Dramatiqixes at the Paris Conservatoire. There is much that 
is good in the idea as an idea, but wc are afraid it is impracticable. 
Painters have their Academy, Musicians have theirs, and are to have 
a College, like Surgeons ; but Authors and Actors must get on as they 
can. Let the Actors have a school by all means, as they say they 
want it, and they must be taken as knowing best thoir own educa- 
tional deficiencies, hut as to Authors, let all set themselves to procxxre 
an amendment of the Copyright Law, and let the Dramatists agitate 
for a Dramatic Axxthors’ Society legally established as it is in France, 
and they will no longer he the slaves of foot-lamps, cornpolled to 
servo Abanazar the Manager, or Aladdin the mushroom Proprietor, 
hxxt he independent spirits and hxisy bees gathering money all the 
day from every little shining treasury whoso yield used formerly 
only to benefit the Manager. To that band of Brothers we say, 
Uprquse ye, then, my merry, merry men, and bestir yourselves ! 
“ Wlxo will be free,” &c. But strike- and quickly. 


From a German Party. 

“ The May Laws,” which should always have boon known as 
“ The Mayn’t Laws,” will probably ho rescinded, and the War-to- 
the-Knife-and-FALCK between Conscienco and Kulturkampf in 
Germany he decided in favour of the former. 


The Daily News had a paragraph headed “A Miracle Play in 
Worcestershire.” Londoners need not go so far for a Miracle flay, 
a sample of which, written by that Unconscious Celebrationalist, 
Mr. Moneysrinero, may he seen every night till further notice at the 
St. James’s. ^ The only thing about the Miracle Play at the St. J ames’s 
connected with Worcestershire is its “ source,” which Mr. Money- 
spiNERO refuses to acknowledge. 


“who shall decide when Doctors disagree?” 

which must ultimately tell on the physical condition of the Actor, and 
leads the audience to demand increased exertions in every new piece 
at this theatre. There is the danger. The excitement must he 
kept up : reaction is fatal. Be this as it may— and the case is as we 
have put it, we are certain— those who, in these realistic days, want 
to enjoy a real laugh at real rollicking fun— in fact, who simply 
want to be amused after a day’s work, can’t do better than see The 
Great Divorce Case at the Criterion. 


Mrs. Ram is*deeply concerned about the condition of Birmingham, 
which she understands is represented by Blight and Chilblain. 


^ HAPPY THOUGHT. | 

No more colour-blind people as Engine-drivers who can’t distin- 
gtiish red from green, and who invariably make white into black 
before the end of a journey. No : let our Artists turn Engine- 
drivers, and, to begin with, the very man for the place would be, 
evidently, Whistler. 

Mrs. Ramsbotham is studying the history of Literature, and goes 
on with her teaching in the Sunday School. She gets a little mixed 
now and then. “ My dears,” she said, the other day, “ don’t forget 
what I told you about Esau. You recollect he was a Dairyman who 
wrote fables, and sold the copyright for an MS. on potash.” The 
children couldn’t foUow her, and the Ticar put it all right. 


TCI CORRESFONDEHTS.— In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope, 

Copies should be kept. 
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OUR RECREATIONS; OR, HOW WE ADVERTISE NOW. 

(For further Speewums^ see Daily Papers,) 


IJIHEATUE EOYAL WALHALLA. 

OCK EOBIIT. EVERY” 

AT 5. 

TTiRieHTEisrma success. 


EVERY EYENOTG- 


)RODUCED BYROCTHENWOLKUP. 


T he effects of more thar 

FIFTEEN first-class Pantomimes. 

T ’ HE LONGEST THING- EVER DONE 
AT THE WALHALLA. 

B egins the day before yes- 
terday, 

J^EVER'ENDS AT ALL. 

OWS ON ROWS OF RESERVED 
SEATS SOUND ASLEEP. 

J^O WAKING ANYBOIDY: 

^0 GETTING THEM OUT. 

ROSTRATING SUCCESS.— In ^conse- 
qnence of the sheer impossibility of 
stirring, for the first time in the annals of 
the Walhalla, twenty-seven performances 
^ have been given in one week to the same 
Au dience. 

U ~ NPARLIAMENTARY LANGUAGE 

IN THE UPPER ^RCLE. _ 

T IGHTHEADEDNESS IN FAMILY 
Xj boxes to hold eight. 
jpRENZY IN THE SLIPS. 

URSES, NOT LOUD, BUT DfiEP; 
OUTSIDE under the Portico. 

T he theatre taken by 

ASSAULT. 

R eal policemen torn to 
pieces. 

nnHE press horsewhipped. 


P eople on the free-list 

lynched in the Lobbies. 

JN CONSEQUENCE OF 

Q^ETLORRIBLE SUCCE^“0F 

Q“OCK”ROBIN, 

R. H. FIELD-MARSHAL THE 
. DUKE OF CAMBRIDGE per- 
sonally complimented Mr, Nouthbit 
WoLKUP on having contrived, on the prin- 
cipal Staircase, a most realistic, vivid, and 
truthful Picture of Modern Warfare, re- 
minding him forcibly of the battle of 
Inkermann; and stated that, although, from 
report, he had heard how wonderfully 
realistic was the representation, he had no 
idea, until quite unexpectedly involved in 
an awkward struggle for his opera-hat 
and life, that it was so eminently disagree- 
able. 

C ock robin. — a Colomal Aroh- 
bishopj who has threatened proceed- 
ings “if nis name is again put on to 
Six-Foot Posters,^’ writes : “ Chaste ! 

beautiful ! thrilling ! It is almost as good 
as one of my own after-dinner Sermons; 
and I only wish the whole of the rising 
generation could get in gratis to the Upper 
Boxes. Believe ine, I should be glad, if 
there were nothing whatever to pay, to 
make one of them.” 


► OYAL ^SANITARY. 


rjlHE HOUSE FOR INVALIDS. 

LECTRIC SHOCKS.— The Manage- 
ment, anxious to keep pace with the 
march of modern improvement, and having 
laid all over every portion of their au- 
ditorium a complete network of highly 
charged wires, trust that, as every seat is 
now supplied with one of Btng’s Patent 
Spinal Galvanisees, they may be regarded 
as having considered the health as well as 
the comfort of their audience. 

E OYAL SANITARY.— Special atten- 
tion is directed to the costly Cali- 
sthenic Apparatus attached to the ceiling of 
the airy and capacious Gallery. Lots of 
room. Freedom and privacy ensured. 

E OYAL SANITARY. — The expensive 
and elegant Upholstery, which is 

E rovided with superior flock stuffing, and 
as been supplied by a leading Ed^are 
Road House, will be found carefully aired. 
The back legs of the Chairs by Btjeling- 
HAM & Co. 

R oyal sanitary.— No fees for bath 
attendants. No charge for fire- 
escapes. An Undertaker on each tier. 
Shortest way into the Thames over the 
Embankment. 

“OYAIT sanitary.— a daUy paper 
says: — “A herd of wild buffaloes 
suddenly let loose among the cautious 


empty the theatre for a month or two, But 
would not affect its sanitary advantages.” 

P OLYGON THEATRE.— A ScurrQous 
Tragedy. 

P OLYGON THEATRE.— Howls of 
anguish. Hair torn out in handfuls. 
Hysterics in every part of the house. Come 
early, with sal volatile, 

E OYAL DIMITY THEATRE.— 
Astounding Attraction. Colossal 
double entendres. Gorgeous refreshments. 
YVell-bred orchestra. 4,950th night of 
POPINETTE, supported by a powerful 
Company of the Executors of original cast. 
N 0 use booking. Everything gone for years, 

T heatre royal PORTico.-The 

management have infinite pleasure in 
announcing to their distinguished friends 
and patrons, that having concluded arrange- 
ments with a large number of members of 
the House of Lords to appear, in their own 
parts^ in a new and original comedy, full of 
real British noblemen, speciaUy adapted 
from the French for the purpose. ^ The pre- 
sent programme must shortly be withdrawn. 
The Millee and His Men, can, simply 
only be given for a limited number of nights. 

D UCHESS’S‘~THE ” SIGHTS O’ 
LONDON. 

With faces wan and gloomy 
That told of temper’s goad, 

Two weary country cousins 
Toiled down the Cromwell Eoad, 

They sought from town some exit, 

And chose the longest way, 

But didu^t mind — not taken 
To see another play ! 

0 well-hilled crams of London, if humhug went 
not down 

What would you do for victims ! 0 wghts of 
London town, 

D ™1d"CHESS’S. the SIGHTS O’ 
LONDON. 


jgOLSTER THEATRE. 

fJlHE WARM BATH. 

Q.IGANTIC SUCCESS . 

PPER BOXES FULL BEFORE 
SEVEN. 

T he ENTIRE PUBLIC SENT AWAY 
NIGHTLY. 

rjlHE WARM BATH AT EIGHT. 

fTIHE WARM BATH.— See the unani- 
JL mous Press. 

T he “M0“RNING mercury” says: 

“ Still we managed to sit it out.” 

T he “DAILY HERALD” says: “It 
ought to go — and the sooner the 
better.” 

HE “ EVENING CHRONICLE ” says : 
“Never saw anything like it before, 
and hope we never shall again.” 

N otice. — N otwithstanding the unpre- 
cedented success of THE WARM 
BATH, owin^ to recent outstanding 
arrangements, it must positively be with- 
drawn on Saturday next. 

T Effi WARM BATH.— Last Thbee 
Nights. 

JJYPERION. 

^NOTHER HYPERION HIT. 

JJE ’S GOT ’EM OFF. 

K illing comedy, in nine Acts, 

adapted from the celebrated Palais- 
Royal success, Les quatre Maris de Madame 
Piffe-paffe, 

JJ-yPERION . — Innocent Mirth. 

H yperion. — P arents, take advantage 
of the Holidays, and bring your 
little ones with you by tne dozen. 

H yperion.— NOT iCE.-The difficulty 
with the Loed Chambeelain having , 
been satisfactorily adjusted, the Manage- 
ment has much pleasure in announcing 
that 

H e ’S got ’EM OFF will be performed 
Every Evening as usual. 

C ORINTHIAN.-HYDE PARK 
CORNER. 

H yde park C0RNER.-A real Co- 
rinthian Success. 

H yde park CORNER.-Mr. Cleen- 

ING Shott says : “ Nothing like it ! ” 

H TDE~*PARK corner. — See the 
Starvation Act. 

H yde park C0RNER.-Mr. Jones 
Adolphus Buegas says “ WeU— 

I neve r I ” 

T he ELLESDEUM. — Sole Lessee and 
Manager, Mr. Roscius Swynge. 
rj!HE TWO NOSES, 

fj'lHE ELLESDEUM.— The Oldham JK«- 
i porter says ‘ ‘ Mr. Roscius Swtnge 
came nere on Saturday last with his Two i 
Noses ; and when, iu a financially confiden- j 
tial speech, he announced that ‘ £3 14^. and 
a bad sixpence had been taken at the dooi 
the house, waving five pocket-hand a r- 
ohiefslin aH directions, fairly rose to him.” 


VOL. Lxxxn. 
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THE TWO MEMNONS-JOINTLY NOTING. 


THE NEW DEPAETUEE IN BUELESQUE. 

Snt, — The new piece called T/ie Cynic — ^which no doubt you haye already criticised — 
seems to me to be an entirely new burlesque of Q-oethe’s masterpiece. Why should not 
the two Heemanns— Messrs. Yeziit and MEKiYALE—develope this idea ? 

Hamlet^ put into sixteen-shilling trousers, the registered paletot, and the age of stucco, 
would probably be even a greater success in this new vein of adaptation. The title might 
be JE^oppinhorough^ The Wicked TJncle* The dueen-Mother would be the Duchess of Poppiisr- 
boeottoe:, of Poppinborough House, Piccadilly, and Ballspond HaU, Poppinborough, Herts. 
The King would be the Duhe of Poppin-boeottoh, the brother of the murdered Duke ; and, 
to make the resemblance to the original play more close, he should have seized the Duke- 
dom, and ousted the young Lord from ms title, at the same time that he murdered his 
brother (the young Lord's father), and married the Duchess, the young Lord's mother. 

The play-scene could be retained, and made much more effective, than it is in the original 
piece by a very simple process. In imitation of those Palais-Eoyal farces, in ^ich 
the Actors come amongst the Audience, and carry on the action simultaneously, both 
before and behind the curtain, a large stage-box could be reserved every evening for 


the ducal party, in which the Duke and 
Duchess could show the agonies of remorse, 
while witnessing the G-orgonzola drama on 
the stage. 

The part of the Gravedigger wonld require 
very little alteration, except to harmonise 
the dialogue with the chickaleary tone of 
the period. A Spade dance might he in- 
troduced, if necessary. The other charac- 
ters might easily bo measured for modern 
clothes, and the Cemetery Scene wonld be 
a decided novelty. 

In the present disgraceful state of the 
Copyright Laws, this valuable idea once 
printed and published is anybody's property 
but those who use it will at least have the 
decency to acknowledge the source, and 
send a donation to some charity— say the 
Asylum for Idiots. Yours, * * ^ 


TWO TO ONE. 

{A Villctncllc,) 

Love, you are Utter, I 'm Too-too, 

Yet we are one in some things. Say, 
Am I not therefore dear to you F 

You love the green that shades to blue ; 

I like the blue that 's somewhat grey— 
Love, you are Utter, I 'm Too-too 1 

You to tho sunflower are true ; 

I love the lily, loved of May — 

Am I not therefore dear to you ? 

And T can place myself askew, 

And you arc plastic-a/^y splay — 

Love, you arc Utter, 1 'm Too-too ! 

And you delight in nought that 's now, 
And I like nothing like decay— 

Am I not therefore dear to you ? 

And dearer yet that I can woo 
In metres of an ancient lay ! 

Love, you are Utter, I 'm Too-too ! 

Am I not therefore dear to you F 


BUMBLEDOM-ON-SEA. 

Bumbledom has long governed tho earth, 
and the waters under the earth, and pre- 
paratory to making a combined attack upon 
the sky, it is now trying to govern tho sea. 
The Town Council of Dover, for reasons best 
known to themselves, are jealous of tho one 
or two projected tunnels under the Channel, 
and they have resolved to oppose the grant 
of parliamentary power applied for by those 
interested in these impious schemes. They 

S rofit by the game of pitch and toss which 
aily enlivens the Straits of Dover, and they 
are going to light for their hand. The Town 
Council of Brighton, not to be behind their 
more Eastern brethren, have also resolved 
to oppose the scheme of a now and sensible 
Kursaal " on the Brighton beach. 


The CLdTUBE.— Object to it because it 's 
French ? So is Premier. But if wo want 
good forcible colloquial English why not call 
it The Shut-up ” F The Speaicee would 
be the “Shutter-up." And the new 
arrangement, if adopted, would be known 
in future as “The Latest Early Closing 
Movement." 

Mbs. Eamsbotham who is never behind 
the time of day, and now uses the word 
JSstheticism freely and fearlessly, says she 
is sorry to hear that Mr. Gladstone wishes 
to introduce aE this twaddle about Culture 
into Parliament. That's her view of 
Cloture. 
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AN AMERICAN WAG. 

“A local legislator in one of the Southern 
States of America has introduced a proposal to 
make it obligatory to inscribe the name of the 
physician on the tombstones of deceased persons.” 
— /Scotsman. 

What did lie die of, say, oh say, 
Carcinoma or JEnteritis f 
Did he come to the fatal day, 

By the aid of Pericarditis f 
Here they name his medical man ; 

Was he of drugs a neat concocter ? 

Did he do all a doctor can. 

And if he did, why blame the doctor ? 

Was the patient a sober soul, 

Never imbibing rnm or brandy ; 

Or did his eyes with ardour roll, 

Seeing the Bourbon whiskey handy ? 
Did the doctor remark, with pain, 

That he would reach his final haven 
If he should touch Old Eye again; 

For if he did— let that be graven. 


Underneath some of the best photo- 
graphs of those Beautiful Beings, the 
Lotties and Totties of the Theatrical 
World, is written the name, “ Downey.” 
It is not spelt correctly, but the idea is 
evidently most appropriate. 


“ Ah ! ” said Mrs. Eamsbotham. shaking 
her head over the “ good old times,”— “ you 
may write ‘ Knickerbocker ^ over them, for 
their glory is departed.” 



CANDID 

Coumel, ‘ ^ Why are you so very precise in your Statement ? 
telling an Untruih ? ” Witness [prom/ptly). “ No, Sir ! ” 


Are you afraid of 


YOUNG STAGERS (AND THEIR GUARDIANS). 

^ Yesterday being the first Official Monthly Meeting of the Execu- 
tive Committee of the newly-established School of Dramatic Art, the 
proceedings, in consequence of the natural surprise of nearly everyone 
of the Members at finding himself on the Committee at all, were of an 
unusually interesting character, and there was a large attendance. 

After Miss Le Thiebe, the Lady Matron of the School, had given in 
her Eeport, in which she made a very strong and reasonable protest 
against the advisability, even in the interests of Art, of continuing 
the usual proi)erty banquet, which has hitherto been served to the 
one Student of the Establishment, in lieu of the principal meal of 
the day, upon the Chairman intimating that a special Sub-Committee 
would be appointed to subject the diet to the test of prolonged per- 
sonal experience, the usual vote of thanks was passed, and the pro- 
ceedings were about to terminate, when several Members, amoi^ whom 
were Lord Wharncliffe, Lord Lytton, Lord Rowton, the Hon. A. 
Yobke, and Mr. C. C. Bethune, sprang suddenly to their feet, and, 
amidst some altercation, endeavoured to catch the Chairman’s eye. 

On order being restored, Mr. C. C, Bethune, who had persistently 
claimed a hearing, said that “ he felt he could put into a very few 
words aU his honourable colleagues wished to express.” They had, 
with him, one common question to ask the public, and that question 
was, “ What on earth are we doing here ? ” ( Cheers.) For his own 
part, he could only reply, “ For the life of me, I can’t tell you ! ” 
[Laughter.') People, owing to a political crisis, had heard of Lord 
Rowton — (“ Yes from Lord Wharncliffe)^h\i\, m the world 
j has ever heard of ** Mr. C. C. Bethune” ? {Loud and ^prolonged 


Rowton — (“ Yes f from Lord Wharncliffe)^h\i\, m the world 
has ever heard of ** Mr. C. C. Bethune” ? {Loud and ^prolonged 
cheering^ which lasted for several minutes.) 

Mr. H. Hajrdner rose. He said he considered Mr, Comyns Carr 
and Mr. E. M. Underdown a couple of amateurs. 

Mr. CoMYNS Carr. — “ You ’re another ! ” {Roars of laughter.) 

Mr. Alfred Thompson protested against wasting the time of the 
Meeting in frivolity. They had met for business. He had brought 
with him a new design of his own for the academical dress of the 
Principal.^ He had, he admitted, used fiesh-colour largely; but, 
slashed with Hooxer’s green at the shoulder, violet satin drawers, 
and the usual College cap in Genoese plush, he considered the cos- 
tume commanding and appropriate. Q ‘ JBiear .' ”) 

Mr, A. W. Dubourg asked, diffidently, whether it wouldn’t be cold. 

The Hon. L. Wingfield. — ** Perhaps the honourable Gentleman is 
himself afraid of another frost.” {Loud laughter.) 

Sir Coutts-Lindsay rose. He said he thought the best way would 
be, after the evident feeling manifested in some quarters, to take the 


sense of the Committee, if possible, by a Motion. He wished it to 
have a still wider and more cosmopolitan character. He proposed 
that in addition to the present list of names there be added those of 
the Duke of Norfolk, Messrs. Crosse and Blackwell, Mr. Eno, 
Mr. Alfred G. Vance, the Editor of Bradshaw's Railway Guide^ 
H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge, and the surviving Executors of the 
late Madame Tuss aud . ( Uproar . ) 

Mr. Lionel Tennyson, amidst indescribable confusion was under- 
stood to say, he thought nobody had ever heard of him. ( Cries of 

Right P' ‘‘ Thath so and cheers.) 

Captain Henry Hozier rose. He said he felt himself to be an ex- 
cellent fellow— (cAeer^)— but he wanted to know what he and several 
other worthy Members were supposed to know about the Stage ? He 
proposed that his name, together with those of Mr, Edmund Rout- 
ledge, Mr. Frederick Locker, Mr. E. Pigott, and Mr. Scott 
Gatty be struck off in a^ lump. [Roars of laughter^ in which the 
Motion was carried unanimously without a division.) 

On the confusion again subsiding, and Mr. Hamilton Aide, 
expressing somewhat warmly his surprise that he had not been 
induded in the last resolution, the meeting was adjourned by general 
consent and the proceedings terminated. 


THE CHANNEL TUNNEL. 

Vive la France 1 and not now, as of old, Vive la guerre ! 

Although Neptune may greet us with cynical smile, 

We shall suffer no more from that sad mal de mer^^ 

When we ’ve linked by a railway fair Erance with this isle. 
And though Wolseley express some undignified fears, 

We shall fearlessly tunnel the Channel, and find, 

When the work is achieved by our smart engineers, 

That the labour ’s been done for the good of mankind. 

Then let ’s hope that the Tunnel may prosper, in vain 
Let the croakers talk on, there ’s a prize to be won ; 

With the strong hand of science we tunnel the main. 

Though the years will roE on ere the great work is done. 

But we look to the future with confident glance, 

And one day, when two nations ’neath ocean shall fare, 

Will not Europe in envy exclaim “ Vive la France ! ” 

And applauding our energy, Vive VAngleterre I ” 

School-Board Amateur Theatricals.— In rehearsal, The Ladies' 
Battle. 
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HALF- ‘OURS” WITH 'THE DUTCHMAN” 
AND “the cynic.” 


almost without flaw ; she is the Senta of attraction, and we should 
say that a better exponent of the part does not exist. The comic old 
man, Daland is hardly in Mr.^HERBEUT D’Egville’s line ; he is 


Of the audience that crowded the Haymarket last Thursday 
night, it may be safely affirmed that the majority came specially to 
see Mrs. Lantgtrt as Blanche Haye^ and not merely to witness the 
revival of Ours, The part was well chosen for this well-known 
lady’s professional dibut^ after her trial trip as Miss Hardcastle, 
A good actress can make something of it, an indifferent one cpnot 
hurt it. A clever actress can profit by the strongest situation of 
the piece to her own individual advantage, but the effect of this 
situation does not depend on her ; and on this occasion judicious 
stage-nursing saw the debutante safely through the only ordeal — 
namely, at the end of the Second Act — which can make any serious 
demand on an actress’s histrionic capabilities. 

Had the novice been Miss Smith or Miss Jones, ejiually unlaiown 
to London, her performance would have been dismissed by the 
journalistic critics in a few words which would, probably, have 
informed the Public that Miss Smith or Jones had still a very great 
deal to learn, and might have gone on to express some surprise that 
a Management, supposed to pride itself on rivalling The Frangais in 
the completeness of its ensemble, might, with the resources at its com- 
mand, have selected a more experienced representative of even such 
a comparatively unimportant character as that of Blanche Haye, 

Beyond saying this, the subject, as a question of Dramatic Art, is 
not worth another line, or another thought. The curiosity of “ The 
Town” has been aroused, and the Haymarket Management will 
reap the benefit of an astute speculation. 

As to the piece (unfortunately, a secondary consideration), Mr. 
Aethtjb. Cecil made the sort of comfortable Russian Prince who 
would be easily captured in the first Crimean skirmish by anybody 
capable of running a trifle faster than a tortoise ; Mr. Pinero was a 
melodramatically villanous Sir Alexander Shendryn ; Mr. Conwat 



Scene from “ ^Arlequin ’Appy ’Ours ; or, The Magic Pudding-Cloth 
and the Apron of the cold Pie-anear! ” 


a gallant Angus (one must always speak of Mr. Conwat as a 
“gallant” something); Mr. Bancroft an amusing Bugh Chalcot, 
mth excellent imitations of the late Mr. Buckstone (scarcely appre- 
ciated by the present generation), and his Pantaloon business with 
the jam-pot and leg-of-mutton in the Third Act, was evidently the 
result of a thoroughly conscientious and exhaustive study of the 
Oldest Masters in this line ; Mr. Smeplet was an officer-like Captain 
Samprey ; and Mr. C. Brookfield a soldier-like Sergeant Jones, 
But this last actor is a thorough Artist. 

Miss Le TmERE was an admirable Lady Shendryn, that is if 
Lady Shendrynwsis ever intended by the Author to he anything like 
Miss Le Thiere ; Mrs. Hovice was a passable Blanche Ilaye ; and 
inimitable Mrs. Bancroft was as good as ever as Mary Netley, whose 
fun, spurt, and ‘‘go,” have always saved the limping Third Act, 
and with it the piece, of which only the Second Act is worth any- 
thing at all ; and the working up of that to its climax of the depar- 
ture of the troops with the band playing the National Anthem, is a 
masterpiece of stage-craft. 

A propos of debutantes, a version of Le Mari de la Debutante is 
to he done at the Court Theatre after the present run of Engaged, 

Her Capital performance of The Flying Dutchman, 

A genuine success. Good chorus — better hand, and very excellent 
smgers. Mr. Rosa has our best thanks for thus preparing onr 
musical digestions for the heavier Wagnerian banquets promised us 
m the Spring, and should the success of the twin enterprises in store 
for all good Wagnerites equal that obtained by Monday’s perform- 
ance, the Composer’s lot ’s indeed a happy one — happy one. 

As Vanderdechen, Mr. Ludwig is as picturesque and accursed- 
looking as any even a Head-centre — could desire, and as good 

a singer as any Public could wish for. Miss Yalleria’s Senta is 




Chorus of Doubled-up Dutchmen in a Squall. 


only really funny when he wishes to be impressive : he possesses, 
however, a fine voice, and knows how to use it to advantage. He 
pomises weU, but as ^ret his performance is not equal to his promise, 

Mr. Randegger guided the vessel skilfully over various shoals and 
quicksandsj and brought her safely to her doom. How grand 
are the billows 
through which 
the Dutchman 
wrecklessly sails ! 

A shilling a night 
per billow - boy 
these must he at 
least; which comes 
expensive, unless 
there’s a reduc- 
tion on taking a 
quantity. Poor 
JSric! it he hadn’t 
sung out strongly 
once and away, his 
performance , 
rather a jerky one, 
might have result- 
ed in hvst-eric. . 

But it didn’t : on ; 
the contrary, he } 
narrowly escaped 
an encore, 

Senta SutA Van- 
derdechen rising “ I 'm looking at you ! '' 

from the ^ deep, 

deep sea, sing, “Here we go up, up, up!” while the phantom, 
but muscular crew, which belongs to that one nation which cannot 
be mentioned to ears polite, sing, “Here we go down, down, 
down 0 I ” as the Demon Ship is engidphed in the shilling-a-iiighters, 
and is seen no more. 

The Globe,-— Merivale’s Cynic is the work of a clever writer 
who has got a great idea on the brain of turning the Old Faust into 
a “ Modern Faust,” just as Mr, Dich had Ring Charles’s trouble 
in his head, only without the relief that had been invented fox 
Mr, Dich, namely, of putting King Charles’s trouble into one 
book, and bis own work into another. 

Absolutely nothing comes of this meddling with Faust except 
muddling. Mr. Hermann Vezin, as Count Lestrange, looks some- 
thing between a crushed tragedian and a professional conjuror— 
“ evening parties attended ’’—who, like the official from the Heralds’ 
College when he got the procession into a hopeless tangle, “ does not 
even understand his own stupid business.” 

The motive of the play is the desire on the part of a certain Lady 
Luscpmhe to obtain from this sham-Mephistopheles, but real stage 
villain of the old type, some letters of hers, the publication oi 
which, as she is a widow with a very queer character, cannot dc 
her much harm. Faust is represented by Guy Faitcii^ the rapid 
pronunciation of whose name perpetually recalls the Fifth of Novem- 
ber. The equivalent for Gretchen is Mrs, Brent^ a larky ^ass- 
widow (Miss Litton), who has a strong love-scene with the above- 
mentioned Guy. The Crushed Tragedian has several good things 
to say, and a style of occasionally sermonising, — after im 
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Guy Fox and Daisy Grapes. 

siderable success. Much of the dialogue, though some- 
what forced, and far too elaborated, is, excei3tionally 
good. The puzzle is to find the Cynic. Which is the 
Cynic ? 

LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

A Song with a Light Catarrh AccoTYi^animent, 

Ammo ! atuhoo ! You ask me to write ? 

I ’m coughing all day and I sneezing all night ; 
My eyes are so tearful I scarcely; can see, 

And pens, ink, and paper are poison to me. 

Atishoo I atishoo! My nose is quite red— 

Pray how can I write with a cold in my head ? 

Atishoo ! atishoo 1 You ask me to laugh ? 

When hot water-gruel I gruesomely quafiE ; 

E^en warm mustard plasters can scarcely inspire 
This dismal old Ehymer who groans by the £re. 
Atishoo ! atishoo I Your feelings are dead, 

To think I can laugh with a cold in my head ? 

Atishoo ! atishoo ! You ask me to joke ? 

When any exertion impels me to choke ; 

My chilly brain reels at the thought of a pun, 

And frozen is all my perennial fun. 

Atishoo I atishoo ! My brain is like lead — 

For pray who can joke with a cold in his head 

Atishoo ! atishoo ! You ask me to sing ? 

And think I can carol like lark on the wing ; 

My harp is unstrung, and I can’t sing a note, 

But ruefully groan with a horrid sore throat. 
Atishoo I atishoo ! I should be in bed— 

For how can I sing with a cold in my head P * 

Plenty of room for it.— En. 


ACCORDING TO REGULATION ? 

Scene— -4 Battle-Field, Enter British General at the head of the British Army, 

British General [producing a little Bed Booh labelled Field Fxercises^^), 
Now, my lads, I trust you toI be worthy of the reputation for discipline and 
steadiness gained by your ancestors some seventy years ago in the Peninsula. | 
You will be careful to keep your dressing. Eemember that your front is that 
what you see before you until you are turned about, when your new front 
will not be your front at all, but your rear. Now, I hope you clearly under- 
stand me. 

Aide de Camp [interrupting). Beg your pardon, Sir, but I think the enemy 
is advancing. 

British General [angrily). Silence, Sir ! How dare you address your Supe- 
rior Ofidoer P [Turning to Army.) Then, as you know, your right hand is not 
your left hand when you have your proper front. When you are turned about, 
however, your right hand wiU then be your left hand, and your left hand will i 
be your right hand. Your right your left, and your left your right, don’t you 
see P 

Aide de Camp [faintly). Please, Sir, I am mortally wounded by a ride-bullet 
fired at two thousand yards’ distance. 

British General. Yery sorry to hear it. You can lie down, but take care i 
not to lose your dressing. ( Turning once more to the Army.) When you have 
to deploy, you will do it by fours when so directed. 

Enemy [suddenly appearing). Boo ! 

British General [startled). EAXiol You have come too soon ! I say, go 
back I [To Officer commanding Enemy.) Retire your men, Sir ! ( Wildly 
referring to Bed Booh.) Deploy to the right on No. 1, I should say change 
front to the left. [First cannon-ball — British General loses his head figuratively). 
Here, hi I Keep your dressing I Break ofiE files to the right ! Stop, I say ! 
Give me time to fid the proper page ! ^ c 

[Second cannon-ball— BTitim General loses his head actually. The Scene 
and the Enemy close in upon the British Army together. Curtain ! 


Me. Beadlaugh, M.P., says it is his positive intention to present himself at 
the table of the House at the earliest possible moment on the afternoon of the 
7th of February. Will he take his oath of it P Already the Sergeant-at-Arms 
is going through his drill preparing to receive BEADLAuait. Chuckers-out ” 
may apply. 
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LOOKING m THE CRYSTAL. 

Invited to assist at some experiments, by the Chairman and 
Directors of the United Asbestos Company Limited, Tour Scientific 
Commissioner took himself to the Crystal Palace on Satipday, the 
14th of January last. He was prepared to test everything placed 
before him. He had a small but complete ease of chemicals in his 
left-hand coat pocket, and several electrical batteries in other 
sartorial receptacles. He was ready to give the fruits of many 
years of earnest study, to any matter reguiring his attention. His 
head was as clear as a bell, ms hand as steady as a mountain. 

On reaching Sydenham, he was informed that the experiments had 
been postponed, to suit the convenience of the Lord Mayor of London 
who was most anxious to be present at the^ luncheon. ‘‘The 
Luncheon!” murmured Your Scientific Commissioner, and he turned 
with increased attention to the card of invitation that had been for- 
warded to him. It was then that he read the following satisfaction- 
creating words, “ Luncheon at two o’clock in the Marble Hall, at the 
south end of the Palace. Experiments immediately afterwards.” 
The announcement did not take Your Scientific Commissioner alto- 
gether by surprise. He had heard that the experiments were to be 
connected with “ the devouring element.” Your Commissioner felt 
that he was quite capable of representing the Devouring Element. 
Your friend Mrs. Ramsbotham might have said “ Elephant.” 

It was not difdcult to find the Marble Hall. Placards pointed the 
way in all directions, “ to tha Asbestos Luncheon,” and assisted the 
guests in the discovery of the viands upon which they had been 
invited to experimentalise. A goodly crowd soon congregated in an 
ante-room, and were urged to apply ‘‘the devouring element” upon 
some sherry and bisctdts. While this interesting “illustration ” was 
going on, circulars^ on green paper, giving ^the “ list of invited 
guests,” were distributed, so that those who were present should 
learn the names and positions of their fellow-revellers. Then it was 
that the guests found that Jones, Esq.” was to be of the party, 
and the delight became almost delirious. Then it was that a 
“Mr. Brown” and a “Mr. Smith:” were both identified in the 
catalogue, and the joy grew quite hysterical. 

“ Q-entlemen,” said an aged reveller, “be kind enough to follow 
the Lord Mayor and myself.” 

The scientific body moved like one man, and soon had seated them- 
selves at tables covered with dainties. 

The first experiment had to do with soup. Two sorts were placed 
before the mock-turtle dixi^Jardiniere—zjA both disappeared ; 

with equal rapidity. Then came five sorts of fish, which yielded as 
readily to “ the devouring element.” Then followed entrees^ re- 
moves, and sweets. All vanished as if by magic. Hook, sherry, 
and champagne were laid on, but without any great efieet. The 
work of destruction seemed rather to increase than to decrease as 
the liquid played into the glasses. Everyone seemed satisfied with 
I the experiments. Captain Shaw, the Life (Insurance) Gruardsman, 
tested the strength of the jellies to the utmost, and the Lord Mayor 
seemed quite at home in knocking down the crusts of the rhubarb- 
tarts, The Stage was ably represented by “ Hare and Kendal,” 
the well-known firm of Solicitors— beg pardon— Theatrical Managers. 


Later on, another semi-anonymous personage (who apparently was 
I “quite an amusing rattle”) put in an appearance— a gentleman 
who signs himself “ Monceton,” and who. Your Commissioner was 
informed, is the Town Crier, or the Town Clerk, or something of 
that sort, in the City. Altogether, the experimentalists formed a 
very merry family. 

^ter the luncheon had been subjected to a thousand thoroughly 
searching tests, the Chairman rose, amidst much cordiality, ^ to 
announce that there would be no toasts. He added something which 
did not catch the ear of Your Scientific Commissioner, and the party 
separated highly delighted with all they had seen, heard, and— last, 
but not least— had tasted. 

On the following day the papers contained some interesting ac- 
counts of the doings of the United Asbestos Company Limited, Ho 
doubt there was a good reason for these favourable reports. The 
luncheon was excellent, consequently it is more than possible— nay, 
highly probable— that the Eire-Proof Paint was quite infiammable. 
At least this, after much careful consideration, is the deliberate 
opinion of Your Scientific Commissioner, who subsequently got into 
the wrong train, went fast asleep, dreamt that he “ dwelt in marble 
halls,” and woke up at Croydon. 


THE BALLAD OF THE BAROMETER, 

[On January 17 the Barometer was higher than it has been for forty years.] 

“ Oh, what will he the weather ? ” the scared Householder would cry, 
When seeing that his aneroid was waltzing up so high ; 

“ There’s nothing that ’s remarkable about my calm thermometer. 
But, hang me, if I know what’s come to-day to that Barometer ! ” 

“ What ’s next ? ” the British Farmer said. “ Here ’s one day wrapt 
in gloom, 

One cold and frosty, then one day strange flowers are out in bloom. 

I test the strength of my cows’ milk with what ’s called a lactometer, 
But that ne’er dances up and down like this insane Barometer.” 

‘ ‘ The weather ’s queer,” the Tourist said. ‘ ‘ One day my wraps I need, 
The next I stroll along without my coat, from trammels freed ; 

I measure every stride I take by accurate pedometer, 

Aud that I well can understand, hut not this wild Barometer.” 

The Meteorologist was charmed to see it upward rise. 

Ouoth he, “ This curious incident will cause some folks surprise. 

But those who read the signs of storms, and nse the electrometer, 

Are not alarmed to see the tricks now played by the Barometer.” ^ 

But quiet folk exclaimed, “ Oh dear, we ’re very much perplext I 
What horrid atmospheric change can now be coming next ? 

Does this portend a fall of snow, the advent of a cometjor 
A fearsome storm ? What does it mean, this rise in the Barometer ? ” 

Panic on the Bourse. — An English stock-broker writes from 
Paris to say, that, though he doesn’t understand French, yet he was 
I quite capable of appreciating the exclamation, uttered in various 
1 tones on January 19, “ 0 mong Share J ” 
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POET’S CORNER; 

Ofy Nonsense Rhymes on well-Jmoion 
Names. 

(*‘ The Lily and the at the 
EayniarheL ) 

Sats the Lily to the B., 
make £. s. 

Savs the B. to the Lily, 

“ We ’re a Merry Fa-mily ! ” 

( The Great Billiard Match , ) 
Says Cook to Eobekts, 

“ My pocket this job hurts.” 
Says Eobeets to Cook, 

“ I Ve made a big book.” 

[The Cynic.) 

Says Yezin to Meeitale, 

“ My part "went very veil.” 
Says Meeitale to Yezin, 

“ You ’re Mephistophe/^s in.” 

Says Miss Litton to Hermann, 
“ t like Gretchen in German.” 
Says Hermann to Miss Litton, 
“ But mine *5 so well written.” 

[A Scene in Court.) 

Says Field to Cock, 

“My feelings you shock.” 
Says Cock to Field, 

“ 1 only appealed.” 


New Books. 

Remarkable Hall. By the 
Author of Strange Chapman. 

North Riding Election. By 
the Author of Jem's Hopes and 
How they were Realised. 

What 's that to You f By the 
Author of Who 's Who f 

A Reality at Marlborough 
Street. By the Author of A Ro- 
mance of Regent Street. 


An irritable Correspondent 
writes to us “ The Ladies on the 
School Board are becoming a 
nuisance. Can’t they be re- 
moved?” Yes, one of our 
eminent caricaturists will take 
them off. 


The Electric Light is to be used 
at Waterloo Place, Piccadilly 
Circus, and Eegent Street, where 
they are now Laing it on. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 68. 



SIE JOHN GILBERT, E.A. 

In him those wholly antique Hours are seen, 

To Art an Ornament, himself, and true. 
Leaving to crazy Limners pale sage Green 
To clothe limp lanky Forms of sickly Hue, 

But him as for a Map doth Nature store, 

To SHOW false Art true Chivalry op yore. 

Sonnets hy Will Shakspeare. [New Version.) 


THE NEW CLUB RULES. 

[Dedicated to All and Stendry.) 

1. That the Club he started for 
the purposes of gambling. 

2. That gambling being a means 
towards making money, no foolish 
obstructions shall be placed in the 
way of this laudable end. 

3. That every Player shall he 
provided hy the proprietor with 
a trick-coat. 

4. That every Player shall pro- 
vide his own Cards. 

5. That no Player shall he al- 
lowed to cut, shufSle, deal, or in 
any way interfere with another 
Player’s cards. 

6. That the game he Baccarat. 

7. That if a Player prefer to sit 
on the table while dealing, he shall 
do so. 

8. That if a Player choose to 
shulBe the cards under the table, 
he shall do so. 

9. That should Members count 
the refuse cards at the end of 
the game and find too many, the 
same be not considered a sign of 
aught unfair. 

10. That the discovery of any 
number of nines in a Player’s 
sleeve or on a Players’ lap shall 
not militate against that gentle- 
man’s character as a man of 
honour. 

11. That the Game be played 
on strictly ready-money princi- 
ples, 

12. That I.O.U.’s he considered 
ready money. 


Saudriugham Sonnet. 

Take the hells and ring ’em 
Toole ’s played at Sanaringham. 

Who will come next ? 
Bancrofts I s’poses 
Not the Two Roses. 

Won’t Bruce he vex’d ! 


Mrs. Eamsbotram’s coachman 
got into a difficulty, and then 
into a police-court. “ Poor man ! ” 
said the charitable lady, ** ho 
doesn’t know the difference be- 
tween meum and teum." 


MUNICIPAL EEPOEM. 

Mr. Punch’s Sanctum. Time— 12’30 a.m. 

Me. Punch discover ed^ hospitably entertaining Gog and Magog, 

Mr. R. Well, Gentlemen, I should much like to hear what, from 
your long experience, you think of the proposal to abolish the old 
Corporation r 

Magog. Abolish the Corporation! then abolish the House of 
Lords, abolish the Monarchy, abolish the Eights of Property, abolish 
all grand old customs, abolish us ! 

Mr. R. Ah, that would be sad indeed, especially if it included the 
annual custom of counting the six horse-shoes and the sixty-one 
nails, and the chopping of the faggots ! But what say you, Mr. Gog ? 
Mix yourself another glass, and fire away, 

^ Gag [who helps himself as directed, and then fires away). Well, 
Sir, you see Magog is just a little i^etuous, p’raps arising from his 
always being on the hot side of the Hall, whereas, my place being on 
the North side, I am naturally cooler, and can take a more rational 
view of things, and I’ve long seen that something was coming, 
and, in truth, that something ought to come, but abolition would be 
simply monstrous. My Masters ain’t perfect, no set of men can be, 
I suppose, but from what I hears and sees, they do a wonderful 
amount of good in a quiet unpretending way. The Improvements 


in the City Streets during the last twenty years or so are something 
wonderful. Magog and 1 generally take a stroll about once a month 
or so to see how things are going on, and its reaUy something extra- 
ordinary. Look at Cannon Street, and Gresham Street, and Ludgate 
Hill, and the Poultry, aud the Holborn Yiaduct, and think what 
they must have cost, when I ’ve sometimes heard ’em say they ’ve 
had to give a sovereign a square foot for some of ’em. And then, 
how beautifully clean they ’re kept I I ’ ve got a list here of some of 
the things as they’ve done during the last fifteen years, which 
perhaps you ’ll allow me to read. [Reads.) 

“ They have, during that time, rebuilt Blackfriars Bridge. They 
have purchased Southwark Bridge and freed it from toll. They 
have erected three large Markets, They have housed 1,000 people in 
comfortable healthy dwellings. They have restored their historical 
Guildhall to all its pristine beauty. They; have erected a magnifi- 
cent Free Library and Museum, that were visited last year by nearly 
400,000 persons, the Library having had more readers than even that 
of the British Museum. They are erecting a large and handsome 
building for their admirable City School, on a site valued at £90,000, 
which said school has had, and is having, a most brilliant success, 
equal to that of any public school of modern times. And all this 
has been done without the cost of a single shilling to the Rate- 
payers either of the City or the Metropolis.” 

Mr. R. And they have also erected, have they not, a worse than 
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Scene — At a Locked Gate, 

Timid S^ortsi/Yian on weedy mount {to Rustic on gate). ^‘N'ow then, m* Lad, take that Gate off its hinges, will yer ? 
Rustic. “What’ll yee giv’ me?” Sportsman. “A Copper, p’r’aps.” 

Rustic {preparing to cut). “ Then I ’m blessed if yer ain’t as big a Screw as yer ’Oss ! ” [Outs off. 


useless Memorial at Temple Bar, surmouuted hj a Griffin perfectly 
awful in its ugliness. 

Gog. But which, Sir, thanks to you, has contributed largely to 
the amusement of mankind. 

Mr, P. You have taxes upon Coals and Corn and Wine, have you 
not ? Surely these seem anomalies in these days of Free Trade ? ^ 

Gog, Well, you see, Sir, money must be found somehow for im- 
provements ; and as a man may eat 150 half-quartern loaves and 
drink a dozen bottles of wine before his taxes amount to one penny, 
that is not a very heavy burden. {Reads,) 

With their small tax of fourpence per ton upon coals, they have 
made Cannon Street and the magnificent Holborn Yiaduct, and with 
the proceeds of a still smaller tax upon foreign corn — so infinitesimal 
that a man must consume 75^ quartern-loaves before his tax amounts 
to a single farthing, and in exchange for which they willingly sacri- 
ficed a revenue of £9,000 a year — ^they have been enabled to complete 
the purchase of a beautiful Park of 80 acres at West Ham, one of 
the poorest parishes in the whole Metropolis, with a swarming popu- 
lation of 130,000 souls, to purchase beautiful Burnham Beeches, the 
delight of our Artists and all lovers of 17ature when seen at her very 
best, to promise a contribution of £5,000 towards ‘Paddington 
Park,’ and, far beyond all, to secure for ever for the healthful 
recreation and enjoyment of the People, no less than 5,600 acres of 
Epping Forest, doubtless the noblest recreation-ground in Europe I 

“ In addition to this, they have under consideration the preservation 
of Coulsdon and the neighbouring Commons, of Banstead Downs, 
and of Dartford Brent ; and the mere knowledge that they are 
always ready to come forward in all similar cases, prevents similar 
attempts being made elsewhere. 

“ The Freedom of the City, although it may not be literally true 
that, as the Marquis of Salisbury said, ‘ it is an honour greater 
than any in the power of the Crown to bestow,^ yet it is no doubt 
an honour highly prized and highly appreciated by all public men.” 

Mr, P. True. {Theymix^ and sip,) You are very wealthy, are 
you not ? 

Gog. Well, I suppose we are what a poor devil of a Barrister would 
call rich, but what many of our Dukes and Earls would call poor. I 


am told that if the whole of it was taken from us and given to the 
entire Metropolis it would not save ’em more than a penny in the 
pound. ! 

Mr, P. Why not devote more of it to the encouragement of Art ? 

Gog, We do devote a considerable portion of it to Art. We have 
the fi.est collection of Modern Sculptures in the Kingdom, we have 
lately established the most successful School of Music in the Metropolis, 
if not in Europe, and are about to establish a School of Art for 
Painting and Sculpture. 

Mr, P, Well, Gentlemen, I am much pleased with your visit, but 
will not trouble you further to-night.^ 

Gog, There ’s one other matter, Sir, I should like to allude to. 
Mr, Punch and his illustrious ancestors in Italy have always been 
in favour of a greater mingling of classes than at present exists. 
Now what can be a greater step toward that desirable end than the 
election of a tradesman of the City of London to the office of Lord 
Mayor ? 

« Mr, P, How so, Mr. Gog ? Explain what you mean. 

Gog, Certainly, Sir. A man who is elected Lord Mayor, steps out 
of his warehouse, or out of his counting-house, or out of his shop, 
into the Mansion House, and then receives, as his guests. Royal 
Princes, Ministers of State, Judges, Bishops, and even Marquises 
and Dukes, 

Mr, P, Come, come, Mr. Gog ! I think you are going a little too 
far — are you not ? Surely, no Lord Mayor steps from his shop to 
the Mansion House ! 

Gog, Oh yes, he does, though, and sometimes hasn’t far to go. I 
remember very well when the Gxjeen first came to Guildhall, Mr, 
Cowan was Lord Mayor, and he sold candles just opposite the Mansion 
House. He was a very small man, and when the ^ Gueen first saw 
him, she turned round to Lord Melbourne, and said, “ What a nice 
little Lord Mayor ! ” I suppose she sympathised with his small 
stature, for she afterwards made him Sir John Cowan, Bart., 
despite his candle-shop. 

Mr, P, Well, .there really is something in what you say, though 
perhaps not quite so much as you seem to think ; however, I am very 

glad to have seen you, and no doubt 

[ Cock crows, and Gog and Magog disappear. 
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MOOTE OKRW. \ 

{By Our Own Correspondent . ) ! 

To leave the fogs and mtid of London, to leave the sombre gaieties | 
of English holiday time, and to exchange for them the warmth and 
brilliancy of a Mediterranean winter, the langhter-loving life of the j 
children of the sunny South ; this, indeed, is what the happy man 
does who hurries vid Paris and Marseilles to the delectable spot where 
I aitt located. I am writing after a dainty, delicate, dejeuner, which 
reminds me in its contrast to the monotonous, uninviting, breakfasts 
of home, by an open window. Around it cluster pomegranate, 
honeysuckle, and passion-flowers. The scent of jessamine is strong 
on the balmy breezes, and the roses, and the myrtles, the lilies, and 
the violets lend their fragrance. Before me are the calm, bright, 
blue Mediterranean waters, reflecting a sky as azure as themselves. 
Here and there are seen the white sails of the graceful feluccas. 
Nature renders this one glorious paradise. And worn have you in 
London left ? Carriage after carriage rolls by containing all that is 

f reat and good and beautiful in society. Darling duchesses of 
Ingland, fair princesses of Bussia, sweet grafinns of Q-ermany, 
ravishing marquises of France, are all represented. The Jockey Club 
L as sent a strong contingent,^ the G-uards must be empty. The pigeon 
shooting promises to be admirable, the racing will be equal to that of 
Liverpool, and the tables are surrounded by an eager, joyous crowd. 
No more at present. I will hear the nightingales sing in the orange 
groves. 

•'Wrote above before I started. Weather beastly. 
Lobelia broke down when winning. Ghm beats bird and bird beats 
gun, always at wrong times. Not a soul here except cads. Advocate 
the abolition of gaming-tables. They ought to be put down. 
My hotel most uncomfortable. Send me money at once, as I am in 
pawn. Send it at once* 


UNDER WOODOOCK^S WING. 

{Scene from The Birds — Modern Version.) 

[A Conservative gathering was held in the Town Hall at "Woodstock on 
January 20, when the chair was occupied by Lord Randolph Chukchill, 
who, in introducing Lord Lvtton to the meeting, remarked that his Lord- 
ship’s public life had gained for him a world-wide reputation.] 

Woodcock { perching prominently and pluming himself proudly, 

I aside)* Hurroo This is jolly ! What folly to pooh-pooh my 
prospects of ruling ’em ! 

Birds are not all of them gulls, but there ’s nothing more easy than 
fooling ’em. 

Birds of a feather ? Ha! ha! Of the Walk who’d expect to see 
me Cock, . 

And trotting out under my wing this imposing Imperial Peacock r 
A little, alert, longirostral, impertinent pecker like m<?, too ! 

And yet playing Juno to him. Ah ! old Aquila really must see to 
The fowl he thought infinitesimal. As for our Owl, he ’s no go at all. 
Not longipennate enough for a leader of birds ; can’t e’en crow 
at all. 

Saturnine Yulture of Hatfield can claw and tear carrion decently, 
Still he is squeezable, yes, and has bowed at my altar quite recently. 
Now for my Peacock 1 {Aloud.) 0 Birds, just consider the tail of 
him! (To Peacock.) Spread it! 

{Aloud.) List to his honey-toned vmcel {To Peacock.) Fire 
away ! Do your trotter-out credit. 

Peacock* Aquila— gr-r-r ! he ’s the chief of the Chatterers, 

Jay iu prigged plumes, called an eagle by flatterers. 

(7 never borrow, nor feathers nor song-tunes. 

Sweet is my Pan-pipe, and never plays wrong tnnes.) 

A<^uila— br-r-r ! Me Jove’s bird ? He would skimp us 
Of space and plnmc-feathers. lie ’d narrow Olympus 
Clean down to a dunghill, and then he ’d not crow on it. 

He ’s all white feather. My nlumage has glow on it ; 

Colour and sheen ; my appendages caudal 
Have won admiration from Beakey — and Maudle. 

Beakey ! Ah, he was a bird now I He spotted me, — 

Don’t mean my tail— and position allotted me 
Near the far East’s new Imperial Juno, 

And how I sustained that high dignity you know. 

Aquila eugh ! He ’s a prig, predatory;, 

Robbed me of my perch, and our realm of its glory. 

0 my ornithological friends, I beseech you 
To let his two years of base blundering teach you 
He ’s far more rapacious than iiny black Raven, 

Than any poor Quail more confoundedly craven. 

More crass than a Goose, though more proud than a Turkey, 

Than silliest Ostrich more shifty and shirky. 

Less original much than a Bullfinch or Mocking Bird- 
In short— as my friend Woodcock whispers — a Shocking Bird! 

JDo pray turn him out of his nest and your graces, 

Of him and his brood we can well fill the places, 

While the Eagle-King’s post, which with hiyn is absurd, 

My dear Woodcock is ready to fill 

Woodcock ( promptly and emphatically) Like a Bird ! 1 ! 



Yeey Likely!— The Irish Land Act will probably be known as 
the 4Ath and 45th of Evictoria, Cap. 49. 


W" COERESBOITDENTS,— Xft no ease can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept. 
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DISTINCTLY PRECIOUS PANTOMIME. 

Hear Me. Punch, 

A Letter from “An Old Clown,” whidi 
recently appeared in your Contemporary, is all nonsense. 
Clowns, if they wish to keep their place upon the stage, 
must go with 'the times. They must become Esthetic. 
A long-haired Clown, a flabby Harlequin, an intense 
Pantaloon, and a Burnes-eTonesian Columbine, ^ would be 
a great success. Fancy a lugubrious Clown singing the 
following Yersion of 

HOT CODLIHS. 

Some f9olish young people, quite famous they got 

By posing, and talking— rot, rot, rot I 

They made themselves Guys, not fit to be seen. 

And they painted their walls a sad sage green ; 

They worsnipped in silence their white and blue, 

And their friends all said they were auite— 

Da-do, daflodUly, silly-billy, 

Sunflower, Botticelli, quite Too-too ! 

These foolish young people, they cared not a jot ,* 

They thought they knew what was what, what, what ! 
They painted poems they averred were good ; 

They sang sweet pictures that none understood. 

And though it was said they had no common sense. 

Everyone declared they were much too 

Da-do, daffodilly, silly-billy. 

Sunflower, Botticelli, quite Too-too ! 

Would not that be splendid ? I may inform you, in 
the strictest confidence, that Mr. E. L. Blanchard is 

S to write, for the Drury Lane Annual next season, 
3qmn Dado and the Sighing Sunflower; or^ the 
Languorous Lilies of Limpshire^ in which there will 
doubtless be an ample field for the display of the talents 
of Your obedient Servant, 

Bedford Barh» A Young Clown. 

Gambetta’s latest move will probably be known as 
“Gambetta’s Gambit;” sacrificing something to 

gain everything. Nous verrons, j 


HAMLET ON THE SITUATION, 

(Perplexed Premier ponders*) 

Clotxtre or no Cloture ? That is the question : — 

Whether ’tis better, on the whole, to suffer 
The waste and worry of malign Obstruction, 

Or to take arms against the plague of Spouters, 

And, by mouth-closing, foil them ? To rise— to vote— 

No more and, by a vote, to find we end 
The boredom and the thousand wanton “ blocks” 

The Session ^s heir to. ^Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To rise — to vote — 

To vote I Perchance to gag. Ay, there ’s the ruh ; 

For from that Vote what tyranny may come, 

When we have wriggled from Obstruction’s coil, 

Must give us pause. There ’s the consideration 

That makes endurance of so long a life 

For who would bear the quips and quirks of Bartlett, 

Tart Biggar’s tongue, O’Donnell’s contumely, 

The gibes of gadfly Gorst, Warton’s delay, 

The cheek of callow Churchill, and the spurns 
That patient Forster of rude Healt takes, 

When he to them might their quietus give 
With a bare majority ? Who ’d night-sittings bear 
To yawn and faint for twenty weary hours, 

But that the fear of after-hurt to Freedom,— 

That glory of our Country, whose wide bourn 
No Liberal would limit, clogs the will 
And makes us rather bear the ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we may not measure ? 

Thus Caution does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the Statesman’s native resolution, 

Is hampered by the cobweb coils of doubt 
And politicians of ^eat pith and prowess, 

From this reform their faces turn aside, 

Dreading the.name oi--- Cloture ! 

“Oh, the Song oe the Wooden Spoon!”— Ballad, 
written for the Last of the Wranglers, on the occasion of the disap- 
pearance of the gallant Senior Wrangler-ship in the waters of Oblivion. 


SKETCHES FROM 






















Oscar Wilde as BaroU Skimpole. Lord Alfred Paget as Captain Cuttle* 






Sir Wilfrid Lawson as Math Tapley. I. G. Biggar, M.P., as Quilp* 
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ATTITUDE OF 


GAMBETTA.” 


^^^WARE WlTr^ 

** Yesterday morning, while I was reading the English papers in one of the 
leading caji's, two deiectives entered, and requested that all copies of Fimch 
should be handed over to them immediately. Much to my regret, they left 
with them in their pockets. J ust imagine the progress which the Groman 
bureaucrats have made! They now actually understand English jokes 
written in the English language V*— Daily News Correspondent at Berlin. 

8iun AlUmandpmt avoir de V esprit is an old crux^ 

And it would not seem that Wit has yet contrived 

O’er the Teuton’s mental chaos to send forth that lax ! 

Which stupidity has never long survived. 

How one pities these poor Prussians, high or low, all humour-blind, 
Whom stern duty makes assayers, watchers, testers 

Of that Jack o’ Lantern, Wit 1 Who is much surprised to find 
That the Philistines are down on Jews and Jesters ? 

Geist well drilled is well enough, if it doesn’t take to mocking 
Great Panjandrums when they play the "fool—’ tis often ; 


But the nous that satirises— or succeeds— is simply shocking — 

An offence that neither race nor grace may soften. 

The alien who prospers, or who pleasantly pokes fxm, 

Has committed the unpardonable sin, 

To which the sole rejoinder of each Great official Gun 
Is the Dogberry ultimatum, “ liun him in I ” 

Pruss t). Proteus ? ’TwiU not do. Leave the Jester and the Jew, 
Both too subtle for all bonds mere force can forge. 

What can Iron do ’gainst Ironj;, or Blood against the True, 
Though its fancy- winged defiance raise your gorge ? 

There ’s a strength that ’s more enduring than the braAvny might 
of Edom, 

Brute oppression pales at last before its star, 

In the old eternal confiict, still renewed, ’twixt Force and Freedom, 
Truth and Wit are ever contraband of War ! 


Peoverb eoe PooIi.— a baU. in hand ’s worth two in baulk. 
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"THEEE’S LIEE IN THE OLD 
BOY YET/' 

{Few Version, Dedicated to the Directors and 
Shareholders of the London and South- 
Western Bailway Company , ) 

“ Serious Accident to a Railway Por- 
ter. — On Saturday last the oldest porter at 
Richmond Station, James Isted by name, better 
known as ‘ Old Jimmy,’ was knocked down whilst 
in the act of crossing the line, and sustained 
serious injuries which will incapacitate him from 
further duty, if indeed he should eyentually re- 
cover, which is somewhat doubtful. . . . Isted, 
who is sixty-one years of age, came to Richmond 
Station in 184:7, tne line having been opened to 
this town on the 27th of July, 1846. He was 
first employed at Nine Elms, and after that was 
sent to Hampton Court, from which station he 
was transferred to Richmond, where he has re- 
mained ever since, a period of about thirty-five 
years. The Company make no provision for their 
old worn-out employes, who may go on till they 
drop, or are knocked down and run over; but 
alive to the importance of filling up the gap, 
they have put on a boy, in the room of the old 
man, at more economical wages .” — Surrey Comet. 

For thirty-fiye years he has served them 
well, 

Though he ’s only a porter still, 

“ Old Jimmy who *s wellnigh worked his 
spell; 

He Can’t work, hut someone will. 

His duty ’s to swell the dividend — 

He ’s part of the common “ plant ” ; 

He may come like a cur to his worldly end, 
If he ’s told to work, and can’t. 

For the jolly Directors mnst rule the line, 
And the Shareholders pocket their due ; 
But a man who is spent, and his hack rack 
bent, 

Is not thought of at ‘Waterloo. 

For thirty-filve years he has battered along, 
’Mid snow-storm and rain and fog : 
When Steam was but weak, he was stout 
and strong, 

And now he must die like a dog. 

Now that Steam is strong, he ’s worn and 
grey, 

He has lost his manhood’s prime, 

And a stripling^ can do his work, they say. 

Yes, he ’s quite outlived his time. 

For the jolly Directors must have their fees, 
And the Shareholders get their ‘‘per-cent.” 
Since the life of a man is only a span, 
What matter if he he spent ? 


A SLOW-COACH RAILWAY COMPANY. 

Sir,— It is with unmixed feelings of pain 
and regret that I tell you my pitiful story ; 
a story of the woes of a constant traveller 
on the South-Eastern Line from London to 
Woolwich and hack again. 

For me, time is money, and I try to catch 
the hours as they fly, and turn them into 
golden guineas, or half-guineas, as the case 
may be. But for the Directors of the South- 
Eastern, and, I presume, for the Share- 
holders too, time is not money. They are 
not slaves; so for the ridicnlous sum of 
half-a-crown, I am leisurely conveyed to 
Woolwich, a distance of about ten mues, in 
something over an honr, and as leisurely 
brought home again. Twenty minutes of 
the hour are occupied on the journey (in- 
cluding stoppages, unaccountable or other- 
wise) to Cannon Street, where ten minutes 
are allowed, for refreshment ^presumably; 
as, for aught I know, the Directors have 
some such contract with the owners of the 
refreshment-bar as exists at Swindon and 
other half-way Stations, where delay is com- 
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“the QUEEN’S ENGLISH” (OR SCOTCH). 

Minister, “Weel, John, an hoc did ye like ma Son’s discoorse?” 

John, “ Weel, Mbenister, ah maun admeet he’s vera Soond, but, oh Man ! he’s no 
Deep! His Pronooncia tion ’s no vera gweed ; but ah ’ve nae doobt he ’ll impruv’ ! ’ 

pulsory. From Cannon Street a slow progress, diversified by stoppages at and between Stations, 
renders the 3 oumev a memorable one, and tends to impress vividly on the mind the various cou- 
spicuous objects of an extremely uninteresting country, until arrived at Woolwich, wearied i 
with repeated delays, and sorely tried as to temper, the unfortunate traveller finds that it is 
about time to commence his return journey. ^ Thank Providence, I have no further experience 
of this dilatory Company ; but should this line of conduct be extended to their other routes, 
the sooner the conduct of this line is amended the better. - . n 

Railway travelling, however suited to the practical study of geography, was not originally 
intended for this sole purpose. Why not m^e the Directors of this Slow-Coach Company 
Fellows of the Royal Q-eographical Society, and let them hand over their duties to men with 
a more intimate knowledge of Railway Management P Yours, Rusty Cuss. 

The Mathematical Tripos.— Mrs. Ramsbotham is very glad to hear that the dis- 
tinguished foreigner, Signor Rangla, has been banished from Cambridge, where, she says, 
every title should be thoroughly English. 
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TENORS, TELEPHONES, AND T^OPERA. 

fl ^ ^ EMhave had “the three 

I ^ “the 

1/ A K. ” ”” ^I'^^STORE 

J Gambetta — {ahsit 

\1 \ omen!) — and now we 

W 

A ® \ r*^ —Herbert Geabstore, 

CA ^ Herbert Bismarck, and 

a\' #!■ Herbert Reeyes. The 

appeared as a real 

K ii!l chip of the old block — 

IH Ip first-rate block too, still, 

such a real head of 
hair— at the first of Mr. 

^"3 ft Reeyes’s series of 

Concerts at St. James’s 
{f %XQdii tenor 

\ unable to sing all the 

music set down for him, 

^ ^ c«y’’— was giYen in his 

, , n own inimitable style; and 

the latter was, both dramatically and Yocally, as effective as ever. 
Madame Marie Rozb was enthusiastically encored in her duet with 
Mr. Nicholson as a mocking-bird per- 
ched on his own fiute, and hopping 

from note to note in the most ISffi 

delightfully impudent and irritating 

manner. Shut your eyes, and there j| ^ 

was the Mocking-Bird; open them, 

and there was Mr. Nicholson. jP^f 

What a pity he couldn’t appear in 

full plumage, with a false head like I 

Mr. *, 5 ’Arry Jackson in the Drury 

Lane Pantomime, and tootle on the ,i!;!;| ;,"' 1 1 

fiootlehthrough his beak ! Perhaps " ^ * I 

and the duet might^ be callef “ Tlie '^|||k ^ ■ 
jRo 2 e and the Mocking-Bird,^^ i, 

Mr. Baritone Footb^ gave the |P^ 
popular Jolly Miller in first-rate ^ ^ 

style ; but why can’t he get the Sings Reeves in his Farewell, or 
words hy heart instead of having to Ta' Ta’ Concerts, 

refer to them every other minute to 

refresh his apppently very treacherous memory ? The effect of the 
song, as given in this way, is this : — 

Mr, B, F, {sings lustily]— 

There was a jolly Miller once 
Lived on the river 

(Suddenly forgets where on earth the Miller lived, and refers to book— oh, 

yes, that* sit) Dee; 

He worked and sang from morn till 

(Let me see up to what hour did the Qentleman — oh, yes, hy referring to 

the printed booh 1 remember it was) night I 

No lark more hUthe than he. ’ 

(Looking round boldly and cheerily at the audience) 

And this the burden of his song 
For ever used to be, 

^ “ I care for nobody, no, not I 

{Let me see — is itf And nobody cares*'* ? — ah ! — of course — where is it? 
A.h, yes, that *s it — “ I care for nobody, no, not 1 — If ” — sings defiantly ) — 
If nobody cares for me.” 

In the intervals of the Concert we contrived to get to the Bristol 
Hotel and avail onrselves of the United Telephone Company’s invi- 
tation to ear;^tnes8 the performance of The Mascotto through the 
telephone. We heard one of Miss Cameron’s songs, and a chorus, 
perfectly; the only defect being that there seemed to be the gruff 
voice of a grumpy person trying to join very jerkily in the music 
which came in at pur left ear, and didn’t go out at the other. Whether 
the fault was with ourselves, or with the machine, or with some- 
body in Mr. B^nberson’s company, we were at a loss to determine. 
Lould the gruff person’s attempt have been the voice of that eminent 
vocalist, Lionel Brouoh ? It might have been so, as we beard 
nis dulcet tones most distinctly at the commencement of the dialogue 
vrhen, by tlie my, everybodv dropped the telephones with a sigh, and 
resumed the conversation which had been interrupted by the necessity 
tor silence during the per-telephonic performance of the music. 

^BLAKE s eaxhon transmitters are fixed at the back of the Prosce- 
^ 1 ?^ A yet we didu’t hear a single sound 

when the Act-Drop was down and the carpenters must have been 
setting the next Scene. Of course, unless Mr. Alex. Henderson’s 


Stage Manager has given the very strictest orders as to silence during 
this interval, it was quite on the cards, though not included in the 
programme of the telephonic entertainment, that a few energetic ex- 
pressions from the Stage Manager or the master carpenter, or from 
the prompter, when somebody or something wasn’t quite ready might 
have reached us ; but we might have been present at the burial of Sir 
John Moore, when “not a sound was heard,” so mute was every- 
thing and everybody until the Orchestra began to tune up. Alto- 
gether we can safely affirm it to he the first and only time we have 
experienced the sensation of a real “singing in one’s ears” with 
genuine pleasure. 

At JSer 3fafesty's,— To announce a popular Opera like Carmen is 
sufficient to attract a big house ; to let it be known that the public 
will hear a really good all-round performance of it from Mr. Carl 
Rosa’s Company ought to be enough to double the attendance on the 
occasion of its second representation. Shortcomings there must 
be in satisfactorily carrying out such a difficult enterprise as this, 
and we sincerely trust that Mr. Rosa’s efforts will not go unre- 
I warded, and that at no very distant time, as there are theatres 
springing up iu all directions, 

I one of them at least may be de- 

voted for nine months in the year Ww 

to Operas in English. 

The notion that Operas must ^ 
necessarily be in Italian, that 
their performance must be re- 
stricted to singers with foreign 
names, and that the enjoyment 
of them must he confined to the i 

i extremely - well - to - do-class, is, ' 

I we trust, fast dying out ; and to , ■ 

I judge from the crowded appear- 1 .1 \W\ . 

I ance of the cheaper part of Her 1 'W 

Majesty’s, and, above all from Jia' 


the judicious applause bestowed 
on tne performance, it is certain 
that we have in London a public 
as capable of appreciating a good 
operatic entertainment, as dis- 
criminatingj and as demonstra- 
tive as any in Europe. 

Miss Lilian la Rue played the 
Gipsy Girl for, we believe, the first 


Cooling down, or Carmen herself with 
a fan. 

“Hero ’s (La) Rue for you.” — Hamlet, 


Sings Reeves in his Farewell, or 
Ta' Ta’ Concerts, 


time in London, and achieved a marked success. She throws herself 
into the part with thorough abandon, and is not afraid of bringing 
out its fiashes of comedy, nor of giving full play to its melodramatic 
intensity. Yet in her anxiety not to lose a point she throws into 
the Gipsy Girl somewhat too much the chic of an Opera-houffe 
heroine, whose second nature is a habit of perpetually posing in 
some attitude which she thinks would suit her best iu a likeness 
taken of her in costume by GrLvin, or by the Downey photographer. 
A touch of this chic occasionally is quite in character, but it should 
not he the pervading tone. This trilling fault we hold to he mainly 
attributable to the high-heeled shoes. Miss La Rue’s first two Acts 
were musically better than her third ; but she finished well, and all ’s 
well that does that. 

Mr. Fred. C. Packard sang Lon Jose better than he played him, 

being rather too 
dignified and un- 
^ impulsive for a 

ft /[ lover. But we are 

prepared to 

^ A Wi 

/ ‘ he the more cor- 

( __ ni ' f, reot reading of the 


part of the dashing 
Young Sergeant, 


'*■ ^ ' thrown ^ over an 

^ J 1 1 I ^ affectionate cousin, 

"" the love of Carmen, 

^ tKe character be 
regarded from a 

diving the Toreador a little assistance in the air. moral and military 

Horn accompaniment. point of view, HlS 

. regimental train- 

ing would naturally make him stiff, and conscience would beperpetu- 
^iy giving him twinges, to which the agony of tight patent-leather 
boots on a Regent Street pavement in July would he nothing by 
comparison. 

Mr. 'Walter Bolton, as the Toreador, disappointed us hotk in 
mnging and acting. There was no heart about the great song ; and the 
Chorus, apparently depressed hy the Toreador* s manner, joined in it 


diving the Toreador a little assistance in the air. 
Horn accompaniment. 
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mecbanically, but without the slightest enthusiasm. He 
seemed to be considerably embarrassed by a cloak which 
he carries, professionally, over his arm ; and we frankly 
own that great as would naturally be our confidence in 
a Toreador^ yet had a bull made for Mr. Waltee Bolton 
as the Toreador^ Bolting would have been his name, and 
we should have bet confidently on the bull. 

Miss Julia G-atloed is a great favourite with the 
public, and scored— very kind of her to do this, as Mr. 
Eandeggee was conducting and could have “scored” 
for her— every time. The duet, ^^Childhood's Bays; 
or, Let me Kiss him for his Mother,’'' sung by Miss 
G-atloei) and Mr. Paceaed was one of the best things 
of the evening. 

Mr. Chaeles Lyaxz was very funny as the Comic G-ipsy 
who, with his friend Bancairo (Mr. Snazelle), is clearly 
first cousin to the two eccentric robbers in Fra Biavolo, 

Miss Giulia Waewice and Miss Claea Teeex were 
the two other excellently wicked little gipsies. 

^ Mr. Heesee has done his rather difficult work as 
librettist very well ; but why make them all talk as 
Q-uakers ? “ Thou hast ceased to love me.” “It is cer- 
tain I love thee less than formerly.” “Thee” and 
“Thou” are necessary for the songs and recitatives, 
but this Quakerism makes the spoken dialogue sound 
absurdly stilted. On the whole we heartily con^atulate 
M, Gael Rosa, and strongly recommend the public to see 
this his latest production of Carmem Only— wake up, 
Mr, Toreador! or else we shan’t be contento.'' On 
Saturday was produced Bales’s Moro, which will be 
given again To-Moro, Thursday. 


A BEITISH HOLIDAY; 

Or, Something to he Proud of, 

A puhlic thoroughfare in a quiet suburban district of the 
Centre of Civilisation, Time, Sunday morning. 
Flowers of Enlightenment discovered loafing 
about, waiting the official hour for the sale of inferior 
gin. 

First Flower of Enlightenment, Well, this ’ere work ’s 
bloomin’ slow. What game ’s a Tofi to be on, I should 
like to ask yer, where he ’s nothink to do ? Let ’s come 
and slither into sum’mat. 

Second Flower of Enlightenment, Winders ? 

\_Picks up several promising-looking flints. 

First Flower of Enlightenment, Winders— or ’eads. 
[Noticing people coming out of a neighbouring church). 
Why, not ’eads? I’Ere’s a prayin-shop a-emptying. 
Let ’s ketch a couple of ’em^ alone in the lane, and ’ave a 
lark. [Collects several brick-bats, and retires together 
with other Flowers of Enlightenment, and waits sulkily 
the arrival of a couple of 'em,'' who are sufficiently 
unprotected, in a private road). 

Enter a couple of Earnest Believers in the Moral Ten- 
dencies of the Age, engaged in philosophic and 
absorbing converse. 

Earnest Believer Number One, Yes, as I was saying : 
the gradual spreading of intelligence in the masses ; 
the mutual respect of class for class ; but, above all, the 
humanising attitude of Society at large, which every 
day is giving stid more solid proofs of— Oh ! 

[ Js hit on the head by a brickbat, as is also Earnest 
Believer FTumber Two. Tableau, as Scene changes 
to another spot in the Centre of Civilisation, and 
discovers a motley rabble of fanatics parading up 
and down a series of dirty hack-streets, shouting 
hymns of questionable taste, and generally disturb- 
ing^ the public repose. Re-enter Flowers of Civili- 
sation as before, but now well supplied with paving- 
stones, and strongly recruited. 

First Flower of Civilisation, Crikey I ’ere ’s a bloomin’ 
go ! Blest if the Capting ain’t out with ’em on a ’orse I 
We ’ll break ’is jaw for ’im, any’ow. l^ow, thin I 

\_Makes a rush with other zealous Flowers of En- 
lightenment. Tableau as before, the “ Capting's " 
jaw being broken, and several foolish but cruelly- 
used people left, badly hurt and wounded, in the 
adjacent gutters, as the Flowers of Enlightenment, 
still finding “ nothink to do," depart in search of 
further recreation, which, now that the darkness 
has fairly set in, is afforded them by accommodating 
police regulations, freely and without interruption, 
in one of the leading thoroughfares of the Metropolis, 


PUNCHES PRIZE MEDALS. 



In commemoration of the difficulty between Mr. Justice North and Mr. Powell, Q.C., and 
their subsequent happy reconciliation. Mr. Powell henceforth to be known as “ The 
North Powell.*’ 



Complimentary Medal struck by the Foxes and presented to the Fenians in commemoration 
of the latter having succeeded in. Boycotting Hounds, and in preventing the Empress 
of Austria’s return to Ireland for Hunting. 



To commemorate the seizure in Berlin of all numbers of Punch for Jan. 21, containing a 
Cartoon representing Prince Bismark as Clown and the Emperor as Pantaloon. 


First Flower of Enlightenment [who is now, together with his gang, hulking 
about in the shadows of the Thames Embankment, armed with a bludgeon, and 
watching two advancing Foot-passengers), ^Ere, you Tofis, git yoiff pelts ready, 
and we’ll give these two ’ere blokes a taste. [Standing in the%r way and 
addressing themf) Now, tbm, where are yer a goin’ to ? [Sportively,) P raps 
yer knows someone in the City ? Yah! ^ ^ ^ ^ tv 

Second Flower of Enlightenme^it [continuing m same light vein), Ho yer 
come from Lambeth ? Oh, yer do— do yer ? Thin, take that I 

\Fells one of them with the blow of an iron buckle across the face. 
First Flower of Enlightenment, And there ’s another for yer. [Stabs the 
second Pedestrian in the head with a knife^j Oh, Onions ! Ain’t this ere a 
bloomia’ lark I {Eelps, together mth other Flows of Enlightenment, to over- 
power and throw down the unoffending and defenceless men, and the Police stid 
being obligingly round the corner, they continue trampling on both of them, till 
one is senseless and the other kicked to death, the final tableau^ occurring before 
Mr. SAiniEL Feancis Lanoham, Beputy- Coroner for Westminster, when at an 
adjourned inquest held at the Black Prince Tavern," Chandos Street, the other 
day,^ the Jury dealing with the above case, returned a verdict of Wilful Murder 
against some person or persons unknown,") 

N.B.— For further edifying and encouragmg particulars, see Daily Papers. 
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SOCIAL AGONIES. 


Scene— Montgomery Morrises Drawing-room j'mt Icforc Dinner, 


Mrs. Sidney Moimtjoy (to Hostess). “Oh yes, BrAimm was all very well, but we got into a Quarrel with some Pkovle 

THERE — A DREADFUL OOUTLB, WHO BEHAYET) MOST SHAMEFULLY! I 'm TOLD THE IIUSBAND, A CERTAIN Mil. IlAMILTUH jlLLSOf\ 
MEANS TO PULL SIDNEY’S NoSE WffEHEVER AND WHEREVER HE MEETS HIM, AND HIS HORRID WlFE AOTtTALLY DEOLAUKH SUE’LL *’ 


Footma7h “ Mr. and Mrs. 'Amilton Hallsop ! 

THE UBIQUITOUS FRENCH PRESS. 


Scene— J 7ie Central Newspaper Bureau at Baris, ^ Telephones 
radiating to the Sandwich Islands^ Salt Lake Citj/^ Madrid. 
Calcutta^ ^c. Departments marked Comic^'^ Literary ^ 

“ Mnancialj^\ “ Society,^"* ^c. Bolygloi Pressmen at deshsy and 
Polyglot Devils coming in for copy or with proofs. 


Director (arriving from the Quay d? Or say in a massacring 
hwnour^^). His dianer disagreed with him again, I suppose ; with that 
corpulence why does he dine at all ?— or he neyer could have objected 
to^ our last inTestment in the Moscow Kremlin, Why, the Czar 
will be crowned there in two or three months ; and what a precious 
advantage it will be to give the most flattering description of the 
ceremony., precisely in the journal which advocates a Russo-Frenoh 
alliance against the world. However, wilful Premier must have 
his way. Russian Director, whom have we on the Moscow 
Kremlinf 

Russian Director, I was just thinking of putting on a good 
logician, say John Lemoinne, to prove that Belleville hadn’t the 
slightest sympathy with Nihilism au fond . 

Director, Au has fond^ you mean . 

Russian Director, But Lemoinne has just been laid on the 
iian Gazette y to demonstrate to the JKhedxve that French 
his friend, not English Short ; and he says that what with 
mat and his propaganda in the Pekin Pioneer in favour of a French 
Protectorate over China, he has his hands full— and his ink-bottle 
empty. 

Director, Well, it doesn’t matter, as it happens, and so put any- 
thmgiin the Moscow ^paper, a Jules Ymm feuilletony say; but 
mmd he makes it against science, not/<?r : none of your confounded 
:^ogTess here— we ’ve got a bad name enough as it is. (To German 
Director,) I am not^ at all satisfied with the way in which you are 
conducting those thirteen Berlin papers. We don’t pay seven 


millions for newspapers for you to simply gird at Bismarck. No ; 
you are paid to back him up hill and down dale, back him till he 
feels compelled to go to the dcuco at once. And mind you give ’em 
a good deal of Zola. Talk about our corruiition, do they : we T1 soon 
see what becomes of them after a brief course of Emile. Now then, 
what is the matter 'i 

Irish Director, Oh, it’s about the last three journals bought m 
Ireland. I can’t get Saint~Q enest to go over there, and take tho 
direction of the Skihbereen Meteor ^ although I told him they wore 
suppressing papers and arresting persons there to an extent that 
would make it seem quite like home to him. 

Director, Oh, yes, let mo see— wc advocate despotic coercion in 
Skibbereen, don’t we ? and Red Rebellion in the Jhihlin Dodderer. 
Well, send Saint-Q-enest to the Constantinople Kaleidoscope y to 
prove to the Porte that we arc really defending his authority on 
the African continent ; and let Jules Tallies have tho Irish papers. 
He ’ll be able to take the two sides, and make them as elfcctivo^ as 
broadsides. But he is to carefully avoid demanding a French landing 
—as yet. We must wait to see how Tunis turns out. That is, 
whether we are obliged to turn out of Tunis, 

Telephone from England, Awful news from here. IIenrt Roche- 
poet and Paul he Cassaonac (redacteurs of the Times) have just 
come into collision in Fleet Street. A ring made, but not the kind 
of “ ring ” we favour just now— a ring where everything is square, 
and nobody squared. Although Edmond About and FEANCisquE 
Saecey, reporting on the Telegraph and Standard^ have almost suc- 
ceeded in acclimatising the noble art of duelling among English 
journalists, a brutal Police, which we have not yet succeeded in 
writing down, still interferes at these little aflairs • and I regret to 
say that the Times cannot appear to-morrow, for the reason th^ 
its two leader-writers, Rochefort and De Cassaonac, are both 
locked up. What is to be done ? 

Director [through Telephone)* Buy Punch* Thirty milliards, and 
the rest is ours ! 
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VULGARIAN OUTRAGES AND MORE RUSHIN’ ATROCITIES, 


TEE QUEERS SPEECH. 

{Draft Copy — subject to Alteration.) 

My Loeds and Gentlemen, 

I MUCH regrret that, owing to pressing engagements of a 
pnhlic character, I am ^reyented from following the former consti- 
tutional usage of opening the new Session of my Parliament in 

person. But the regret is 

mon Sense in these Eealms^ 
j| |i!,, gwi^^eper of the Nation in 

mark, in m aside, tlmt ^ 
scrapu^ 

friendly and harmonious. 

TJbere has been a little 
^ IN in- trouble in Prance, where 

M. Gambetta has disco- ; 
vered that it is easier to criticise rulers than to goyern nations. | 
E^ypt has been in a ferment, perhaps more or less remotely connected j 
with the Stock Exchange. Herzegoyina is, like Parliament Street in 
mid-Session, “ up ” again. Prince Bismaeck has been bearding the 
people, and confiscating the People’s Friend, Punch, I haye, howeyer, 
in a manner not recently familiar, been attending to my own business, 
keeping my fingers out of other people’s pies, and looking after ^he 
earlier and later stages of the deyelopment of my own. 

In Ireland I haye now sufficient to occupy my attention without 
deyoting any portion of the passing day to thrusting my adyice on 
other nations, as to how they should conduct their afiairs, whether 
internal or external. The Land Court is at work; but hitherto 
there has been more work than Land Court. I trust that with the 
turn of the year the proportions may become more equalised. 

Outrage has not ceased in that part of my kingdom, though no 
efiort to dapple with it has been spared. The disclosures at a 
recent trid in Cork make it more than eyer clear that the murders and 
mutilations which disgrace one of the fairest parts of my kingdom 
are the result, not of a popular moyement, but of the action of those 
“ Tillage tyrants” and “ dissolute ruffians ” whom the Secretary to 


the Lord Lieutenant once denounced. I mean, with your assistance, : 
to deliyer the Irish people from this incubus of cowardly guilt. 

Strange as it may appear we haye not at the present moment any ' 
little war on, of course always excepting Ireland. I cannot reoaB. 
any recent occasion when I haye been able to meet you under simi- 
larly cheerful circumstances. 

You may at the outset haye an uncomfortable feeling that since 
we are not shooting anyone anywhere, or being shot ourselyes, the 
honour of England is bein^ dragged in the dust. I am glad to assure 
you that that is a perfect delusion. 

Gentlemen oe the House oe Commons, 

The Estimates of the Services of the coming_ year are in a 
forward state of preparation, and will be speedily laid before you. ; 
Mr. Gladstone tells me he is likely to have a pretty popular Budget. ' 

I have pleasure in announcing that my youngest son Leopold has 
contracted a matrimonial alliance in every way suitable. ^ He will 
now begin to appreciate the kind consideration which, on his coming 
of age, led you to make him an allowance of £15,000 a year. That, 
with the dowry coming to him with his bride, will make a nice 
income for the young couple. If more is wanted, my children will 
know where to look tor hmp. 

I hope you mean to do a nttle more work and make a little less talk 
than last Session. To that end a scheme will be propounded for the 
amendment of the rules of debate. The discussion of this wiU afiord 
a favourable opportunity of showing how brief and business-like 
may be your debates. 

My Loeds and Gentlemen, 

When the Scheme alluded to has passed the House of 
Commons, it is proposed, that you should buckle to, and make up 
some arrears in the business of the nation. Many Sessions have 
passed since you had that opportunity in a full measure. When it : 
has not been Ireland it has been India ; when it has not been India 
it has been Africa ; and when it has not been Africa it has been 
Ireland. It is time to remember that there are other portions of the 
Empire. One is England, another Scotland, and the third London. 
We have had enough of Ireland for this generation, and sufficient of 
Africa and Asia for what remains of the century. There is plenty 
of work to be done at home, and I commend it to your consideration. 

Among the subjects you will be asked to deal with this Session 
are the Local Government of Counties, the Government of London, 
Local Taxation, the Bankruptcy Bill, the Conservation of llivers, 
and the Preventing of Floods. There may be others that will be 
brought forward in the course of the Session. But if you will settle 
these, you will do more for neglected portions of the Empire than 
has been done during the preceding Sessions. 

How, 

My Loeds and Gentlemen, get to work forthwith, and 

Gentlemen op the House op Commons, don’t begin by squab- 
bling. 

Mes. Ham is getting on with her French. She says she detests 
Communists, with their motto about “ Propreti c^est le wlf 
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A POEUS DAY. 

{From an American Correspondent) 

Oscar at Breakfast ! Oscar at Luncheoit ! ! 
Oscar at Dinner ! ! ! Oscar at Supper ! ! ! I 
“You see I am 


him, the Apologist of Art had discarded his military garb for the 
ordinary dress of an „ 

English Gentieman, I 

in which his now world-famed knee-breeches form a conspicnons 
item, suggesting indeed the Admiral’s uniform in Mr. D’Oyley 


Carte’s Pinafore combination. 


after all, but mor- 
tal,” remarked the 
Poet with an ineff- 
ably affable smile, 
as he looked up 
from an elegant but 
substantial dish of 
ham - and - eggs. — 
Passing a long, wil- 
lowy hand through 
his waving hair, he 
swept away a stray 
curl-paper with the 
nonchalance of a 
D’Orsat. 

Alter this effort, 
Mr. Wilde ex- 
;pressed himself as 
feeling somewhat 
faint; and, with a 
half - apologetic 
smile, ordered an- 
other portion of 
Ham and Eggs, 
in the evident en- 
joyment of which, 
after a brief inter- 
change of interna- 
tional courtesies, I 
left the Poet. 

Later in the day I 
again* encountered 
the young patron of 
Culture at the busi- 
ness premises of the 

Co-operative 
Dress Association. 
r On this occasion 
the Poet, by special 
request, appeared in 
the uniform of an 
English Officer of 
the Dragoon Guards, 
the dress, I under- 
stand, being sup- 
plied for the occasion 
from the elegant 
wardrobe of Mr. 
D’Oylet Carte’s 
Patience Company. 

Several Ladies ex- 
pressed their disap- 
pointment at the 
^‘insufficient lean- 
ness ” of the Poet’s 
figure, whereupon 
his Business Mana- 
ger explained that 
he belonged to the 
fieshly school. 

To acoommodate 
Mr. Wilde, the or- 
dinary lay -figures 
were removed from 
the show-room, 
and, after a sump- 
tuous luncheon, to 
which the Mite of 
Miss custo- 

mers were invited, 
the distinguished 























no/' , 




ARIADNE IN NAXOS ; 


VERY 




WAIL. 


Design by Our Own Greenbrt-Yallery-Grosvenor-Gallert Young Man, in humble 
imitation of the Picture by Professor W. B. Kiohmond, symbolising “the grief 

OF iESTHETIOISM AT THE DEPARTURE OF HER OSOAR.*' 


“I think,” said 
the Poet, in a pause 
between courses, 
“one cannot dine 
too well,”— -placing 
every one at his ease 
by his admirable 
tact in partaking of 
the thirty-six items 
of the menu^ 

It is not till after 
dinner that Mr. 
Wilde shows his 
wonderful power as 
a raconteur and ob- 
server of mankind. | 
I noticed that he has j 
a way of avoiding 
repartee by carry- 
ing on bis conversa- 
tion uninterrupted- 
ly. He has been 
intimate with G lad- 
stone, and considers 
him a . meritorious 
politician, though 
lie finds fault with 
his views on Homer. 
lie prattled glibly 
of his friend Sir 
William Har- 
couRT, and ex- 
pressed himself 
generally in har- 
mony with the 
leaders of Conti- 
nental nations. 

When asked, 
“Whom do you 
consider the greatest 
living Poetf^^ our 
illustrious guest de- 
precated so personal 
a question, but j 
frankly; avowed his I 
conviction that his 
well-known prede- 
cessor, W. Shaks- 
PEARE, was in many 
respects quite valu- 
able. Uuestioned as 
to Contemporary 
Poets, Mr.CARTE>^ 
latest novelty said 
“Alfred Tennyson 
is a prolific, though 
somewhat old-fash- 
ioned writer, whose 
verses, I am given 
to understand, have 
an extensive sale, 
but who does not 
appear to advantage 
in a court suit. 

“B\YXNRURNE, I 
though in some re- I 
spects in sympathy 
with myself, has, I 
fear, contracted a 
fatal taint of Bphe- 
mianism, ^ perhaps 
from living in an 


guest posed with his fair hostess in an allegorical tableau, repre- . unaristooratic neighbourhood. Browning is a conscientious, though 
seuting ^^Pnglish Poetry extending the right hand to .4 mencflw somewhat uneven writer. As to Morris, his verses are prosy, but 
ConvmerceP Ttron-rkumorsi oTUt AlAnnamflTr A Pnftt flTVoko 111 tsrmS 


• “ ’JMef remMked Mr. lightly, mid , 

immediately improved a testimonial advertisement (m verse) in name and his entertainments, vre are almost induced to believe that the 
praise of Miss * *^’s patent dress-improver. Gifted Esthetic simply appears in America as a sort of r'cripatetic Showman s 

At a dinner given by “ Jemmy ” Crowder (as we familiarly call ‘ ^ " * — " — 


his wall-papers are eloquently poetical.” The Poet spoke in terms 
* Prom the constant mention of this well-known English 


Gifted JSsthetic simply appears in America as a sort of X^eripatetic Showman s 
we familiarly call Advertisement of Mr, Carte’s numerous ventures.— pD. 



February 4 , 1882 .] 


PraCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


POErS CORNER; 

Ofi Nonsense Rhymes on well’knoion 
Names. 

( With the Licenser of Plays.) 
Says Cbaumont to Pigott, 

** Tiens ! you ’re no bigot ! ” 
Says PiGOTT to Chaumoot, 

“ Attendez un momong : ” 

[Contimied.) 

“ NoWj as in Bivorgons 
There isn’t a coarse song, 

If you change the last Act 
You may play it intact.” 

[In Paris.) 

Says Feakce to Gambetta, 

“ You’re upset, my Upsetter! ” 
Says Gambetta to France, 

“ I ’ll wait my next chance.” 


Improvement in Ireland. 

It is announced that Concerts 
and Balls are to be given in the 
large towns and other places in 
Ireland, in aid of the fund for 
the support of the political pri- 
soners. From bullets and boy- 
cotting to balls and concerts the 
transition is undeniably a change 
for the better. May we not, per- 
haps, reasonably attribute it to the 
humanising influence on Irish 
practical politics exerted by the 
lovely members of the Ladies’ 
Land League ? 


^ ’Arry the ’Airdresser, who is, 
like all barbers, an enthusiastic 
pole-itician, wants to know if we 
consider the modern Radicals as 
the Hairs of the old Whigs. 

jEsthetic Zoology. — The 
JEsthetic The Be-utter- 

fly. The JEsthetic The 

Tou-touoan. The Msthetic Beast 
—The Dadodotamus. The Es- 
thetic Fish — The Zosmic Sole. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.- 














HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G. 

** The * Blue,’ the Fresh, the ever Free ! ” 

» The Sea.** --[Old So7ig. ) 


THE DISTRICT SURVEYOR. 

The manners and customs of 
the District Surveyor are weR 
worthy of study, as those who 
have been favoured by intimate 
dealings with him can testify. 
But he is a modest being, who 
by no means courts publicity. 
He is quite content not to be 
seen, when invisibility pays. He 
is equally satisfied not to see— 
when blindness is judicious and 
profitable. But that fierce light 
which does not beat upon a Jerry- 
Builder might reveal unsuspected 
things if it were fairly turned on 
to the District Surveyor. It 
^ might, for instance, reveal some 
\ of the reasons why the building 
y of Bubble Hoxises—houses which, 
in the popular idiom, are “ blown 
<7 together,” and sometimes also 
^ blown asunder again at the ear- 
f-i liest opportunity — proceeds so 
^ merrily, with immimity and profit 
^ to the Bubble Builders and— 
others. Those “ others ” are cer- 
^ tainly not the Public. Could the 
W District Surveyor enlighten us a 
little as to who they are f Mr. 

7 Punch pauses— a little while— for ' 
a reply. 

“dELENBA EST CARTHAGO.” 

Hannibal Dilke has vowed 
the destruction of the Corporation 
of the City of London, “ And 
this,” says Gog to Magog, with a 
sigh, ‘ ‘ is the man who was known 
as ‘ Citizen ’ Dilke ! ” 

“ Right you are ! ” says Magog. 

“ COLOUR-HEARING.” 

A CoRRESBONnENT writes to ask 
us whether the foUowing question 
' has anything to do with this 

mteresting scientific theory, viz.^ 
“Are the Blue Books intended 
to be Red ? ” 

[We don’t know ; ask Brown. 

) —Ed.] 


of p:eneral approval of Art, the Moon, Wine, and Republicanism, to 
which latter, it is no secret, that he has sought to convert English 
Royalty. Asked whether it was not part of his mission to cement the 
Friendship letween England and America^ the Poet replied, “ Why, 
cert’nly I ” with a slightly nasal English accent. He says that at the 
present moment he is undecided as to whether or no he shall pass 
the remainder of his days with us. 

FEE-SIBLE ? 

It appears that the Authorities in China, in a decree which a Cor- 
respondent justly defines as a “model one for a Paternal Govern- 
ment,” inasmuch as in it “argument, entreaty, objurgation, 
exposition, threats, are all mingled in due proportions,” have been 
interferiug with the Doctors’ fees, and the price they charge their 
patients for the hire of their chair-coolies. They also have intimated 
their disgust at the Medical Profession in generm, for their hesitation 
abont getting np at all hours in the night, and coming out in any 
sort of weather ; and are further incensed at the fact that they object 
to make their “round of calls” before One p.m. daily. In some 
respects we seem decidedly in advance of our Mongolian brethren. 
Ho English M.D. who has an eye to business, as yet mmds a night call 
or a rainy day. But here the contrast ends. Unluckily, from the 
patient’s point of view, there is nothing to protect him from the 
apparently increasing scale of fees, as the modest old-fashioned 
guinea is rapidly disappearing from the bit of folded newspaper 
altogether. Cannot something be done on the Pekin lines ? Surely, 
Sir William Harcourt, the opportunity is a promising one. 

Omitted in Grammars. — ^Liquid Letters, “ B and S.” 


GAS AND WATEB. 

Ie the Irish Land Act— (the 44th & 45th of Evictoria, cap, 49) 
should prove a success, there is no reason why the Legislature should 
not push further in a similar direction. What is sauce for the Irish 
goose, ought to be good sauce for the English gander. The abolition 
of freedom of contract, the interference with the supposed rights of 
property, the settlement by Act of Parliament— as in the beautiful 
Hackney Carriages Act— of the price which one man shaR ask and 
another man shall give— ought not to be Government luxuries be- 
stowed only on ungrateful Ireland. Let England— of course, by the 
kind permission of Mr. Parnell— be treated to a little molly- 
coddling legislation in exchange for a vast amount of direct, indirect, 
and local taxation. Gas and water are the two first interests to be 
experimented upon for the benefit of the multitude. 

If the past misconduct and rapacity of certain Irish landlords can 
justify the reduction of rentals from 25 to 50 per cent, under the 
new Irish Land Act, surely the greediness of Gas and Water Com- 
panies who have failed to serve their victims with either the quantity 
or quality expected, would justify a similar suspension of economic 
law. The autocratic tone of monopolist advocates like Sir Edmund 
Beckett ought to encourage those weak-kneed Legislators who stiR 
cling to certain Free-trade crutches. Considering the way the public 
are treated by the Gas and Water Monopolists, the proposed measure 
might be called The New Sale oe Poisons Bill. 


A Burning (Question.— The London Water Companies’ Difficulty. 
Wanted, a new plan to set the Thames on :^e. 
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INNOCENT ENJOYMENT. 

Citmn. “ ’Did a good Sthroke o’ 13ithneth yethterday, Mo’ ! Tno I treated the 
Mithith to the Moothic-Hall latht Night — 'sthood her a Bottle o’ Thoedone, and 
SHE thought it WAS Thampagne !— ’Took it down beahtifxtl ! ” 


ONLY A PAUPER. 

[A letter was read the other day from the Con- 
tractor of Cofldns to the Horsham Guardians, stat- 
ing that owing to the tremendous size of one of the 
paupers who died last week, he had had to cut up 
about double the quantity of stuff usually re- 
quired to make a coffin, and asking that the Board 
would recompense him. — iSm7nws^s Woohly 
Advertiser^ Jan. 21.] 

Died the pauper, as all die, 

Prince and poor man, peer and pea- 
sant, — 

Some one wiped a tearful eye. 

Though perchance no friends were pre- 
sent. 

Then the coffin-maker made 
Grrave complaint about his figure ; 

(^uoth he, “ I should more be paid 
When I make a coffin bigger.’* 

Ah ! the irony of fate, 

Here a man dies unregarded, 

Left it seems disconsolate. 

By his early friends discarded. 

He who lived for ceaseless toil, 

When he came to shuille olf , in 

Penury, his mortal coil, 

Needed a too costly coffin ! 


“ What I like at a theatre,** says Mrs. 
RAMSDOTiiAivr, “is to see what the h>ench 
call a little hver da rideau — a * something 
to raise a laugh,* you know.** Evidently 
Mrs. R. must he on the School-Board 
Committee. 


Local Taxation.— -A Poll-tax. 


JUSTICE IN THE FUTURE. 

ACT 1. 

Scene — The Court for Criminal Cases at an Assize Town. Prisoner 
in doc/Cf Judge, Sheriff, Chaplain, Barristers, Witnesses, ^c., (J-e., 
and Audience. 

Judge {severely, to the Counsel for the defence). Is it worth your 
while, Mr. Blane, to address the Jury ? What defence can you 
possibly make to the charge ? 

Counsel for the Prisoner. My Lord, the defence is that the Prisoner 
was at least ten miles away from the scene of the crime at the time 
it was committed. Therefore 

^ Judge {interrupting). Stop stop I This is most improper ! What 
right have you to state such a thing as that, without evidence ? 

Counsel. My Lord, I submit that I am here as the Prisoner’s 
mouthpiece 

Judge {angrily). And as such you ’d better hold your tongue ! 
Don*t yon know, Sir, that the Judges have^ decided that Counsel 
engaged for Prisoners may not state anything on behalf of thoir 
clients unless amply supported by evidence ? 

Counsel {astonished). But— my Lord— what I have said comes 
from the Prisoner himself. ^ 

Judge. I don’t care who it comes from. 

Counsel, If the Prisoner were undefended, my Lord, he could 
state the fact himself. 

Judge {testily). But, being defended, he can’t state it through you, 
that ’s all. 

Prisoner. My Lord, I am quite innocent. I was 

Judge. Hold your tongue ! Dou’t you understand that you have 
the advantage of being represented hy Counsel ? 

Counsel for the Prisoner {perseveringly). My Lord, as the Prisoner 
is unable to speak, I feel it my duty to speak for him, and to say 

Judge. This is shockingly irregular. {Shouting.) Have you 
evidence f 

Counsel. No. 

Judge, Then hold your tongue, or I shall commit you for contempt. 

Counsel, It so happens, my Lord, that the only witness I can 
possiblj call to the whereabouts of the Prisoner at the time of the 
crime is the Prisoner himself. 

Judge. And of course he can’t give evidence. 

Counsel. Of course not. And what I would ask is, whether there 
is absolutely no way of placing the Prisoner’s version of the story 
before the Jury ? 


Judge {smiling). None whatever, till after the verdict is pro- 
nounced. {Suddenly remeinhering hhnself.) Yon can, Mr. Blank, 
invent as many Hypothetical Defences, true or not, as you like, but 
mind and bo very careful not to hint that any one of them is the 
Prisoner’s own story. Ills mouth is shut, and we *ve just shut yours 
—that’s our new rule. So homt {turning to Jiiry), Gentlemen, you 
can consider your Verdict ! 

ACT II. 

Scene — A Cotivict Prison. Dnter Warder and Convicts, the latter 
chained together, and dragging small cartAoads of brides behind 
them. 

Warder {to a particularly sichly’-looJdng Convict). Now then, 
1C3 A! Look sharp! If you dou’t want the colls and bread and 
gruel again for a week, just use your muscles, will you H 

Convict {bursting into tears). 1 am innocent! I have told you so 
often, and 1 say it again. 

Wander {collaring him). Oh, that *s your little game, is it ? Come 
along to the Governor ! 

[Is dragging him off, wlmx-'Pnter Messenger from the Jibme 
Departmexit, who whispers Warder aside. 

Warder. You don’t say so ! 

Messenger. I do, indeed. He must be liberated at once. The 
newspapers ^ 

Warder {ruminating). Now, how strange I Ho said he was inno- 
cent. Perhaps we have been too hard on him. '{recovering 

himself )— would never do to confess ourselves in the wrong. 

Messenger. Oh, never ! Our Department never does that. Ton 
can, however, communicate to him the intelligence that he is now free. 

Warder. Here, Number 463 A! I have to tell you that— well— 
wo have discovered that you— ahem !— iu fact that you oxe— innocent ' 

Convict {clasping his hands). I know it. 

Warder. Yes, but then, you see, you ’ve only been in here fi.v6 
years, and your father and mother have only died from broken 
hearts ; so that— well— if we let you go home now, eh?— 1 suppose 
you won’t complain ? 

Convict. I have no home left to go to. Shall I have no compen- 
sation ? 

Messenger. Ah well, in consideration of your long period of incar- 
ceration for a crime which you never committed, the Home Seobe- 
TABY has authorised me to award you 

Convict. Yes— what? 

Messenger. A new suit of clothes, a good breakfast, and a cou:ple 
of guineas to take you home again ! [ Curtain. 


^ COBEESPONBENTS, — In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept 
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PIPES OP ALL PEOPLES. 

Pipes of all peoples ! Here ’s a strange collection, 
Made hy^ one Bragge, tlie pipes of every clime, 
Arranged in cases offered for inspection 
To all the virtuosi of onr time. 

Others have gathered china, insects, pictures 
Of modern men or masters old and ripe ; 

Here is a man who, scorning sneers or strictures, 

Has gathered, to astonish ns— the Pipe. 

Here are queer pipes from Bnrmah and from Java, 
From Turkey, Bussia, and from far Japan, 

Some made of wood, of'ivory, and lava, 

Some that belonged to pre-historie Man. 

From Mexico come pipes of terra-cotta, 

That hapless MAxuvriLiAiir kept awhile, 

And ^mid the whole Collection there is not a _ 

Pipe that ’s more strange than this from'near the 
Nile. 

Then come the pipes wrought skilfully of metal 
The Bed Man’s calumet, or pipe of peace, 

Pipes that were smoked o’er manv a camp-fire kettle, 
And others hailing from the hills of Greece. 

Pipes made of reed from Amazonian valley, 

With meerschaums from Yienna of to-day'; 

Pipes that would grace the huge mouth of “Aunt 
Sally,” 

The welcome cutty formed of humble clay. 

All these and many more are here before us, 

That once in smokers’ mouths were in full blast. 
Light up cigars and pipes, and cry in chorus, 

“ We’ll smoke as men have smoked in ages past.” 
Havannahs whisper, “ Try us and consume us.” 

Tobacco tempts in variegated stripes. 

Then “ Gloria^'* we echo, Mundifumus^^ 

And here ’s to Bragge and all his wondrous pipes ! 


Bumbledom and Fires in Theatres. 

The staff of the Metropolitan Board of Works scarcely 
feel equal to the task of surveying nearly five hundred 
London Theatres and Music-Halls, and they have 
‘ therefore appointed two* temporary Assistant-Surveyors 
at a salary, we believe, of three guineas a week each. 
This being about the pay of a stage-doorkeeper, is calcu- 
lated to secure the highest order of efdciency. The public 
may now take their pleasure in perfect security. 
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THE POST-MASTER ABROAD. 

Curate {to Labourer'] doitm %vUli Fever, and his Wife away), “ Y'ell, 

James, and when is youb Y’'ife coming Home ? Have von written to 

TELL HER HOW SADLY YOU ABE ? ” 

James, “ Why yes, Sib, thab ’a’ hev’,— but the Lutter come back two 
OR t’beb Days abtebwabds from the Ded H’ns’,* soo tfvn I sent her a 
Poost-Orff’ce Order, t as how see must come d’reo’ly ! ” 

* “Dead-Letter” Office, perhaps. t “Telegram,” surely. 


SHOT AT! 

Or, the Friges Pot-Shot and the Pluchj Peeler, A Carol ot Claptm, 












Medal struck in commemoration of the 


)f the plucky conduct of Constable Reaney, as reported 
the papers, February 2. 


Peeler. 

Shot at / An old tale ; 

Folks may think it ’s getting 
Just a tride stale, 

Though a hit upsetting, 
Heard first ofi. Of course, 

’Tis a nine days’ wonder. 


Perils of the Force ? 

Bit of mere stage-thunder ! 
P’rhaps. Yet Stapleton, 
Constable of Clapton, 
Didn’t twig the fun, 

Of a trigger snaj^t on 
Him ; and at the sight 
Of the barrel’s “ cover,” 


Clover didn’t qnite 
Feel himself “ in clover.” 

So that burglar brace 
Slung their hooks, with slack knee ; 
Bobbies then gave chase 
O’er^the Downs— of Hackney* 
When,“ like Jack ’s alive, 

Beanet, stout and supple, 

(N. Two Thirty-Five) 

Ups and stops the couple!.! 
Franklen’s pistol out, 

Means the job to settle, 

Beanet, smart and stout, 

Is of tougher mettle. ^ 

Knight who falchion gripped. 

Ne’er grabbed sharper, bo]aer. 

Bang ! His sleeve js ripped 
Slick from cuff to shoulder. 

JSfoio the Beaney day 
Has arrived, erih-craoker. 
Pistol-less, gives way. 

Falls, a fair square “hackei« ' 

What, I ask’s this here— 

Whether that there Peeler, 

With his scorn of fear, 

And his neat back-heeler, 

Don’t deserve his “ Cross ” 

Most as much as many ? 

Mr. Punch. 

Certainly ! Let ’s toss 
Bumpers I Here ’s to Beaney 


VOL. LXXXTT . 


G 



62 








m 










•i'i C? <Pi.- 










THE COEPOEATION CASKET. 

Th^i gold casket voted by the Common Council to Mr. Gladstoi^, 
as a receptacle for the illuminated address presented to the Peemiee 
a short time ago, is now finished, and is quite a chaste thing. An 
eloquent description has been supplied to the daily papers, which if 
it has a fault, deals too exclusively with the material envelope. 
There is, if we may say so, too much body and too little soul— too 
much casket and too little illuminated address. For example, it is 
said, “the design, which is of pure classic character, has its severe 
hues broken hy Tuscan columns at either end.”^ This is emblematic, 
and what it means is clear enough, though it might just as well have 
been explained. The “severe lines” are obviously those of the 


Ministerial majority, which are from time to time broken at either 
end by Tuscan columns, led by Lord Eau^doipii or Mr. Eealt. 

“The trophy is approached from either side by silver steps, with figures in 
gold at the four corners representing respectively Eloquence, Justice, Industry, 
and Law.” 

Persons approaching are requested to notice the mats at the feet 
of the steps, and to xxse them diligently. It is only a rich Cor- 
poration like that of London that can afford to have its trophies 
approached by silver steps, and it is to be hoped there will be no 
“^nicking” with knives or other sharp instruments. Eloquence is 
of course represented by Mr. GiADSTOisrE ; Justice, by the Hohb 
Seceetaet (observe the bandages round the eyes) ; and Industry 
by Mr. Childees. The other figure shows that the Casket was 














SUBTLETIES OF BRITISH SNOBBISHNESS. 

How IS IT THAT NEITHER JONES NOR ROBINSON (WHO ARB USUALLY SO PoLITE) RUSH TO PICK UP AND RESTORE TO ITS RIGHTFUL 

Owner the Pookethandkerohiep which the Lady in the foreground has just accidentally dropped ? Simply because the 
Lady in the foreground happens to be no less a Person than the Duchess of Pentonville — as both Jones and Robinson 

ARE AWARE— AND EACH IS AFRAID OF APPEARING, IN THE OTHER’S EYES, A ToADY OF TKE ARISTOCRACY I 


designed some time ago, Mr. Law having since retired from the 
Ministry. 

“ In the front is a monumental tablet, bearing upon it the crest, arms, and 
motto of the Premier, surrounded by the victor’s wreath of laurel, enamelled 
in proper colours, and flanked by female figures intended for the City of 
London, Commerce, Ceres, and Ireland.” 

We are glad that the colours are proper, and have little doubt the 
female figures are not otherwise. It is a pleasant change to have 
Mr. Gladstone flanked by Ireland. Sometimes he has been out- 
flanked by Irish Members. 

“The reverse front has in its centre, supported by the City dragons, the 
following inscription.” 

This was a fine opportunity of doing honour to the much-abused 
Griffin ; and we are glad it has been seized. 

“ The lid is decorated with shields in proper colours, in gold and enamel, 
with the arms of the City, Britannia, and British laon, the Royal Standard, 
the Union Jack, and the bust of Homer, Mr. Gladstone’s ideal author; 
while the ends bear emblematic references to the Prem;ier’s varied gifts.” 

The British Lion and Homer, Mr. Gladstone’s ideal author, go 
very well together. But we are not sure about the appropriateness 
of the Standard, We should have thought that in tins connection 
the Daily News^ as being the onl^r newspaper in London steadfast to 
Mr. Gladstone when he was in adversity and the Corporation 
were voting caskets to Lord Beaconsfield, would have been more 
appropriately honoured. That, however, is a mere flash of hyper- 
criticism, which shows that we are accustomed to criticise ohjets 
d^art. The ends hearing emblematical references to the Premier’s 
varied gifts, seem a little contradictory. 

“ Surmounting the whole is the Lamp of Learning, with the Owl, the bird 
of Wisdom, perched on the handle ” — 

—or ’owlding on, as one of the flgures flanking the casket would 
put it. On the whole, perhaps the finest effect in the whole design 
IS the expression on the face of the Owl, which, being shortsighted, 
does not read the daily papers, and is evidently tot^y at a loss to 
make out what it ’$ all about. 


OUE HOTEL GUIDE. 

In travelling always choose what is called generally a Station or 
Railway Hotel. If you wish to be aroused for an early train, there 
is no occasion to tell the “Boots.” The luggage traffic will keep 
you awake, so that you can get at any hour, A Railway Hotm 
nearly always belongs to a great Company, who leave the manage- 
ment of it to servants. The servants may he good, or bad, hut they 
have this pleasant peculiarity, — they never care when you come or 
when you go. There is no fussiness in a Railway Hotel— no over- 
done cleanliness. You are not bowed in and bowed out by the land- 
lord or landlady, and are not expected to wipe your boots when you 
come in out of a muddy street. 

Always choose an hotel with a high Mansard roof, or some im- 
posing style of architecture. There is always a satisfaction in paying i 
in your bill for a cloud-capped belfry-tower, of no use to anybody 
but the architect and builder. You may think that a decent barber’s | 
department in the hotel— a luxury confined to about four hotels in | 
the United Kingdom— would be of more practical value than the 
belfry ; but do not write to the papers, and say so. Nothing is got 
by writing to the papers. More than a quarter of a century ago, the 
late Mr. Albert Smith ran a tilt against hotel charges, and espe- 
cially the system of “tipping” servants. What has been the 
result ? Tipping is not put down except in the bill under the name 
of “attendance,” and the traveller has to tip the servants as 
before. 

When you require food, always order a fried sole and cutlet. It 
saves a deal of trouble. If you do not order them you will he sure 
to get them. You know they are cooked with sawdust, which is not 
an unhealthy though scarcely an appetising sauce, and it is always 
well to know what you are eating. Dry sherry, as provided at most 
hotels, is a good penitential drink, and light hocks can be taken to 
vary the physic. Coffee is like that sold at three half-pence a pint 
in Bethnal Green and TOiteohapel. People in these days reafiy 
travel too much, and anything that tends to disgust them with 
travelling is probably a benefit. 
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OLD CUPID ON VALENTINE^S DAY. 



What time young Love was yet 
divine, 

’ Ere Culture, making Yuletide sad, 

1 Usurped the old familiar fad 
; That gladdened Saintly Yalentino : 

What time the sheet of silvered lace, 
All rich with rosy wealth of hearts, 
Was superscribed with cunning 
arts,— 

M Then posted at some other place ; 

(S I, Cupid, yet upheld the truth 
H That vulgar verse and ribboned 
rings, 


I A larger love in lesser things, 

Could cheaply fan the flame of youth, v I 

But now, the tinselled page is vain, 

And, kindling disappointed ire, ^ 

Is shrivelled in the nearest fire, 
Subserving not another's gain. Z 

Eor all now trust that something good C 
The costly carton case will fill. v 
And take the matter more than ill "t' 
If dimly this be understood. Ci 

And all have done with daubSd doves, ^ i 
Since postmen walk with aimless feet ^ 1 
Who do not, in some perfumed sheet, 
Convey, at least, six pairs of gloves. ^ 

And BO, with bow and darts, I grope, d 
And get well chaffed all round by all, 5 
Till growing portly, feeling small, , 
The Fourteenth sees me slowly slope, i 

So ends my reign. For what am I ? g 
A Cupid fairly put to flight, & 

A Cupid scouted left and right, S 

And with no option— but to fly ! 






began to murmur ; they had laid in a good stock of 
comns in anticipation of the coming carnival, but at 
the rate the massacre was progressing it seemed not 
unlikely that the demand tor their articles of trade 
would exhaust the supply. But the mob paid no heed 
to their half serious, half jocular remonstrances, and 
continued their work right merrily. The houses were 
burned and the Jews murdered with ever-increasing 
heartiness. 

By this time Houndsditch was consumed, and Old 
Jewry, Shoreditch, and the other Hebrew quarters were 
blazing fiercely. Suddenly an official on horseback rode 
into the midst of the mob. He held up his hand for 
silence. The crowd, weary of their exertions, paused 
for a moment to listen to him. He smiled at the scene 
around him, and then began to speak : — 

“My friends,” said he, “I am sorry to interrupt you, 
hut I have come from Whitehall with a message. The 
Home Seceetart thanks you very much for all the trouble 
you have taken in this matter, and begs to say that he 
intends to inquire into the disgraceful conduct of the 
Jews, which has merited this very just punishment. 
And now continue your innocent amusement. And I 
hope you will enjoy yourselves.” 

With this the official rode away, leaving the mob to 
return to their murdering and burning with renewed 
cheerfulness, energy, and ingenuity. 


HOW IT WOULD BEAD IN ENGLISH. 

[Translated from the Russian,) 

^ enthusiastic crowd was gathered round the burning houses in Hounds- 
ditch. Boars of laughter followed the murder of every Jew. Now a Grenadier 
Guardsman pulled out the white beard of an old clotnesman by the roots, now 
a costermonger pitched a Hebrew baby on to the spikes of an adjacent area. 
Ihe fun grew fast and furious.^ The police, to a man, were amused, and added in 
no small degree to the prevailing merriment by turning stolidly a deaf ear to 
the prayers and entreaties of the struggling Jewish maidens. It was a scene 
never to be forgotten. 

“I larn you to be a pawnbroker! ”rshouted a swell-mobsman to a 
vene:mDle Israelite, as he hacked off the head of his victim with a pocket-knife. 

1 1 ^ public-house, do yer?” shrieked a rough, as he bored a 

noietnrougli the heart of a respectably dressed but prominent-nosed personage 
with a red-hot poker. ^ s 

A yell of laughtg: foBowed each of these pleasantries.*' The fun grew fasten 
and more furious. Death followed death so quickly that at last the undertakers 


AN IMPASSIONED APPEAL TO THE 
PfiEMIEE. 

[JB^ a very Common Councilman,) 

Gladstone, spare that Tree ! ^ 

[Of course I means the Corporation,) 

Touch not a siogle hough ; 

[That iSf neither the Court of Aldermen or the Court of 
Com7yion Council,) 

In youth it sheltered me, 

[JFheti I was hound a Prentice,) 

And I ’ll protect it now, 

[Now that Vm a fulUhlown Common Councilman,) 
’Twas my forefather’s hand 

[A jolly long time agOy when the Saxons and Danes was 
here,) 

That placed it near this spot ; 

[At the bottom of King Street^ Cheapside.) 

Then, Gladstone, let it statid^ 

[Till it hlowed dowti as well as hlowed up^) 

Thy Ax should harm it not. 

[Ax of Parlementy of course,) 

Oft, when a careless child, 

[Summut about 17,) 

Beneath its shades I heard, 

[Guildhall^ of course^) 

The woodnotes sweet and wild, 

[Bxit rather expensive j) 

Of many a foreign bird. 

[Frojn the Italian Opera,) 

My Mother kissed me there^ 

[In the Chamberlain's Office when I took up my Freedom,) 
My Father pressed my liand^ 

( With a sovereigyi in it, the fust I ever had .*) 

I ask then with a tear, 

[Of course, that's all my eye,) 

To let the old Oak stand ! 

[Too obvious to require explanation*) 

1 We crossed the foaming wave ; 

(Dover to Calais‘--oh, Steward!) 

I ’ve braved the cannon-shot I 
[Mmratively at the Tower ;) 

While I ’ ve a hand to save, 

[That is, till I've lost 'em both,) 

Thy Ax shall harm it not! 

[Ax of Pay- lenient, as before!) 


to be married shortly, as he is quite tired of a chalybeate 
life. 
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"Who^s a real ‘^dear old cliaTOie,” as I needa’t p’raps remark,' 

Of a iiiie Young London Q-entlemaHj 
Unite of the present stylet 

He’Uibet'in “monlceys,’^^ ‘‘ponies, ” though he has seldom ready 
cash; 

If his Tailor isn’t paid, yet he has rings and pins to flash ; 

At his faVrite burlesque theatre he ’s knoTvn as “ such a Mash,” 
When to a fifth-rate Actress he bouquets down will dash. 

Like a fine Young London G-entleman, 

Unite of the present style. 

He round the corner hurries when the sparkling piece is o’er, 

To see his favourite Beauties coming out by the stage-door ; 

He will jostle with his fellows to obtain a smile—nay, more, 

To simply stare at her he ’s seen some hundred times before — 

Like a fine Young London G-entleman, 

Unite of the present style. 

He will hie him off to Hurlingham to join the dove hatim ; 

He will “ plank his pieces ” down to join in battle with the Jew ; 


^e will seek the same antagonist bis “paper ” to renew, 

' When he ’s had the bank at baccarat, or “lost the quids ” at loo, 
Like a fine Young London G-entleman, 

Unite of the present style. 


On a Eacecourse he imagines that he knows what he is at, 

He talks so scornfully of “ mugs,” and says he knows a “fiat ; ” 

So wisely speaks of “ roping,” and he always “ smells a rat,” 

But it very often happens that he ’s put “ into a hat,” 

Is this ^e Young London G-entleman, 

Unite of the present style. 

But there comes a time when barmaids and when theatres are no go, 
W'hen the “ Boy ” is voted nasty, and burlesques considered slow, 
When everything too stale is, and when Ufe has lost its fiow. 

And the spirits once so high become dull, sluggish, bad and low, 

Of the fine Young London Gentleman, 

Unite of the present style. 

Then he recognises sadly there are others come, like he, 

To make merry with the “fizz,” and likewise quaff the “ S. and B.” 
He is growmg old and weary, having just turned twenty- three, 
Existence is so tedious, all “life” a vast e7inu{ 

To the fine Young London Gentleman, 

Unite of the present style. 


— the mayoe and COEPORATIOH 
UXJAKED WITH A MIGHTY CONSTEENATIOH.” 

The Tied Fiper of EaTmlin^ 

In view of the declared intention of the Government to deal with London 
Municipal Reform this Session, tbe Corporation have determined to introduce 
a Bill dealing with the subject from their own point of view .” — Daily Taper, 

Ie this is true, what will the Corporation’s own Bill be like ? 
Will it be at all like this ? — 

Clause 1. — Abolishes the Metropolitan Board of Works. 

Clause 2. — Makes the Corporation the Governing Body for the 
whole of London. 

Clause 3. —Gives the Corporation power to impose whatever Rates 
it thinks fit. 

Clause 4.— Gives it the power of spending the money so raised in 
any way it chooses. 

Clause 5.— Provides that the Lord Mayor shall be an ex officio 
Member of the House of Peers, the Court of Appeal, and the Upper 
House of Convocation. 

Clause 6.— Provides for the best Turtle-Soup being laid on in pipes 
from the Mansion House to the private residences of the Aldermen, 
free of cost. 

Clause T.— Settles the qualifications of an Alderman satisfactorily 
—ability to put up Griffins, and to put down Reformers. 

Clause 8.— Provides for the national observance of Lord Mayor’s 
Day. 

i Clause 9. — The “ Lord Mayor’s Court ” to be tbe chief seat of judi- 
cature in these kingdoms. 

Clause 10.— All little boys who laugh at the Lord Mayor’s Coach- 
man to be liable to penal servitude. 

Clause 11.— In conclusion, empowers the Lord Mayor and Alder- 
men, in case of any newspaper venturing to suggest doubts of the 
divinity of the Corporation as an institution, to at once apply the 
principle of the “ cloture ” to that newspaper. 


He will say that ^ort and sherry his nice palate always cloy ; 

He’ll nothing drink but “B. and S.”and big magnums of “ the 
Boy 

He ’s the darling of the Barmaid, and the honest Waiter’s joy, 

As he quaffs his Pommery “ extra see,” his “ Giesler,” or “ Ivroy,” 
Like a fine Young London Gentleman, 

Guite of the present style. 


LORD iESCULAPIUS. | 

When a .Life-Peerage is vacant, it usualLjr falls to the lot of a 
lawyer who is useful in the Court of Appeal in the House of Doras. 
But why should not a Doctor sometimes be appointed ? Why shoTud 
a Baronetcy be the highest honour ever awarded to members of the 
medical profession when, as the British Medical Journal pertinently j 
remarked the other day, Lord Hapiee is rewarded with a pension 
and hereditar^r rank for defeating a king of savages ? Mr. Spencer 
Wells asked in a recent address, “ Is Jenner or Paoet less worthy 
of a Life-Peerage than any one of the eminent inen who now sit on 
the bench of bishops, or any of the lawyers, soldiers, or sailors who 
have been rewarded by Hereditary Peerages ? ” ^ And the answer 
must be, that these and other distinguished physicians are certainly 
not less deserving than members of the more fortunate professions, 
of the highest honours which the State can bestow, ^r Royal 
Eamily owes much to the medical profession— notably His Royal 
Highness the Prince of Wales. Let him look to it one day, then, 
that great physicians are admitted to the Peerage. 


“ Lawrence f. Townshend.” — T ell that to the Marines, and sec 
how they like it. _ 

Darwin on the Orighn op MAN.-^The latest “ Caudal Leetuxes.” 



MORE O' BALFE. 

{At Her MaJestyU and Elsewhere,) 

Balte’s new Opera has for hero Sir Antony More ; and to give 
some notion of this Artist’s poijnlarityj it will he enough to 
mention that at the end of almost every important piece more was 
called for. The mnch-ahused encore-system is then in full vigour, 
“ More oh is the rather too facetious title of the work ; the name 



The Scenic Artist at Her Majesty^s ; or, the real “ Painter of Antwei’p.*^ 

being apparently intended to remind the public that we have not 
yet heard the last of Balfe. 

If, indeed, we are to have all Balfe's Italian Operas of the last 
thirty or forty years presented to us in an English dress, there will 
not, for some time to come, be an end to so-called new Operas by 
this coniposer--one of the most prolific of his day. Ho “ leading 
motives,” no continuous melody,” no “speaking orchestra,” no 
Wagnerian nonsense of any kind in “ Aforo.'” which is a good, 
old-fashioned Italian Opera of the year 1854 , full of what are vul- 


garly called “tunes,” accompanied for the most part in the “ monster 
guitar ” style, so much despised by the great lUcirAiin. 

The Opera was conducted by Mr. Caul Hosa, who must have 
found the score distressingly full of those “easy things to under- 
stand ” which the hero of Locksley Mall could not abide. The 
temptation of Sir Antony by the beautiful Olivia Cattipana, and his 
persecution by the cruel Duke of Alva (whitened as Alha)^ form the 
subject of the work ; and the three principal personages are represented 
with good effect by Mr. Baetoit McGtrcKiN (who for this occasion 
stepped from the concert-platform on to the stage), Madame Yalleeia, 
and Mr. Leslie Crottt. The action of the piece takes place in the 
Low Countries, where the base (or rather baritone) Duke of Alva is, 
of course, quite at home. The exigences of the drama require, in 
order to bring him into close relations with the painter-tenor, that 
he should show himself a generous patron of Art ; and Alva orders 
pictures freely from the future Sir Antony^ who, on one trying 
occasion, is called upon to paint, for the wicked Duke, the portrait 
of that Olivia Campana whom he himself loves. 

Hot that Olivia has nothing to do but to sit for her portrait. She 
has to marry Count d^Aremoerga^ one of the Duke of Alva's fol- 
lowers ; to feign death, and invent an epitaph for her tombstone ; 
to enter a convent, undergo a trial for conspiracy, and get sen- 
tenced to the scaffold ; to repel the advances of the Duke of Alva--- 
which recall those of the Count di Luna to Leonora va. II Trovatore ; 
to take part in more than one love-duet with Antonio More ; and, 
in the end, to sing one of those final rondos, without which in ancient 
days no Opera was thought complete. The motive of the last Act 
might have been set to a once popular song and introduced into the 
Opera as a solo and chorus, thus 

** Aha would a wooing go, 

Heigho, sings Moro^ 

Aha would a wooing go, 

■Whether Olivia liked it or no, 

With his scowling, growling, /orift* but naughty, 

Heigho, sings Antony MoroP 

If a Parliamentary return could be moved for of the number of 
Operas which, from the first performance of liossnsri’s Cinderella 
I until the establishment of the infiuence of Teeei, were made to 
terminate with a rondo finale^ the return would, in the first place, 
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PLEA OF PADDINGTON. 

[With apologies to the Shades of 
Canning and Fr&reJ) 

The Board of Works, a thrifty 
crew, 

Oppose, in cold, heart-sadding 
tone, 

The Park! Ah! Buitbee may 
pooh-pooh, 

But *^Let us have it I ” is the TJ- 
-niversal prayer of Paddington. 

Non possumus f l^ay, that won’t 
do I 

Pray drop official fadding tone ! 
Builderdom’s selfish bosh eschew, 
And listen kindly to the TJ- 
-niversal cry of Paddington.; 

Asphyxia on our Town, too true, 
Weighs yet in many a madding 
ton; 

Give us another “lung,” pray do, 
Is now the hearty, ardent U- 
-niversal plea of Paddington. 

Are Cockney souls as dull of hue 
As Babylon’s pervading tone ? 
“Let’s look upon the heavenly 
blue 

From one more vantage,” is 
,theU- . 

-niversal wish of Paddington. 

Posterity, on its turf pursue- 
-ing pleasant sports, in gladding 
tone 

Will bless the foresight, wise and 
true, 

Which timelp listened to the U- 
-niversal prayer of Paddington. 


Union Generaxe.— In France 
the name of a bank (probably 
sand“bank) ; in England the name 
of a workhouse,^ where nobody 
works. The definitions are widely 
different, but the things are 
much alike. 


Health oe the United States. 
— The Cabinet of Washington has 
nearly recovered from the effects 
of an irritating Chih-Blaine. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 70. 



“ THE DASHING WHITE SERGEANT.” 
“And I WILL BE YOUR— Ballantine.” [Feb, 11.) 


“ WHERE IGNORANCE IS 
BLISS ”^IN A SURYEYOR. 

What terribly ignorant people 
some of the principal Surveyors 
of London must be! I some- 
times find three of the most re- 
spectable members of that highly 
respectable profession swearing 
solemnly that in them judgment 
a particular property is worth say 
about £16,000. Then three 
' equally respectable members of 
the same highly respectable pro- 
fession swear that in their judg- 
ment it is not worth a farthing 
more than £9,000 ; and the Jury, 
apparently not paying the least 
respect to the opinions or judg- 
ment of any of them, say it is 
worth about £13,000 ! 

Of course it is only a scan- 
dalous suggestion to say that the 
puzzled Jury add the highest 
valuation to the lowest, and divide 
the amount, and find a verdict 
accordingly, though the figures 
stated would seem to hear out 
the possibility of such a state- 
ment containing a considerable 
amount of truth. 

It almost tempts one to suggest 
that the Jury should settle the 
value, without the expensive 
assistance of six eminent Sur- 
veyors, as they don’t apj)arently 
attach the slightest weight to 
their opinions, although I am 
informed they cost about seventy 
guineas each. 

Joseph Geeenhoen. 


Apt QrUotation. 

Lines from George Coleman* Broad 
Grins f* addressed, with Mr, 
Bunch's Compliments, to a ccr^ 
tain Correspondent of the New 
iLorh Tribune md other papers, 

“ Then, Sir, shake hands, and 
part ! No breach, 

No difference ’twixt us, I beseech ! 
Although our business varies : 

Thine is detraction, mine is jest— 

Which occupation, pray, is best, 
Thy spite, or my ‘ Vagaries ? ’ ” 


not he granted. But if statistics on the subject could be obtained, it 
would be seen that a verv large proportion, indeed, of the Operas pro- 
duced between 1813 and (about) 1853 were brought to a conclusion by a 
highly fiorid air for the heroine, whose heart was “hounding” with 
“joy astounding,” or “ dancing ” with “ love entrancing,” or “leap- 
ing ” with “no more weeping.” When, at the close of her adven- 
tures and perils, Madame Yaxlebia comes forward and sings an 
air in triple time, expressive of her delight at everything having 
come right at last, people smile at the familiar vocal tag. But they 
also ap^aud, for the piece is very effective ; and Madame Yalleeia 
sings it brilliantly. 

Opinions differ as to the treatment that the Duke of Alva has 
received in the new Opera ; for while one critic declares that he has 
been made worse than ever— the librettist representing him as a 
would-be lady-killer as well as a sla^^er of men— another maintains 
that the pleasant, genial strains which Balee has witten for the 
part have nad the effect of rehabilitating him. Mr. Grotty’s singing 
is in every case much better than the Duke of AhoHs conduct. 

This Opera contains one or two very dramatic scenes; and the 
meeting of the Council of Blood would he terrifying— the viUanous- 
looking ecclesiastics with balloons on their heads are enough to 
frighten the boldest person— hut for the light and agreeable music 
by which the proceedings are enlivened. A pretty divertissement 
was not the less welcome because the dancers wore Spanish costumes 
and danced in the Spanish style. History is mute on the subject ; 
but it is ^uite possible that the stern and savage Duke of Alva 
may have taken with him to Antwerp a troop of Spanish dancers. 

The work was received with great demonstrations of delight ; and 


I while devoting himself with commendable exertion to the task of 
popularising Wagner, Mr. Carl Rosa deserves great credit for not 
I neglecting the already popular Balee. 

Mr. Booset’s “Night wi’ Burns ’’ was very Scotch ; Scotch by its 
ballads, and Scotch also by the mist which, filled the hall. The 
congenial fog had no effect, however, hut that of stimulating the 
audience to applause, renewed again and again. Miss Hope Glenn, 
of the Italian voice, made on this occasion her first appearance as a 
Caledonian vocalist. Fortunately the Scotch accent, so difficult to 
acquire, can, by 
singers not to the 
manner born, be 
easily unlearned. 

“ Colonel” Cogh- 
Ian was one year 
old last Thursday, 

Mr. Byron’s Boys 
were two or three 
years old before 
they retired. As Mr. 

Bancroft’s pro- 
perty in the Robert- 
sonian Series is fast 
expiring, the pre- 
sent piece might he 
called The Last 
Ours of the Haymarket. ^ Though expiring it is doing remarkably 
well by all accounts, specially those of the Haymarket Treasury. 



Colonel Coghlan, one year old, February 2. 
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A DIPLOMATIC ANSWER. 

Lady Godim. “But stoely, Doctor, you don’t aptrove of 

THOSE HORRID iESTHETIO FASHIONS IN "WOMEN’S DRESS 

The Doctor. “My dear Madam, so iono as a Woman is liTSArr - 

TIFVLf SHE MAY WEAR WHATEVER SHE LIKES, FOR Me ; AND IF SHE 
isn’t, WHAT DOES IT MATTER WITAT SHE WEARS ? ” 

[Lady G. thinJcs the Doctor a most deliyhtfid person, and quite 
agrees with Mm I 


RED FIRE FOR BLUEMANTLE. 

Refereino to the composition of the Special Deputation re- 
cently appointed by the German Emperor to convey to the Sultan 
the insignia of the ^‘Most distinguished and lofty Order of the 
Black Eagle the Garter of Prussia-— a Contemporary points out 
that not only is it remarkable in the matter of rank, since it includes 
a Prince or two, and apparently^ a Monarch, and some ancient 
dynasty alluded to in the official list as “ Captain Henry 
but that considered ^in its highest light as a bit of diplomatic 
theatrical display, it is perhaps quite unsurpassable. 

** As regards soldierly physique, and variety and impressiveness of uniform, 
no better selection of special Envoys could have been made, and the Oriental 
mind, they say, is singularly susceptible to outward magniliccnco and show.” 

It is to be hoped that after this European coup de theatre in the 
very heart of Stamhonl, the reviving foreign Bondholders will get 
their promised half per cent, regularly. Meantime, might not the 
Authorities at Heralds’ College take a hint ? It is admitted on all 
hands that the ceremonial connected with the investiture of our own 
time-honoured Garter, when conducted hy commission in a Con- 
tinental capital, never fails, by reason of its wildly grotesque 
characteristics, to produce peals of laughter, spite every effort of 
local etiquette to take the honour seriously. Garter King-at-Arms, 
in Ml dress, is apparently irresistible ; and the other day at Madrid 
it is well known that everybody concerned was in uncontrollable fits. 
As the ceremony is about to be, if not already, repeated in the case 
of His nnoff ending Majesty the King of Saxony, could not some- 
thing he done on the Prussian lines in the way both of “physique ” 
and of variety and impressiveness,” too ? Why not, in addition to 
the usual official aimouncement that the 

“Earl of Fife and Sir Albert Woods will be accompanied by Mr. 
Geobob Cockayne, Lancaster Herald, and Mr. Edward Bkllaris, Blue- 
mantle Pursuivant of Anns,*^ 


can it not he intimated that “H.R.H, the Duke of Cambridge, a 
couple of Beefeaters, the Hall-Porter at the Criterion, and the Lord 
Mayor, ffrmly secured on the hack of one of Mr. Sanger’s largest 
and freshest elephants, also joined the distinguished party at the 
last moment.” Such a following, together with a little judicious 
red fire let off at intervals during the progress of the proceedings, 
could not fail to impress everybody. German “ ideas ” are always 
worthy of respectful attention ; and if it is not too late, and His 
Saxon Majesty has not already been holding his sides, while the Earl 
of Fife has been shaking in convulsions over his Eoyal knee, some- 
thing might yet be done to rescue the most honoured and ancient 
distinction in Europe from that region of broad farce into which it 
seems slowly but surely to be settling. 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

THE GAT FOGOGBAPTIEB. 

Believe me, I ’d shatter the indolent fetters 
That long have enchained me and held mo too fast ; 

I ’d earnestly try to reply to my letters, 

That should have been answered the week before last ; 

I ’d get up betimes, and I ne’er would be surly, 

Nor slumber till Twelve like an underbred hog ; 

I wouldn’t play pool, and I ’d go to bed early — 

But canH on accoimt of the Bog ! 

I ’d square up at once with that man in the City, 

And even 1 ’d ask Uncle Foozle to lunch * 

Oh, I would be wise, as I always am witty,* 

And finish at once those smart papers for 

No more at the weather would I be a railor ; 

No longer our climate I ’d ceaselessly slog. 

I ’d settle at once witli my hatter and tailor — 

But canH on account of the Fog! 

I ’d go and take part in the dreariest of dinners, 

The prosiest praters I ’d ne’er try to snub ; 

And Borewell would find mo the best of all grinners 
At all the old stories bo tells at the Club. 

At slow Kettledrums I would often bo present, 

And talk like a tool or a prim pedagogue ; 

To rudest relations I ’d sometimes he pleasant— 

But canH on account of the B'og / 

I ’d pay all those calls I so long have neglected, 

And highest opinions deservedly earn ; 

And do proper things such as none o’er expect, od — 

That borrowed umbrella at once I ’d return. { 

I ’d browse in a pasture of virtuous clover, 

I cannot detail all the long catalogue 

Of countless now leaves I would gladly turn over— 

But canH on account of the Fog ! ^ 

* The evidence of his wisdom and wit is in this line. — En. 

f 'W'hat does ho moan by a “ smart paper’’ f Does ho want to start as a 
furnishing Boot in opposition to Air. Moinirs H Lot him continue to furnish 
ns with versos ; that’s all wo “want from a iniuHtrei: nono of his “smart 
papers.”— Ed. 

T That borrowed umbrolla” — no— those umbrellas, hut not borrowed — 
only, of course, “taken by accitlmit.” Ret urn, ami all ahull bo forgiven. — E d. 


UPS AND DOWN8. 

Three Doi.racfs from the Diary of a Turkish Bondholder, 

1862.— Well, if this isn’t the luckiest day in my life. By Jove, 
I ’ve managed to collar what I wanted in Turks, livery halfpenny 
I ’ve got safe in ’em ! Income trebled. Happy thoufirht, celebrate 
the event by a lUchmond dinner, bracelet all round for the girls, 
and a new brougham for Maui.v. Tom shall go to Oxford. Mem: 
ask price of Pilling’s yacht. Things are brightening and no 
mistake. 

1872.— The worst day I ’ve had at the crossing yet, fancy. Pil- 
ling passed to-dtw, and gave me a had halfpenny. ITo must have 
recognised me. 1 wish Tom made more in the cat’s-meat line. 
However, Marta seems happy over the washing, Ba'w a real Turk 
to-day get olf an omnibus. Hit him hard over the legs with the 
broom. Felt happier. 

1882.— No— don’t tell me such good news all at once. It’s too 
much for one. What ?— are they really going to pay one per cent if 
we let ’em off arrears I A fact ? Is it F Then here go three cheers 
for the Sultan ! I alwa.ys said your Turk was a real gentleman at 
bottom. Heaven bless him ! I shall be able after all to live in a 
back street at Brixton, and give Maria, when she wants it, a three- 
pound-ten funeral ! Joy I 


I 


I 


TO COEUESPOHBEHTS.— In no ease can Contributions bo returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Birected Envelope. 

Copies should be kept. 
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HASTY GENERALISATION. 

JRaginald [to his new friend the Village Blaclcsmith), ** There ’s 
Aunt Ellen, 'Williams. Let ’s cross over. She ’ll Kiss us, 
YOU KNOW. She always does 1 ” 


THE EKINGE OE SOCIETY. 

** A thorougWy respectable young woman wanted as Parlour Maid in a 
small private family, about twenty-four years of age, who has not got her hair 
cut on her foreheads'*— Vide Daily Telegraphy February 9. 

Mary Anne to Matilda Jane, 

Have you read this here hadvertisement, my own Matilda Jane, 
Which the meaning though it ’s scandalous is also very plain. ^ 

They seems to think there ’s not a bit of “ go ” with servant-girls, i 
And as they used to skimp chig-nongs they wants to skimp our | 
curls. 

Oh ! it ’s shameful audit ’s awful, for pray why should we be frights, 
If a Parlour Maid gets wages, yet she likewise has her rights. 

How there/s Missus" such a dowdy thing, with hair that’s Lifeguard 
red, 

Yet she always lays the curling-tongs about her lobster head ; 

She wiU curl and trim her locks, till I ’ve often seen them singe ; 

But she won’t let me have what she can’t, a lovely wavy fringe ! 

Oh ! it ’s shameful, and it’ s awful, and, in fact, I ’d like to swear, 

To think a Parlour Maid mayn’t cut or frizzle up her hair I 

And then there’s my brave Benjamin ( a Constable, of course). 

Who ’s the Terror of the Burglar, and the Honour of the Force. 

He says (he ’s such a learned chap) my hair is like the Greeks, 

And now I musn’t please him, on account of henvious sneaks ! 

Oh ! it ’s shameful and it ’s amul, and I really do declare 
If things don’t change I ’U lose my place, and still stick to my hair. 

They may say there ’s on the Registry of Parlour Maids a glut, 

But they can’t be m the Fashion if their hair in front ’s not cut ; 

And as I ’ave said before (being English born and free), 

I means to beautify myself just as it pleases me. 

For it ’s shameful and it ’s awful that a Missus should and can 
TeU how she means to cut the fringe of Tour own 

Mary Anne. 


DONS AND DRUMS. | 

Owing- to the enterprise and energy of the several Royal and dis- 
tinguished Personages who have taken the movement in hand, there 
is little doubt but that a National College of Music, established on a 
wide and permanent basis, will before long be an accomplished fact. 

It is already announced that the Prince of Wales, who is evidently 
determined to countenance no half-measures in^ dealing with the 
matter, has convened for the 28th inst., what wiH, if merely decently 
attended, prove little short of a monster meeting, to discuss the 
subject. His Royal Highness, it appears, has intimated that he wiR 
be glad, on the occasion in q.uestioiL, to assemble around him at St. 
James’s Palace — 

— “ the Lords Lieutenants as the representatives of tbe counties, the Mayors 
as representatives of tbe towns of the United Kingdom, and tbe Arcbbisbops 
and Bishops and tbe clergy of various denominations,” 

for the purpose of introducing them all, then and there, to 
“tbe most eminent musicians, tbe most eminent music-publisbers, tbe most 
eminent musical-instrument-makers, and, lastly, distinguished amateurs and 
tbe most influential patrons of music.” 

Such a gathering as this has not been seen since the signing of 
Magna Charta ; and if not only a College but a complete Musical 
University does not prove the immediate upshot of its deliberations, 
it will not have been from any want either of thoroughness or of 
hearty co-operation on the part of its illustrious promoter. 

Meantime, Mr, Punchy wno doesn’t know whether he mayn’t look 
in, and take a degree or two himself, when the thing is fairly started, 
offers the following preliminary suggestions for the guidance of 
those about to set it on foot. Some of his hints, if not fresh, may at 
least he of use to^ a provincial Mayor, or even to an Archbishop, 
who,^ notwithstanding a very limited familiarity with the technical 
details of the matter in hand, finds himself suddenly called on to 
express his opinion before the St. James’s Palace assembly, on the 
approaching 28th. Mr, Punchy therefore, subjoins the following 
random, but valuable, jottings, with confidence and pleasure : — 
Rough Mems, for the Formation of a Musical University, 

(1) Buildings, — These should be on the good old college lines, 
with plenty of open spaces. The usual Gothic triangle, surrounded 
by fiats, should be the model. Advanced Students might be rele- 
gated to a block in seven flats, and they might be hauled up to the 
top storey by suspended chords. Ho two doors should ever have the 
same key. This for practice. In the grounds, too, there might be, 
here and there, a five-barred gate. This would enable those who 
felt inclined to take a five-bars* rest. 

(2) The Vice^ Chancellor, — The dress of the Yice-Chancellor will be 
simple and appropriate. It will be trimmed with counterpoint lace, 
and he will never be expected to appear in public without his brass 
bands. His general attitude will be dominant ; but he will be 
expected to have some member of his family in the Mmjy and to 
supply himself with his own relative Major. When ailing, however, 
he will receive diatonic treatment, free of charge. To light his bed- 
chamber candle, he will use Sol fa matches. 

(3) The Colleae Hall,—Thi^ will be easily approached from all 
parts of the building by conveniently constructed staccato passages, 
and an excellent tone will pervade all tbe general arrangements. Ho 
bottled ale will be allowed, but double Bass, though Meyerbeer will 
he served in French horns to those that ask for it. Devilled trom- 
bones wOl be served for supper, and the plate wRl be fiddle pattern. 

(4) Gentleman Commoner, — Any student with a Handel to his 
name, will he able to enter as a Gentleman Commoner. 

(5) Recreation, — ^Ample opportunity will be afforded for recrea- 
tion, but no undergraduate will be eligible for the Eleven who is not 
prepared to make his own vocal score, execute a series of brilliant 
runs, and give the ball the proper musical pitch. As at Cambridge, 
tbe grounds immediately behind the Hall and buildings will be 
known as the College Bachy and here in winter Prisoner’s Bass will 
be played at imperfect intervals. 

(6) 'General, — Though free from crotchets, the Principal will feel 
himself responsible for the moral and social training of the students 
under his supervision. He would not, therefore, be likely to accept ' 
a run up to town to see an eminent Bond Street Publisher in dis- 
tress, as an equivalent to an “ attendance at Mourning Chappell.” 
Credit will be discouraged, and no undergraduate, whatever his 
genius, will be allowed to arrange a composition of his own with his 
creditors. On the same principle the Owe-boy wiR be banished 
from the orchestra. Lastly, though unpolitical in its aims, the 
tendencies of the institution, foRowing the lead of the Paris Conser- 
vatoirey wiR be strongly Trova-tory. 


Re-Set for the Sex. 

{By a Father of Many Daughters^) 

Hope springs eternal in tbe female breast, 
“Woman ne’er isy but always to be—dresti 
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TKE DIRGE OF THE DINER. 

A Restore- Wrong Rhyme, 

“ Attendance is charged in the BillJ ” 
Delighted we sit down to dine ; 

And order onr food and our wine. 

The waiter is passing polite, 

We eat with a grand appetite 
Of dishes compounded with skill. 

The room is so cozy and light ; 

The glass and the silver are bright ; 
Our hag of defiance is furled, 

We seem all at peace with the world, 

And rest (luite contented until 

Attendance is charged one and nine. 
We pay its collector a fine ; 

And give to the waiter polite 
A tip he regards as his right 
And duty of ours to fulfil ! 

The carver, too, looks for a fee ; 

The man with our coat, so does he I 
The porter expects something more. 

Who calls us a cab at the door ! 

‘‘ Attendance is charged in the Rill } ” 


tTnexpired Lease. 

The Covent Garden Pantomime has taken one extra 
week’s lease of life. The special attractions are a new 
Esthetic Quadrille by the Girards, and some ‘‘Demon 
Revels by the Nelson family in which the statue from 
Trafalgar S(iuare, if he is only half as lively as the cele- 
brated one in Don Giovanni^ ought to j oin. He might come 
down handsomely for once— and assist the Covent Garden 
crew, who are putting on a brilliant spurt for the finish, 
and are to have the benefit of the week’s proceeds. 


Pleasant little party last week at Bristol, when Lord 
Coleridge entertained an Uncommon Jury by directing 
their attention to a precedent — Queen v. Negus. 
ACCOMMODATION. The Jury sat some time over the Negus, but decided it 

wasn’t strong enough for them, and refused to swallow 
Swell. “ Haw— ’no Small Change about me.” it. Whereupon Lord Coleridge, whose only mistake 

Minstrel. “Oh, don’t mention ’t, Sab. A ^Bob will do, Sab. And ie was perhaps that he didn’t give it ’em strong enough, 
YOU 'll call at my Club to-mobbow, Sab, the Hall Pobtab will give you discharged them. This shows that Juries are not judges 


Sixpence back, Sab. My Kyabd, Sab, etc. ! ! ” 


at all events, of Negus. 


CAB LAW^ 

Scene— in the Present— Mr. Alderman Muddlecombe, 

presiding, Rolice Officers and the British Ruhlic generally 
gazing in respectful admiration of the loorthy Alderman, 

The Alderman (to Clerk). Call on next case. 

[Clerk calls out Sykes v. Jenkins'^ A young Gent^ of a rather 
fast and loose appearance^ stands up in front of the Alder ^ 
man, and an elderly Cahnan steps into the Wihiess^hox, 
Alderman, Now, Cabman, where ’s your badge ? 

Cahhy, Here, yer Yursliip. 

[Fumhling in his waisicoaUpochet and drawing out Ms badge, 
Alderman, Better late than never. D’ye know, Cabman, that I 
could fine you forty shillings and costs for coming before me without 
your badge ? 

Cahhy, I ’ope yer Yurship won’t do it this time. I have druv 
a cab these fourteen years, and niver fined a shillin’ in my life. 

Alderman, Well, I shan’t fine you this time. But don’t you come 
here again without showing your badge, that ’s all. Now, what 
have you to say about this Gentleman ? ^ 

Cahhy, I summon him for four-and-six, vich is my lofful fare, 
and he Itnows it. 

Clerk, How do you make out four-and-six ? 

Cahhy, Well, I takes him up with two other gents in the City 
Road, and I druv ’em fust to the Heagle, and was there a hour and 
a half ; then to the Hangel, and then I druv him ’ome, and then he 
only hofiered me a couple of hob, vich was not half my fare, and 
so I summon him. So he flings Ms card at me, and says, “ Summon, 
and he d d ! ” 

, Clerk (to Cahhy), Hansom or four-wheeler ? 

^ Cahhy, An ’Ansem, in coorae. Never druv a four-wheeler in my 
life. Couldn’t do it, your Worship. 

Alderman, There you are again. Three Gentlemen in a Hansom. 
You are liable to be fined forty sMUings for that. You claim from 


this Gentleman four-and-six, but you yourself are liable for not 
wearing your badge, and carrying three in a Hansom four pounds, 
or two months with hard labour. That is the law. Cabman, and 
you know it. But, as you say your licence is clean, I shall let you I 
go this time. 

Clerk (to Defendant), Have you anything to say ? 

Defendant, Nothin’, Sir. I don’t remember nothin’ about it, 

Alderman, Order for four-and-six, and half-a-crown costs. 

Defendant, Yery well, Sir. ' 

Cahhy, A border ! I ax yer Yur.ship is this rite ? You say you 
could send me to quod for two months sliok oif. But when I oums ' 
to ax my lofi ul fare, all I gets is a border ! 

Clerk, Well, if he don’t pay, you can apply for a distress 
warrant. 

Cahhy, 0 a’coorse ! and I must pay summixt more for that, and 
not get my money arter all. I knows summut about a distress 
warrant. Missus had one put in last week by Skool Bord 

Alderman, Now, my good man, get along, you have got your 
order. 

[ Cahhy, Well, yer Yurship, it ain’t rite. We Cabbies can be sent ! 
to quod rite away if anybody complains agen us. But if we com- 
plains agen anybody you gives us a border. And this is the Law. 

Alderman, Yes, my good man, that ’s the Law. Call on next 
case. [Dxit Defendant smiling, and Cahhy somewhat crestfallen. 


From a Correspondent. 

Do Golden Eagles lay golden eggs ? If so, the person who killed 
one in the Deer Forest, Hivereshie, as reported in Truth last week, 
can never have read JBsop's Rabies, or he would have known 
better. 

I Our esteemed Ornithological authority, Nestor, is at present up a 
j tree, engaged in his usual pursuit of knowledge. But we trust he will descend 
1 to answer the above query.— Ed.] 







Februaey 18 , 1882 ,] 


PUNCH, OR THE I.ONDON CHARIVARI. 













' ' " 


'c^ 



; 


WMiM 








Iff 









-Cv^:.-:- : 




‘AT!^ - ■'^VTAA. v - ,. v-:-';- ' 

V^ Vv-;?^ -IV ^:rv • C.V^-'- 

^^^V'. -' -^''r- K-'c A'" 
3^5teAAV5¥ 


'»-'v’»i. WX» 


V..'," ■'’^X'-^'^X'W v' 

:VV::'ja;'"'‘"' 


Q(yoern€ss Oladdy ^laTney8t(yM {to Master Paddy, who is still crying fcyy the Moon), “Come and tell its Gladly quietly then ! 
AND, IE HE can’t HAVE IT ALL, HIS GLADDY WILL SEE IP SHE CAN GIVE HIM A LITTLE BIT OP IT I ’ 


TlXBsnAYy February 7.— TMs is our opening day, and the way m 
which the merry, merry men uprose-ye-then was q'oite surprising. 
Crowd outside, crowd inside, crowd everywhere. Ensh for seats 
and standing-room* Everyone striving to be first. Genial surprise 
to Eanlolph and his merry men when, having got up very early in 
the morning, and swallowed a hasty breakfast, they discovered that 
Someone had been there before them. 


** Sure to be a Scotchman,” Randolph growled. 

“Probably sitting for an Irish Constituency,” Drummond re- 
marked, gloomily adjusting his spectacles. 

So it was. The Macparlane, having provided himself with an oat- 
meal cake and a noggin’ o’ whiskey, borrowed the daily papers fpm 
a friend, and making them into a sort of blanket, covered himself up 
therewith, and_camped_out all night in" Palace-Yard. As soon as 
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tke charw'oman opened the door to shake her dusters, rushed passed 
her and dashed in. That, at least, is the account Sir Wilfbib gives 
me : and he never imposes on the ingenuous mind. 

House quite full at noon. At half -past one Mr. Brablaugh 
arrived. Finding the House at prayers said he would wait. When 

Chanlain bowed himself out, the 
burly B, burst in, and standing at 
the Bar east a friendly glance 
p around. Smiled genially upon the 

Sergeant-at-Arms, who had got on 
his war-paint— that is had pulled 
^ lavender kid gloves. 

W House formed square and prepared ! 

ff to receive Bradlaugit. But he 

K only making a reconnaissance, 

vanished when the Speaker 
# i Bf nH presently went out to hear the 

I ra ® ^ueen^s Speech read 'in the other 

/ M B ii ijW P fri i,,. Interval of two hours for re- 
j m m freshment. Curtain drawn up, 

! ^ H 1 discovers Mr. Bradlaugb; stand- 

/ Ms crowded. 

! 1 m ^ Prince of Wales in Stage-Box. 

I ms ^ master of the 1 

/ Mm situation, but^ knows how to 

// W W F temper authority with courtesy. 

W “ Gentlemen of the French Guard, 

•Di 1 -D j -Di 1 T» XI swear first, he says, bowing to the 

Black Bod and Black Beetle. throng of new Members waiting 

to take the oath. So they advance 
in a long line, Mr. Raikes looking as gloomy as if he were going to a 
! funeral, and Mr. James Lowther as jubilant as if the melancholy 
I occasion which oppressed his friend were the obsequies of the Govern- 
I meut. Terrible swearing going on at the table for some minutes. 
'^V'hen finished, Mr. Beablaugh marched up, and, precisely as on 
( arlier occasions, stood at the table. “ Q,uite like old times, says 
Mr. Dillwyf with a pleased smile. All the old business gone 
through precisely as before— all up to the climax. Government 
defeated on tbe Previous Question ; Mr, Bradlattgb: voted out ; 
ordered to retire ; wouldn’t go ; Speaker asked for fresh instruc- 
tions ; given with pleasure ; 

Speaker orders Bradlactgh: to ~ - - - . ^ ^ 
retire; B. declines. Breathless ( 

silence ; Sergeant-at-Arms fastens v z ^ \ ) 

an additional button on his right 

glove. The twelve ancient servi- ^ \ 

tors— now, ^ alas I a year older — w 

who in a single night turned out If 

twenty-seven Irish Members, feel Vlix AH 

their biceps, throw out their 
chests, and prepare for action. 

Everybody holds his breath, and 
Hon. Gentlemen on the Front 1 

Benches begin to wonder whether, / / I 
after all, they have got the safest // M 
seats for seeing the shindy. But // W 
Mr. Brablaugh, remembering his ft) 

dignity, declines the physical con- \\ // 
test, and walks out. 

Strangers in the Gallery indig[- 
nant, and talk of demanding their 

money back. It ’s like going to Mr. Bradlaugh appears, and the 
I the play and finding Bamlefs Clock stops. 

I mother and stepfather alive when 

the curtain tails ; or Macbeth walking comfortably off when it ’s all 
over ; or Mr, and 3frs, Othello retiring, arm-in-arm, just when the 
pillow-scene ought to come on. 

Business Mr. Brablaugbc ejected by 286 votes against 228. 

; Wednesdm Debate on Address going on all after- 

poqn. Sir Stapeorb provokingly milL W. E. G. magnificently 
I writable ; Mr. Bxggar, perched on his familiar seat below the ! 
I Gangway, says Boo to hini ” with great pertinacity and gratifying 
success. Have always thought that if the American gentleman, in 
his luxuriously appointed apartment, had paid no attention to the 
raven perched upon the pallid bust of Pallas, he would have been 
comfortable, and the bird would soon have got tired of croak- 
mg JN evermore.” W. E. G- when in similar circumstances a 
Parliamentary raven “says Boo to him,” with grimly polished 
manner, most exceUeut irony, retorts “Boo-hoo to youP^ 
Joseph Gxllis doesn^t imderstund the satire, but he sees he is 
annoymg and disconcerting the great orator, and is naturally 
encouraged by the notice taken of him. 


T'-.- 






Mr. Bradlaugh appears, and the 
Clock stops. 


he has “ held high position.” It more than ever behoves gentlemen 
inclined to look askance upon Mrs. Dawsok to remember that there 
is a Body they will have to step over. The Body will now be clad 
in the robes of the Lord Mayor of Dublin. 

Mr. Firth wandering about this afternoon looking as if a great 
load were lifted from his mind. Saw him several times last night 
hanging about the entrance hall furtively peering into the House. 
Thought the other Lord Mayor and Corporation were lying in wait 
for him somewhere, and that he went about in bodily fear. At ten 
o’clock, as I was trotting along the corridor with intent to have a 
cigar on the terrace with Mr. CHAMBERLAnr, met a pair of calves 
coming nervously along. Given up that sort of thing now, and was 
passing on when, looking up, discovered at the other end the face of 
the Member for Chelsea. In addition to stockings he had on velvet 
knee-breeches, ditto coat, and a white friU spread out under his chiu 
like a small waterfall. Looked more than ever guilty and distraught. 
Thought at first he hadn’t come honestly by the ^ things, hut then 
flashed upon me that he was trying to get away in!!disguise from the 



encouraged by the notice taken of him 
Lord Mayor Dawson turned on the | 
What a man it is I More charming t 


founts of his oratozy. 
since, as he puts it, 


The Opposition Show ; new Figures added to the Collection. 

out-lying piquet of a vengeful Corporation. Mentioned it to 
Chamberlain, who said he was only going to second the Motion for 
the Address, and that it was customary for gentlemen to do^ that iu 
costume, as if they were playing in a charade. However it be, F. 
seems more cheerful to-day, as he goes about in his own clothes. 

Business Debate on the Address. 

Thursday Night— Yitj Lord Folkestone isn’t here to-night. He 
doesn’t go in much for serious Art ; hut, when one has the Painter 
instinct, I ’m told a good subject will bring it out surprisingly. 
Here, in full view of the Yiscouut, whose copy of the Orders is 
usually illustrated with heads of the people opposite, is one of the 
best lay-figiu’es for a great masterpiece, to be entitled “ The Good 
Man struggling with Adversity^'* that ever amateur hapx^ed upon. 
There is a ruggedness about the apparel, a recklessness about the 
hair, a hunted look in the eye, a nervous twitch of the fingers, and 
a convulsive movement of the whole body that is much more eloquent 
than the speech itself. 

It is Mr. Forster, unmuzzled at last, and with full opportunity of 
demolishing his opponents. What a dreadful muddle he has got 
into ! 

“ It will read a good deal better in ixrint ” says Sir William 
Harcourt, always ready to put in a kind word for anyone. 

“Yes,” says Mr. Bright, testily, “but he’s not addressing the 
House of Commons in print. You might as well, seeing a man try- 
ing to get along Fleet Street in a steam-launch, say it would go 
admirably ou the river.” 

And yet every one sorry for him, and makes desperate attempts 
to look interested. Fact is Forster is flogging a dead horse, slaying 
the Land League over again, and explaining in February why he put 
Mr. Parnell in prison in October, The interest is a little remote. 

Much livelier after midnight. Regular skirmishing among 
Private Bills. Everybody woke up, and wanted to block somebody 
else’s Bill. Mr, Forster, depressed with his own dulness, joined in 
the game, which was such a success, that the House sat till three in 
the morning, and would have sat longer, only it was Counted Out, 

Business done,— Mi. Smyth’s Eepeal-Home-Rule Amendment 
rejected by 93 votes against 37. 

Friday Night— night. House empty, except for talk, and 
that, for the most part, empty too. ^ j 

Business Successfully postponed the introduction of the I 

Hew Rules till end of next week. 
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THE YOUNG MAN FROM THE COUNTRY AT 
THE PLAY. 

Eespected P., — I took your advice, and went to see the School for 
Scandal at the Yandeville. I took Tomztns of Balliol, who is an 
awfully clever chap. Having presented a nice young lady a nice 
sixpence for a nice programme^ containing all the names and 
addresses of some of the principal decorators, upholsterers, and 
furniture-makers in London, I saw a vast collection of tables, and 
chairs, and clocks, and looking-glasses, just like a Bond Street Art- 
shop ; and mixed up with these was my Lady Sneertoell^ who wore 
a mustard-coloured wig (mind you, she was a Lady of the deepest 
dye), saying nasty things, in a hard voice, to a kind of aconite-and- 
arsenic-looking cnap. called Snake » Then entered a plum-coloured 
Footman, who, however, turned out to he the villain of the play. 
This was Joseph Surface, played by Mr. Archer, whose render- 
ing of this part Tomxyns told me, was “subtle; ” but he struck 
me as too quiet and insipid, even when he was not required to 
disguise his villany. 

Then came a black and white heroine called Maria, played by 
a Miss Alma Murray, who looked very pretty, talked copy-book 
headings in a sad sepulchral voice, and was altogether a very 


on a great deal of side. He forgave her no end of faults, and when- 
ever they were “love all,” they began again, and she always won. 
Sir Jdeter is evidently “ up to snufi ” (as I said to Tomryns), and 
he takes a goodish lot of it during the play ; but we all agreed^ at 
this point, that if he was “ taking snuff,” the lady wasn’t “ taking 
Cavendish,” but only just at this point, when I was hurt to see the 
old man scored off in this way. 

Still Lady Teazle redeemed all her misdeeds by one splendid bit 
of acting, when Charlie Surface, without so much as “ by your 
ticket ot leave,” chucked the screen down in Joseph's library of 







Furniture Puzzle Scene— To find Charles Surface, 

depressing and miserable young person, and not a bit the sort of 
girl Charlie Surface,— sort, Charlie, I tell you—would have 
fallen desperately in love with. But the love-making part was 
very heavy ; only, thank goodness ! there wasn’t much of it. 

I became a bit livelier when a funny, and festive old lady, 

Mrs^ Sugar Can 1 mean Mrs, Sterling- Candour, began to tell 

stories for which she would most undoubtedly have been “ sconced ” 
had she told them at our Common Koom. 

Crah-Thorn-Tree 'wsiB sour, and wrinkled, and brown. Tomxyhs 
tells me he is the boss of this>how. He speaks with a curious little 
husky gasp at the beginning 'of every sentence, which is very 
comical. Sir Benjamin BackUte was played by a gentleman witn 
a Chinese name, and an effeminate snob he was. Tomryhs said 
“his foolish vapourings were in the true spirit of the Macaroni 
of the period.” We all pretended to agree with Tomrytjs, as he 
knows a lot. 

Well, Sir, these people told no end of queer stories, and talked 
anecdotal foolishness, and went on much the same as everybody does 
nowadays, and then a house came down into the middle of the 
drawing-room,* and into it walked such a dear old chap in a green i 
coat. Isn’t he an Actor? He has the quaintest ways, he is 
every inch a gentleman, and, bless his old soul ! he has the right 
loyal tender heart under^that ween coat. I could see the piece over 
and over again, if it were only for the sake of Mr. Farrer’s Sir 
Beter Teazle,^ 

He is married to an hysterical, giggling, dash-it-about, “ flaunting, 
extravagant quean ” (as a Militia Sergeant with a big moustache 
sang at a wine later on in the play). They rowed shockingly ; she 
nagged him, skipped round him, and Anally sneaked a cool two 
hundred out of the old boy, and wouldn’t even give him a kiss for 
it. Then they played a sort of love-tennis game. He served 
worsted fruits, white oats, dock’d coach-horses, and butlers at her, 
and sheivoUeyed back Cousin Sophy’s criticisms, and Bears and 
dangling old Bachelors over the net to him. Miss Cavendish’s, 
that is, Lady Teazle's, delivery was more rapid than his, and she put 

* A very ingenious change of scene. But the young man from the country 
is clearly a novice.— Ed. 

t Hear ! hear ! It is a first-rate performance.— Ed. I 


Screen Scene — ^Lady Teazle discovered. 

painted books. Then, as she spoke from the back of the stage, her 
voice came down to us so tenderly and wistfully that it shut up the 
boys’ laughing, and that’s saying a great deal. And the way she 
withered up the plum-coloured Mr. Hypocrite, and refused to back 
Archer at any price, was superbly scorching, I don’t see though 
why she should be discovered in such a carefully posed statuesque 
attitude. Surely at that moment Lady T, would have tried to 
make a bolt of it, and she might just be caught in the instant of a 
dash for the door which is close at hand. The position of this door 
is a mistake.* (Tomkyns says aU Lady Teazles stand like that, 
and that it ’s “ traditional : ’’—hang tradition !) 

This is the crack scene of the play, and everybody plays it well ; 
but I think Charlie was wrong to come in and bow to us after his 
jolly laugh at the bewildered trio. (Tomeyns says it is a “tradi- 
tional call ” — ^that’s Tomkyns all over I) 

Mr. Neville is a rattling, cheery, dashing chap. Go and see how 
he sells all his ancestors to his ITncle (no, not what you mean, but 
something like it), all but an ill-looking little fellow over a settee— 
a kind of spidery sofa, — and note how tenderly he bends over that 
scrubby little picture, and flicks the dust from it ’s face with a lace 
handkerchief— that loving flick was “good business” for Charlie in 
more ways than one.f 

This Uncle Oliver was evidently meant by the fellow who wrote 
the play to be a jolly old boy with a warm heart and a taste for 
amateur theatricals, but Mr. Maclean’s notion of him was harsh, 
surly, and grumpy. Tomkyns says he is a very steady and con- 
scientious actor ! He ’s a deal too steady and conscientious for . 
Uncle Oliver. Tomkins says the Rowley for this Oliver (often 
wondered where this proverb came from) is an old bore, who 
ought to be superannuated. He creeps in and out of the play with 
a benevolent smile ; and, when he gets a chance, sticks his hand on 
his hip, crooks his off leg, and poses and proses to his heart’s content. 
It seemed to me he was just the sort of nuisance such a confidential 
old family servant would be. The Moses was funny, to give him 
his due— I think he might give us a little more of it in the make- 
up— though the voice would have provoked all Russia. Modern 
Moseses drive broughams, and give you dry sherry and cigars, 
but the dialogue is just the same. Moses is Mr. Righton, whom i 
have seen somewhere else playing a Jew in a burlesque, when I 
liked Mm very much better. 

The play ended by the aconite-and-arsenio chap turning up again 
and telling the truth, and Charlie marries Maria, 

You said you’d like to hear from me on the subject, and so I ’ve 
sent you this, and am Yours ever, ^ 3^2-^ 

* Quite right.— E d. 

t Glad to see that our Young Man 'was struck by this.— Ed. 


Sir Edward Watkin’s Chef-Douvres.— The Channel Tunnel. 
'Sir Garnet 'Wolseley’s Bogie.— The Channel Tunnel. 
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DISTINGUISHED AMATEURS. THE ACTOR AND ACTRESS (SUBURBAN: 

UiLcU Jack {a great Theatre-goer), my Dears! So you're going in for Private Theatricals, ru r A 

GOING TO BE? ‘ONLY A HALFPENNY !’ OK ‘ lOI ON PaKLE rRAN9AIS * ? ” 

Egbert. “Oh no. Nothing of that sort. We are going to give ‘The Cup/ by Alfred Tennyson ” 

Unde Jack, “You don’t say so. And where are you going to give it?” 

Egbert. “A— herb, in the Back Drawing-roow.” 

Unde Jack, “ Well I never 1 And who ’s going to take Ellen Terry’s part i ” 

Eorothea {wJio flatters herself she bears a striking resemblance to that Lady). “/ AM,” 

Unde Jack, “Goodness gracious ! And have you mviTsn anybody yet, besides myself?” 

Dorothea. “ Oh yes. Everybody we know in London,” 

Unde Jack. “Grao/ous goodness I And where are you going to put ’em all, if they come?” 

Dorothea and Egbert. “ Oh, that ’s tueir look out, you know I ” 


Nl) WHAT \s ir 


AN ODD PAIR. 

Air~“ The Cork Leg'^ 

Oh, I ’ll tell you a tale of ITorth-amp-ifow, 

A town where a good deal of business is done 
With leather and lasts, and St. Crispin ’s one 
Of the principal Saints— though his saiutship ’s f an— 
Ei-tooral-looral, &c. 

And the Sons of St. Crispin in North-amp-^o^i 
Made a pair of shoes for a gent named John ; 

But, alas I when it came to putting them on, 

There was such a shine as had seldom shone--- 
Ei-tooral-looral, &c. 

The dexter shoe it was all very well ,* 


Ei-tooral-looral, &o. 


Some thought it a sort of a nondescript cross 
’Twixt highlow and slipper ; noses would toss 
And suggest that to lose it were no great loss, 

But at least it had shapeHness, trimness, and gloss— 
Ei-tooral-looral, &c. 


But as for the other, a right-down “ slop,” 

Slab in the sole and untidy of top ; 

Heeling to port with inebriate ilop, 

Utter aisgraco to Northampton shop— 

Ei-tooral-looral, &c, 

A Blunderbore troubled with bunions might Had 
It a sort of a fit, and perhaps to his mind ; 

It 7mght do, did a (irimgullin feel so inclined, 
Brobdignagian beetles to crush and grind— 
Ei-tooral-looral, &c. 

But for docent use of respectable gent 
It plainly— too plainly— was never meant, 

And Mr. John Bull did not fail to vent 
On the shoe and its makers his discontent— 
Ei-tooral-looral, &c. 

Cries he, “ An abortion, a bungle, a fright I 
The dexter one pinches mo rather tight, 

But the kft is a beast* Yah ! ^?et oat of my sight ! 

If your makers arenH paid it will serve ^em right ! 

Ei-tooral-looral, &c. 

So he kicked it off, and he kicked it out. 

And some friends of this gent raised a gladsome shout ; 
But whether he ’s yet seen the end of the bout 
It were bootless— just now— to inquire, no doubt— 
Bi-tooral-loorai, &c. 
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SONG AND SUPPER. “THE DUMB DOGS^ DOOM." 


Between Popular Concerts, as' given at St. James’s Hall, and Con- 
certs for the People as given at the Victoria Hall, 'N&w Cut, and 
Tor esters’ Hall, Clerkenwell, the difference is as great as the cele- 
brated one between a horse-chestnut and a chestnut horse. ^ There can 
he no doubt as to which of the two kinds of entertainment is the chest- 
nut horse. The excellent music performed on Saturdays and Mondays, 
occasionally also on Wednesdays, at the so-called “ Monday Pops,” is, 
however, of the class known as chamber-music, and in that character 
has the appropriate effect of sending some persons to sleep. It is 
useless to deny it ; for the sleeping ones may be seen and, when not 
too numerous, counted. It is, above all, at the evening or after- 
dinner concerts, that the sad spectacle may be observed of worthy 
men struggling against the combined effects of too much gas, in- 
sufficient ventilation, a full meal, and a string quartet. These feeble 
amateurs, should try the Morning Concerts which, without being 
less perfect as regards music, are, as regards temperature, much 
cooler than the evening ones. To true music-lovers, however, 
the playing of Madame Noemann-I^'eetjda, of Signor Piatti and their 
associates, would be welcome at any hour of the day or night. 

Quartet music and the best kmd of pianoforto music, however 
“popular” it may be with a comparatively small portion of the 
public, would worry and stupify “ the people ; ” and at the People’s 
Concerts the programmes are made up of songs and ballads to which 
the word “ popular,” used in its ordinary sense, might fairly be 
applied. The popular character, however, of the Concerts for the 
People may soon be destroyed if the aristocracy, and even Boyalty, in- 
terfere with them. Such interference is really taking place, for Lady 
Colut Campbell (a charming vocalist) has already sung twice at 
the Foresters’ HaU, while the Victoria Hall was honoured last 
Thursday with the presence of the Prince and Princess of Wales. 
At these concerts no intoxicating drinks are sold— a peculiarity 
which, it is true, may also be observed at the Philharmonic, the 
Monday Popular s, ana other concerts given at the West End. But 
the Concerts for the People are addressed in particular to the fre- 
quenters of Music Halls, who think no place of entertainment com- 
plete without a bar— though what would a Music Hall be without a 
few bars’ rest?— and who, like a certain benighted Californian 
settler, would expect to find one even in a place of worship. Smoking 
is allowed, and the temperance system has already found some 
strong “ backers.” There ’s room for all. 

If Mr. Sims Reeves had lived in the days of the Persian king who 
offered a prize for a new pleasure, he might well have put in a claim 
for the reward. He has at least invented a new kind of concert, to 
which he might justly have given his own name, but which he pre- 
fers to describe as “ National, Operatic, and Miscellaneous.’’ This 
novel entertainment is made up of national ballads, operatic airs, 
and songs of various kinds ; and the tenor music included in the 
programme covers so wide a range that no one but Sms Reeves 
with his comprehensive grasp could possibly do justice to it. At 
last week’s “National, Operatic,” &c., the national feature was 
“ Tom Bowling, and the operatic one a selection from Macfaeren’s 
Rohm Hood. The manliness and pathos which Mr. Reeyes infused 
into his delivery of the English ballad were beyond praise ; and 
“ Tom Bowling ” was the success of the evening. The Rohin Hood 
performance was like a return to ancient times ; for the principal airs 
were sung by the same artists who sang them upwards of twenty 
years ago when the opera was fiLrst brought out, Mdme. Lemmens- 
Shereington was once more Maid Marian^ Mr. Sms Reeves 
Robin Hood, and Mr. Santlet Friar Tuok. The Friar wanted a little 
padding to look the part, but his voice was as full and round as ever. 

The Philharmonic Society is frequently “chaffed” on account of 
its age ; and it admits in its programmes that its years now number 
three score and ten. Its Repertory, however, numbers^ scores 
without limit ; and it is about to be increased by the addition of 
several new ones. It may be doubted whether the two-year old 
Orchestral Concerts of HbeeRiohtee, and the Orchestral Concerts 
as yet unborn, but confidently expected this season, of Mr. Chieles 
HallJe and Mr. Walter Maceaeeen, will be as full of life seventy 
years hence as are the old Philharmonic Concerts in the present day f 

Nothing new at the opening concert, unless the first appearance in 
public of the newly-formed Philharmonic Choir can be so considered. 
The symphony was Beethoven’s No, 9, otherwise the Coral ; thus 
named because there is so much written— and probably, therefore, so 
much read— about it. 

My Song is ended. Now for Supper. 

The Reason Wht.— The Statue of good Queen Anne, at St. Paul’s, 
who turns her face to the public, ana her back to the church, has 
been mutilated by a madman. On inquiry, it was found that he 
was formerly an inmate of the Stone Lunatic Asylum. ^ It is said 
that he was so irritated at this being the only ungrammatical Statue 
in London; because whereas any other Statue is “.4 Statue,” this 
is always “ Anm^i Statue.” 


* on going to kennel the men. found the animals [The "W estem 
Foxhounds] afflicted with dumb madness. The veterinary surgeons called in 
pronounced the disease so yirulent in form that they ordered the whole pack 
to be destroyed.” — JEvening Taper. 

As to the Weather and the Crops, the Farmers own the Weather 
Has lately all that could he wished for the Crops been altogether ; 
But fogs which never hurt the fields oppress the respiration, ^ 

And cause catarrh, with cough and hark of bronchial irritation ; 
Bow, wow, wow I 

Cough, cough, continually — Bow, wow, wow I 

The genuine canine utterance has stood, meanwhile, suspended, 

In a case which, fully stated, might perhaps he comprehended. 

But, considered as an incident of late and local history, 

Remains, to he accounted for, a marvel and a mystery. 

Bow, wow, wow ! 

What could have choked the chorus— Bow, wow, wow ? 

The Western Foxhounds — name to none in aU the kingdom yielding— 
^Squire JVestern of eternal fame, immortalised hy Fielding — 

On Saturday appointed were to hunt— as man disposes— 

Ne’er fox to scent that Saturday did those dogs set their noses — 
Bow, wow, wow ! 

No more, never, never— Bow, wow, wow ! 

The huntsmen to the kennel came with usual joy and gladness. 
When lo ! they found the animals all affected with dumb madness ; 
Within a night, the whole struck dumb, at once and altogether. 
What could the cause have been if not the damp and f oggy weather ? 
Bow, wow, wow ! 

Ah, no, they never answered— Bow, wow, wow ! 

The Yets with virulent rabies pronounced the pack infected, 

And ordered its destruction, done as shortly as directed : 

Of course, if there exists the slightest doubt about dogs’ sanity, 

The benefit of the doubt mankind must always give humanity. 

Bo'v^ wow, wow ! 

Die dogs unable to cry Bow, wow, wow ! 

Yet should we always— could we lift the scientific curtain-y 
Find mute with mad convertible in kennels quite for certain ? 

Had not the Western Foxhounds that were put to euthanasia, 

But a simultaneous seizure of the new disease, Aphasia ? 

Bow, wow, wow ! 

No saying— e’en so much as Bow, wow, wow 1 


A Missing Paragraph in a Certain Speech. 

“ Being very much pained at the frequent outrages on unoffend- 
ing animals in Ireland, and not being quite certaiu what branch of 
my Government, if any, is capable of stopping these outrages, I 
wrote to Lord Neveedaee, as President of the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and had a most polite note from 
his Lordship regretting his inability to cure the evil.” 


The Coming Race. 

{Hanlm v. Boyd, on the Tyne, %rd April next.) 

Stout Robert Watson is Boyd up with hope 
That with the great Canadiau he can cope. 

Smart Hanlan, with a twinkle in his glance, 
Swears he of Tyne has not a Tyne-y chance. 

Now, Gentlemen and Sportsmen, put your pots on ! 
May you not forfeit what ’s on Robert Watson ! 


Grood New'S for the Pigeons. 

At a pigeon-shooting match the other day in the neighborhood of 
Sheffield, one of the shooters, irritated at the conduct of another 
shooter, belaboured him with his gim in a serious manner, while the 
pigeons looked on delighted. It is true they were only common 
people, hut every little helps. 


Lines by Hrs. Cimabue Brown. 

Sixty Boston students recently appeared at MrN Oscar WiLDn’s kcture, 
attired in white waistcoats and knee-breeohes, and wearing sunfiowers m thei? 
button-holes.”— Taper. 

Shame on those Boston students, who dare our Bard to inock, 
And turn our Lustrous Lily into a Laughing Stock 1 
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SIDEREAL OBSERYA- 
TIOIS'S. 

[A Tag& from Oicr Own “ Old 
Sore'^s Almanack '’) 

Towards the latter end of 
the month Hesperus is eclipsed, 
which indicates that Parlia- 
mentary passions will become 
somewhat ex-Hesperated. 
Probably some trouble may be 
experienced from the Home- 
Riuers, inasmuch as Saturn 
now approaches its peri- 
Healy-on. But as Jupiter is 
in the House of Life, Mr, 
G-iadstone will be able to 
triumph over Irish attacks. 

March — The appearance ol 
a gigantic comet during this 
month, invisible at Greenwich 
or anywhere else, portends 
that something astonishing 
will occur to a Certain or Un- 
certain Party, which may be 
expected, having lost its head, 
to be directed forwards by the 
action of its tail. 

Foreign affairs, especially 
Russian, become complicated 
as the Great Bear ascends in1 o 
close conj unction with the con - 
stellation Pisces. The 
prospects of the continuance 
of peace are in consequence 
somewhat fishy, 

April,— -ThQ Toice of the 
Stars points unerringly to the 
fact that the London Musical 
Season will have commenced. 

During the Easter Recess 
Mr. Gladstone will take a 
few turns in his garden at 
Hawarden, and revolve on his 
own axes. Anybody with 
anything like a bill in his 
hand, will be refused admis- 
sion to the House, and be for- 
cibly ejected if he wishes to 
gain axes. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 71. 





J. E. BOEHM, R.A. 

‘ The Horse and bis Master ; ” or, the recently elected Sculptor 

ON HIS NEW R.A-BIAN StEED. 


THE CHANNEL TUNHEL. 
{Dedicated to Lord Richard 
Grosvenory 3i.F,) 

Under the Sea! Under the 
Sea ! 

So little Dicky sings to Wolse- 

LEY. 

Under the Sea! Under the 
Sea ! 

Hawkshaw and Forbes can^t 
be wrong. 

Then it ’s work, work, work, 
Go straight to the strata, 
And, sooner or later, j 
We T1 shirk, shirk, shirk ^ 

Sea-sickness from here to Boo- 
long.* 

So it ’s 

Under the Sea! Under the 
Sea ! 

Don’t list to any Dunce or 
Dunsance,t 

Or with the T-unnel ^twill be 
All “ Dicky before very 
long. 

* Via Calais, of course. But 

rhyme before reason. — The Foet, 
t In the Nineteenth Century, 

J “Dicky” Grosvenou, of 

course. 


Bogie I—The Italian Govern- 
ment are so struck by the 
alarm exhibited by Sir Garnet 
VYolseley at the prospect of a 
Channel Tunnel, that they have 
closed the Mont Cenis and St. 
Gothard Tunnels, and left tra- 
vellers to the mountain dili- 
gences. Their reason for doing 
this is the fact that Napoleon 
really crossed the Alps, while 
he only threatened to invade 
England. 


New Reading. “ Quk 
custodient ipsos cu&todesf ^\ — 
“ Who will survey the (Dis- 
trict) Surveyors ? 


STEMMING THE PANIC. 

Sir, 

You told me there was a Panic in the City. 1 on also told 
me that it was my^ duty to stem it. On my requesting from you the 
casual loan of a Million wherewith to stem the Panic, you made use 
of remarks calculated to injure both the Panic and myself in the eyes 
of unbiassed observers. But I went to the Panic. 

Arising in the middle of the night, I chartered a speedy hansom 
and was in the City at an inconveniently early hour. Amongst other 
places to which in your wrath you had directed me was \ ‘ the fountain 
head.” I went to the fountain-head, to my fountain-head. My 
fountain-head is somehow engaged in Jute, but whether he sells, 
buys, borrows, lends, or even steals Jnte, I know not. What I do 
know is, that Jute is good business ; that if you are wise you will 
take 6 to 4 about Jute till the Ring is tired ; that when you ask for 
Jute you must see that you get it ; that Jute only strikes on its own 
box ; that, despite obstinate fogs and carefuUy-nurtured fire Panics, 
the receipts for Jute are £2000 this week, as against £1500 for Jute 
this week last year ; that if Jute will only return to his, her, or its 
wife and family, all will be forgiven ; that if the heirs or next of 
kin to Jute will only apply anywhere, they will hear something to 
their own advantage ; and that no Jute is sold without the trade- 
mark— 

“ How does he Jute, 

How does he Jute, 

How does he Jute so free ? ” 

I found my Jute friend, and knowing that time was money in the 
City, I asked him, 

“How is the Panic?” 

He replied, 

“ I will show you,” 

We left his office, and entered A house which, by the number of 


merchants who were entering and departing, must be one of the 
most important places of business in the City. 

“ Come down-stairs,” said my friend, “ and I will show you not 
only one hut several Panics.” 

I went down-stairs, and saw the Panics. 

Panics are somewhat like overgrown tortoises. When Panics are 
not wanted, they are kept in tanks ; when they have to be stemmed 
rapidly, their throats are cut. So a man in white told me. 

To stem this Panic properly,” said my friend of Jute, “ we must 
go up-stairs.” And bowing to his superior City knowledge, we went 
up-stairs. There we encountered other City gentlemen also engaged 
in stemming the Panic. Cne was so devoted to the task that he had 
sat up all night, playinp: baccarat with the Jews. Another had dis- 
guised himsrif, in a white waistcoat, as a butler from the very house 
we were then in, and had attended eleven consecutive performances 
at the Gaiety Theatre. And yet another had saved the City by 
refusing to sell tea, and buying oil of cinnamon in its place. 

Talk of stemming the Panic, It was not a feat to be accomplished 
with the ease which West-End writers seem to think is sufficient. 
Words first, quiet words, then strong naughty words, then almost 
blows, before it was arranged whether vinegar by itself, or cayenne 
pepper and lemon, or even a drop of “ the Boy,” as suggested by 
youx City Editor. 

[Look here, wo must draw the line somewhere. We engaged a youth, who 
said he knew a lot of men in the City, to describe the Panic to us. As 
we can make out, he was given lunch in the City, and saw no more of the 
Panic than we did. Still we will give him one more chance.— JSn.] 


Mrs. Eahsbotham tells us a Gentleman in the neighbourhood of 
Brighton has just organised a pack of Beadles for hunting purposes ! 
She indignantly asks where is the Royal Humane Society, and what 
are the Parish Authorities about to allow such sacrilege r 
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“CAPPING” HIM. 

Dr, Switcher (who had discovered “ BulVs-eyes^' ahout^ and traced them to the original donor). “ Don’t yott know, Muggins, there ’s 
AN OLD Proverb that * Fools give Feasts and Wise Men eat them’?" 

Muggins, “Yes, Sib, and there’s another one, Sir.” [Coughs and hesitates. 

The Doctor. “What’s that, Sir? Now, (noticing a reticence) — “what is it, Sir?” — (sternly) — “or else !” 

Muggins [seeing no escape), “Please, Sir, ‘W — wise Men make Proverbs and F — Fools repea ” [CaicTwsit! 


THE DISTRICT SURYEYOR. 

Mr. Punch has not had to pause long for a reply. He has 
received one not only from a District Surveyor, hut from one of 
high degree, with no less than five mysterious letters after his name, 
and who claims for his associates or i^redecessors, Presidents and 
Vice-Presidents of the Institute of British Architects, Professors of 
Architecture at Hinges and University Colleges, F.R.S., &c., &o., &c. 

So much to prove their respectability, and as to their high 
character, he states, with somewhat grim humour, as a proof of its 
spotless purity, that they all. Presidents and Vice-Presidents 
included, have to sign a declaration, that they “ will take no bribes 
or trade commissions on pain of expulsion,”— if found out. 

The District Surveyor makes out a better case for himseK and his 
Colleagues than Mr, Punch from his previous information and 
observation would have thought possible, layinpr the blame for the 
evils that are so patent to aU, to want of sufficient power to control 
the acts and deeds of Jerry Builders and grasping Landowners. 

To remedy this state of things he asks for that powerful assistance 
that Mr. Punch can so well supply, to help in the apparently 
impossible task of passing through the Legislature a useful and much 
needed measure that wOl give more power to the elbows of his class. 

Perhaps when H. M. G-overnment have quite done with that 
terrible Mr. Badiaw, and with proposing doubtful measures that 
nobody wants, and nobody cares about, they may find a little time 
for useful and necessary legislation, suen as that suggested by 
Mr, Punch's Correspondent, the District Surveyor, F.R.I.B.A. 

. Mr. Punch having directed one of his young men to inquire 
further into the matter, he has gathered the following particulars, 
which may interest those of the Public who are in a blissful state of 
ignorance iu this respect. 

There seem to he some sixty-seven of these Gentlemen in the 
Metropolis, with fees ranging from £2,500 a year in Fulham or 


Hammersmith, to some £300 a year in Clerkenwell. The total 
I annual amount received by them yearly being just about £50,000. 

Whether what is done by these Gentlemen is worth|;£50,000;a-year, 
is a matter upon which Mr. Punch's young man veryj'properly 
refrains from giving an opinion ; hut in the conrse of his'inquiries 
he learnt that while some of them seem somewhat lax in’ the per- 
formance of their duties, others display a degree of energy perfectly 
astounding. 

For instance, he found that in the City lately, when a fire occurred 
iu Cheapside, the astonished Commissioners of Sewers found them- 
selves served with no less than nineteen different Reports of dan- 
gerous structures, all arising therefrom, and each entailing a separate 
Fee ! No complaint of want of energy there, by the Powers, but 
something like a slight superabundance. 

Upon the whole, Mr. Punch does not regret that he called atten- 
tion to this matter, which will doubtless have the effect of stimulating 
the slothful and curbing the fee-hunger of the over-zealous in the j 
performance of their important duties. I 


THE MOHOCR REVIVAL. 

This is an age of reproductions and revivals, and amongst the rest 
that ancient form of ruffianism known as Mohockism. appears to 
have broken out with more than ancient severity in various parts of 
London. While people are whipped to death on the Thames Em- 
banlcment, stabbed by armed mobs at Hoxton, hnnted down at 
Hackney and Islington, beaten black at Whitechapel and blue at 
Betbnal Green, we almost feel a delicacy in alluding to “outrages” 
in Ireland, or kicking in Lancashire and Derbyshire. To quote 
Mr. John Bright, with a slight difference, is the Police Force no 
remedy, or must we all carry revolvers ? Perhaps the Seldom-at- 
Home Secretary, when he can spare tune from surveying the world 
from China to Peru, will kindly answer this ? 
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DEATH OE DIVIDENDS! OE, HOW IT WILL BE DONE. 


SKETCHES FROM “ BOZ.” 

{Adapted to Well-known Characters,) 



Mr. Bradla-ugh, as Rogue Riderhood^ wants Ms Alfred David to be took dowa 
by Sir S. Nortbcote, as Eugene Wrayburne. — {Our Mutual Friend.) 


ONE TO ONE ON EGYPT. 

Scene — A Street in London, JEnter Beown and J O'S'EBfrom opposite 
directions, 

JSrown, Serious matter tliist Jones, about the Khediye, tbe 
Collective Note, and the Control. 

Jones, Serious indeed, Beown. It is a (Question of Imperial 
Policy ! Beitannia has the choice of holding up her head proudly 
amongst the nations of the world, or sinldng disgraced in the dust of 
her own dishonoured isle ! 

Brown, Q,uite so ! The British Lion is to be lord of all he surveys, 
or to fall to the level of the meanest of beasts, and the poorest of 
brutes ! , . , , -r. 

Jones. I entirely agree with you. And the way Bbitannia must 
hold her own, is by being just and fearless ! She must allow Egypt 
to realise its destiny. 

Brown, Exactly, by putting down Aeabi Bet. The British Lion 
desires nothing better. 

Jones, Pardon me. Not by putting^ Ababi Bey down, but by 
putting him up. Ababi is a noble patriot ! 

Brown, Surely you mean a contemptible trickster ! The British 
Lion can only maintain Iojb prestige with the support of an English 
occupation of Cairo. 

Jones, Occupation! Surely you would not have Bbitannia 
appeal to force to crush out the noble instincts of an ancient people I 

Brown, Noble instincts, indeed ! Why, the only idea of a native 
Egyptian statesman, is to tax the fellaheen, and to escape payment 
of his just debts ! 

Jones, In a matter of right and justice, pecuniary affairs are 
entirely beside consideration. The great Anglo-Saxon race have a 
duty to perform— to allow the Egyptians the inestimable boon of 
self-government. 

Brown, And a nice mess they made of self-government in the 
days of Ismael Pasha ! And you would relax your hold of the 
Suez Canal, and thus lose your right of way to our great Indian 
Empire— that great Indian Empire, for the well-being of which we 
are so deeply responsible ! 

Jones, I would. Whatever the end may he, it never justifies the 
means. The slavery of Egypt is too high a price to pay to secure 
the g'wasi-independence of Hindostan. 

Brown {after a pause), I think your scheme duixotic— stiH, lean | 
sympathise with your feelings, and believe me, I respect you as a 
true patriot. 

Jones. I, on the other hand, consider that you take too narrow a 
view of the situation, and yet I am sure that your conclusions rest 
on a basis of love for justice, faith and fatherland. Pare well I Yet 
stay, one word more. Are you interested in Egyptian securities ? 

Brown, I am. I am in for the rise. But you would surely not 
suggest that that fact iu auy way influences my opinion ? 

Jones {quichly). Not for a moment ! I make the assertion with all 
the mater confidence, as I happen to be in for the faU myself ! 
iJExeunt severally^ to meet later in the day outside the Stock 
Bxchange, 


Fragment of Fatriotic Fessimist Romance, 

“ And in the event of war, what, unless some powerful hand intervenes, 
will become of the shareholders’ money ? ” — Folitical Economist. 

##**** 

The year 1892 opened in ominous gloom. The prohibitive duty on 
Mixed Pickles had fallen on the Nation like a thunder-holt. But 
there had been no hesitation. War had been declared, and the 
Channel Tunnel, as a menace to the security of the Empire, was at 
last about to be put to the test. Not that the Authorities at the 
Horse Gruards had been idle. A breech-loader had been hurriedly 
mounted on the heights of Dover, the Duke was busy over a new 
facing, and five Artillery Volunteers, fairly equipped, were watching 
the entrance to the subterranean passage from the summit of 
St. Catherine’s with a powerful secondhand field-glass. 

But it was a terrible and tempestuous night, and though they had 
got the focus they saw nothing. Then they turned in! “The 
Frenchmen will scarcely emerge from the tunnel on an evening like 
this,” said the Lieutenant in command. “At least, I don’t think 
so,” he added, with soldierly caution. In another minute the gallant 
hand were asleep, refreshing themselves for the struggle of the 
morrow, and dreaming they were once more happy smiling children 
basking in the sunny gutters of the Borough Hoad. 

#####* 

There was a sound as of five military bands, playing an operatic 
selection together under tbe direction of an experienced conductor, 
slowly issuing from tbe tunnePs-moutb. “It is the signal!” 
remarked a handsomely bronzed middle-aged gentleman, who, m a 
dark-green generaPs uniform, and mounted on a well-trained 
railway omnibus horse, was directing the movement of some fifteen 
j hundred heavily armed, but portly troops, who had now taken up a 
position, that effec^ally commanded and protected the approaches 
to the dark submarine roadway. “ It is the signal ! ” he repeated, 
his eye kindling as he spoke, “ and they are nearly through ! We 
have only to keep the entrance clear, and prevent any molestation 
for five minutes more, and then the enemy will he safely out of it, 
and our great engineering enterprise will, thank heaven ! be still 
preserved to us, and capable of yet paying the usual half-yearly 
dividend ! ” 

His sturdy followers gave a hoarse cheer. They felt that 
whatever became of their country, their capital at least was still 
their own. It was a stirring scene. Some of them, strong men, 
wept like children. Then the head of the French column emerged, 
and in an hour ten thousand men were on the march for Margate. 
The die was cast. Kent was in the hands of the invader ! 

****** 

“ And who may be these brave troops of yours who havo been of 
such polite assistancelto us, Monsieur le General ? For I presume I 
have the honour of addressing Monsieur le General? ” 

It was the French Commander-in-Chief who spoke. The middle- 
aged Englishman in the dark green uniform quickly replied. 

“Well, no, Sir,” he said, “I^m no General, I^m merely the 
Chairman of the Company.” 

“ Vraimentf^^ was the rejoinder. “ And ceshraves soldais ? ” 

“Lor^ bless you! What did you take ^em for but— Jf/ie share- 
holders ? ” 

“ Sapristi! But you surprise me. Are you in England then in 
the habit of selling your country ? ” 

“ Always— when we can get sixteen per cent, for it ! ” 

It was a business-like answer, and the Frenchman seemed moved. 
Then he smiled. 

“ Jfow ” he said, “ C^est magnifique^ mats ce n^est pas la 
guerre ! En route for Hosh-ville 1 ” 

Then came the End ! They knew where to spend a Happy Day I 


’Arry on ’Orseback. 

Ohb ’Abby goes Anting and sings with a will, 
“ The ^orn of the 'unter is ^eard on the fill : ” 
And oft, when a saddle looks terribly bare, 
The ^eels of our * Abby are seen in the air ! 


Prophetic Shakspeare ! 

On behalf of the Managers, Shaksbeabe says to the flight Hon. 
the Lord Chamberlain, the Crown, the Metropolitan Board of Works, 
the Middlesex Magistrates, the Surrey Magistrates, the District 
Magistrates, the County Magistrates, the Loird Lieutenant of Ire- 
land, and any other Licensing Authority in this very much licensed 
country 

** We have all our exits and our entrances.” 


fir COEE£8POin)ENTS.— -Ik no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept. 
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A TRIBUNAL OP PASHION, 


[Colonel Tottenham, speaking at a meeting the other day, 
sam, ^'hy should Fashions come from France r ’’ and proposed 
that a Court should be formed of English Ladies, Trho would set 
the Fashions.] 

Oh, wliy shotild the mode of to-day come from France, 
When England can set all the Fashions herself ? 

Now courage, fair Ladies, your banners adyance, 

And win for the trader both honour and pelf. 

There ’s kudos to gain, though LeFollet may sneer, 
Though Frenchmen may fume, and though milliners 
stare ; 

Still through every season and change of the year, 

The Ladies of England shall choose what they ’ll wear. 

Home fabrics, no donht, will once more be the rage, 

Like those Lady Bectite has nrged us to buy ; 

Bring hack the old guise of historical page. 

And heed not the follies that Frenchwomen try. 

You surely should know what becomes you the best, 

As well as the G-aul, and, whate’er may betide, 

Choose textures yourselves, and the shape, —for the rest. 
When douhtfin, perchance you ’ll ask man to decide. 

Then form a tribunal whence Fashion’s decrees 
You issue with firm and unanimous voice, 

Wear not what you ’re told, but dress just as you please, 
Y ou ’ll find we shall like and acclaim every choice. 

The woman of England a mission will find 
That suits her far better than trying for votes, 

In choosing the Fashion that ‘s most to her mind— 

Oh ! would her reforms but extend to dress-coats ! 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


Vicar [wfiOi until last Sunday^ has always preached himself), Well, and how 

DID YOU LIKE MY YOUNG CuPvATE’s SeEMON ^ ” 

Mrs, RoUnson. “Oh, quite the Best ws have heaed for Tears! We 
ALL said so ! ” 


Tke Clubs and the Stage. 

We read the following in the Daily Telegraphy 
Feb. 16 

“ The honour of selecting a member of the Athensoum Club 
was yesterday conferred by the committee on Mr, Henry 
Irving.” 

This is quite a novel idea. We shall probably hear 
next that Mr. David James has the honour of selecting 
members for Boodle’s, Mr. Hake for the St. James’s, 
Mr. Bancroft for the Carlton, Mr. Coghlan for the 
“ Bag,” and Mr. Ciaxton for the Marlborough. At 
the Lotos Club, for example, iu place of ^ the ordinary 
election by ballot, they will possibly substitute election 
by ballet, 

Stuff and Nonsense.— Y es, we must encourage the 
manufacture of British stiifis nolens woollens. 


ADAPTED PfiOM THE PEENCH. 

( With Compliments to M, Zola. ) 

[Letter from Solicitor to Author.) 

Sir, JPump^sucker Courts Lincolrds Inn, 

We are directed by our client, Mr. Joram Jones, to inform 
you that it is our opinion that an action for libel will lie against you 
for the unwarrantable liberty you have taken with his name in your 
novel. Washed Out by Tears, now appearing in Tidmards Magazine, 
In the novel in question, you make Joram Jones murder his uncle 
by marriage— a Duke— in the first chapter, and elope with his 
grandmother— a Marchioness— in the second. From this, the only 
published instalment of your story, it would seem that you intend 
to make our client’s namesake a grossly immoral personage. As 
such a reputation will do serious injury to^ our client, who is a 
respectable tradesman in the Borough, in his business of a grocer 
and cheesemonger, we must insist upon reparation immediately, or 
ask for the name of your legal adviser. 

We are Sir, your obedient servants, Bits and Hosts. 

[Letter from Author to Solicitor.) 

Dear Sirs, Butferfljy Gardens, 

I will be frank with you, I certainly did intend in my 
novel, Washed Out by Tears, to make Joram Jones a villain. In 
the course of the story he was to have upset a railway train, burned 
down a hospital, and slaughtered an archbishop. However, now 
that I discover that I have wounded the just susceptibilities of your 
client (of whom I had never heard before receiving your letter), I 
will alter the whole scheme of my plot. I will account for the 


crimes of the initial chapters by working out the idea of mistaken 
identity. I think your client will like his namesake now, if he is | 
good enough to buy TidmarHs, and reads my story. I have made | 
Joram the most amiable of men. He is to found a Cathedral, lead a 
forlorn hope (for which he will receive the V.C.), and marry the 
heroine ! Surely this ought to satisfy your client ? 

Yours sincerely, Shakespeare Snooks. 

Letter from Solicitor to Author, 

Re Joyies v. Yourself, 

Dear Sir, Rump-sucker Court, LinooMs Lin, 

Our client is much pleased with your letter, hut desires to 
say he would rather his namesake, Mr. Joram Jones, did not marry 
the heroine, as he (our client) has a wife already. Yon have met our 
first letter in such a very proper spirit that we feel sure that you 
will attend to this request also, and thus render further proceedings 
unnecessary. Enclosing our account against you in this matter 
(including the charge for this letter), we remain, dear Sir, 

Yours very faithfully, Hits and Hosts. 

P.S.— Our client has just called, and says he would he much 
obliged if you could Idndly make some allusion to his business in the 
Borough. But this we leave entirely to yonr discretion. Please 
make draft payable “ to bearer.” 

Telegram from Author to Solicitor, 

Atx right. Joram Jones shall not marry heroine, hut make his 
fortune out of tea and cheese on the Surrey side of the water. 
Cheque to you posted. 

New Offensive and Defensive Weapon.— The Choke-bore, or 
Cloture Muzzle-loader. 
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SOLICITUDE! 

Street Boy, “Oh ! take care you don’t fall throdoh, Sir!” 


MUNICIPAL EEPORM. 

“ Egbert to the Eescite. 

So the threttened Wolcano is cum at lastl and Mr. Frotli instead of sinkinp: as was 
naterally to be expected, lias acshally come to the fore, the other 3 being Beall, Bilk and 
Arcouet. Pleasant company for aughty Aecouet ! He ’E have to be carefuller of hisjang- 
widge than usual when in their sollem sosiety. 

I have wentured on preveus oecashuns to give the grand old Copperation a word or 
two 01 adwioe, fancying somehows as I haven’t stood behind the chairs and heard the 
conwersations of the most eminent Pollyticians and Judges and Statesmen and Common 
Couimelmen of the day, without having heard a thing or two that I can put together for the 
benent of ‘ that ancient and distinguished body,^^ as the CixJEEN werry propperly calls ^em, 
if they ’re not too proud to lissen. 

My first adwioe would be, don’t yield a inch, it ’s a sine of wea3?:ness. 

Av 7^ plenty of friends to back^ you, because they ’re all in the same boat, so to apeak, 
that IS to say just a little old-fashioned perhaxjs, and just a little slow, in these hurrying 


telegraphic times, but if they are a going 
to abollish every think as is old and respect- 
able merely because it is old and respectable, 
it will be a rum sort of world when these 
Gents as is neither old nor respectable has 
cjuite done with it. 

Take that grandest of all grand institu- 
shuns the House of Lords. "Won’t they 
stand by you to the bitter end ? Is they a 
likely body to go for to upset old institu- 
shuns at the call of that Scotch Gentleman 
the Firth of Forth, though he is a M.P., or 
rather as I should call him a M.T. as regards 
branes ? Certainly not, and why ? — because 
if once you begins abolishing everythink as 
ain’t of much use, I should like to know 
where you ’re a going to stop. 

Some low fellows laughs at Common 
Councilmen because they wears blue dresses, 
and when they drives through a crowd with 
that aughty demeaner that so well becoms 
their lofty station, the grinning Mob calls 
’em Butchers, but if offishial costume is to 
be sneered at, how about the personal ap- 
pearance of the Eoyal Commissioners as 
they sits in the sacred House of Lords with 
their crimson robes on and their ermine 
tippets and their Cocked Hats, a parsing 
the Bills as the Queen sends ’em to parse. 

^ Is not that somethink to deepen the afiec- , 
tionet regard evry true-born Britton has for 
his country, speshally when the Gent as the 
Queen sends to ’em, won’t speak a single 
word excep in the French langwidge, and, ' 
as I am told, not worry good French nee- I 
ther ? Then there ’s some other old Insti- , 
tushuns as I knows on perfeshonally, siti- i 
vate in the Temple and thereabouts (warn’t i 
it once said a long time ago as the Temple 
was a good deal like a den of thieves ?), and | 
don’t they know what a good dinner is, and ' 
don’t they eat plenty on ’em too, at sum- | 
body else’s expense ? Why at some times ! 
of the year the whole place smells of din- 
ner, and a lovely smell it is to a poor 
hungry Barister as never gets no briefs 
excep through some Public Oifice, such as 
the Post Office for instance, and then only 
in return for his wotes in the House of 
Commons. 

Ah I some Gents has nice idears of inde- 
pendence and patriotism as will sell their 
wotes and sell their constituents and sell 
their werry soles, and all for a few beg- 
garly giiinces for Goverment briefs. 

What a lovely world these reforming 
Quacks and Quakers will make of it by the 
time they have quite finished with it ! 

There ^s to be no old Institooshuns, ev’ry- 
think ’s to ho what some truly great man 
once called “ beastly new.” There ’s to be 
no colour in anythmg, excep I sposo drab, 
no fun, no humour, no feasting, excep in 
Inns of Court, no Lord Mayor’s Show, no 
Guildhall banquet I 

What a lively idea I 

Just another Pint. Who takes care of 
the pore Widders and Orfans like the Cor- 
poration and the City Companys ? Who 
spends so much on Eddy cashun as they does ? 

I knows of one Company as gives away no 
less than £10,000 a year in Charity 1 And 
these reforming Patriots (I ’m told Hr. J ohn- 
soN described ’em once) would take it all 
away and spend it in rates. That ’s a trewly 
Christian idear that is! Save the Hates 
and starve the Poor I 

An lor’ when I was waitin’ on the Ladies 
and Gents at the Mansion Ouse Ball last 
Thursday, and seed the trooly ammirable 
way as evry think was done, with the 
Loed Make and Lady Maeess in all their 
glory, I says is this ere to wanish and to 
melt into a ** hairy nothink,” as the Pote 
says ? Never says I wile my name is 

Eobebx. 






LOED SALISBUEY AFPEALIJNG ON BEHALF OF BRITISH WOOLLEN INDUSTRIES TO THE MYSTERIOUS AND OCCULT 

TRIBUNAL OF FASHION. 


Mom AY Migitt, Feh’uary 13. — House playing at debating 
again. Fact is, that till the New Rules are reached there is nothing 
to be done. But since the Spea.kee takes the Chair, the Mace is 
brought out, and to ail outward appearance Parliament is sitting, 
we must look as life-like as possible. Accordinglyj, trot out Irish 
question again, and battle around it with ghastly efforts to seem in 
earnest. All old speeches made during Recess raked up. Oppo- 
sition say to Ministers, “You said so-and-so somewhere in the 
Recess. You bad, wicked men ! How dare you ? Ministers retort, 

* * You ’re another ! It was so-and-so we said on that particular occa- 
sion.” Then extracts are produced, and road with much emphasis. 

This wiles away the time, and brings on midnight. Only thing 
wanted is an audience. Members generously concede it ’s the right 
and proper thing to do ; and it would be very nice indeed if their 
neighbours would only help to make a something that should look 
I like a House. As lor them, pressing engagements unfortunately 
call them away. So hour after hour the House empty, or filled with 
vox et prccterea nihil. 

Between the early hours of the sitting, when Plxtnicet and 
Chambeelatk had a little set-to, and close upon midnight, when 
Lord Geouqe Hamilton said a few words, a dreary interval, during 
which the melancholy Mabum mused, and the bumptious Babbx 
bawled. 

Geoboie Hamilton really in fine form. Has been bottling up his 
wrath for some weeks, and explosion when it came terrific. Nothing 
less than Joseph Chambeelain’s head on a charger would satisfy 
him. In the meantime he will be slightly mollified if Mr. Glad- 
stone will forthwith rise from the Treasury Bench and dismiss 
Joseph from office. Mr. Gladstone, who has fixed himself in as 
comfortable an attitude as the Treasury Bench permits, is apparently 
asleep. Slightly moves at this injunction. Is he about to rise and 
purchase his own safety by throwing over the President of the Board 
of Trade ? J. C. bends his head, ostensibly to rearrange the fiower 
in his buttonhole, but really to hide the pallor that steals over his 
face. The few Members present hold their breath in anticipation 
of the coming crisis. Petee begins to consider how the Board of 
Trade would suit him. Geoegie pauses a moment in the torrent of 
his speech. He is a fair-minded young nobleman, and will give 
Gladstone every chance. But W. E. G. is only settling himself 
into a more comfortable position. The opportunity has fied. Cham- 
BEELAIN is saved ; but, as Lord Geoeoe mutters to himself, as he 
resumes his seat, At what a price— at what a price 1 ” 

Business Consideration of Rules further postponed. 

Tuesday Irish Members not so bad after aU. Been 

desperately dull this Session. Began to think there was no more 
humour amongst them. But, as Mr. Beiggs says,— 

You may break, you may shatter the vase if you will, 

The scent of the roses will cling to it still.” 


To-uight commenced with the old, old game, and the same sad story. 
Addi'ess on the Debate, with tremendous harangue from Sexton. 
Spoke for two mortal hours and a half, and not nearly so well as in 
some of his qnarter-of-an-hour fiashes. Eight o’clock when he sat 
down. House empty as usual. Sexton talked the Saxon clean oif 
the premises. Members gone away believing the division would 
take place about one in the morning. 

“What a lark,” says Richaed Powee, kept in from his own 
dinner “to rush the division now.” 

Word passed round to stow all speeches ; great trouble with The 
Maceaelani!), who had his ready, and isn’t going to see it lost, 
especially alter coming down so early the day Parliament opened. 
Made desperate attempts to rise ; friends and countrymen held onto 
his coat-tails ; but The Maceaelane is of powerful build, and no 
one can say what might have happened if J oseph G jllis, temporarily 
releasing the pressure of his knuckles from the back of his neck, had 
not whispered in his ear that he could deliver his Bpeecli on the 
report of the Address. Tlio Macfaelane then subsided. Question 
put: Address agreed to, and House comfortably Counted Out by nine 
o’clock. 

Joseph Gillis subsequently spent two happy hours in Palace 
Yard, watching Members arrive ready to vote in the expected 
division. They came down smiling and radiant with the thought 
that they ’d missed the boredom of the evening, and would still have 
their names in the Division List for the contemplation of distant 
constituencies. Am told that when J. G. put his head inside cab or 
carriage, and soothingly said, “ Aren’t ye a little late ? ” bad language 
ensued. As was said by one of old time, “ Joey B. is dev’lish sly.” 

Business Jowe.— Address agreed to. 

Wednesday Afternoon, — This Irish Debate reminds me of a dis- 
tant family connection named JSnarleyow, Captain Maeeyat made 
a novel about him, showing how, after he had been at various times 
shot, drowned, poisoned, boiled, and finally buried under eight feet 
of earth, always turned up again, wagging his tail as if nothing 
particular had happened. Thought we had done with the Address 
after the collapse of last night ; but here it is as brisk as ever, or 
rather as deadly dull. The Macfaelane worked oif his speech, and 
then the Attobnet-Genebal turned on his tap, which was only 
turned ofi when a Cluarter-to-Six struck. 

Business Consideration of Rules further postponed. 

Thursday iWf/Aif,— Attobney-Geneeal for Ieeland turned on his 
tap again. Wnen it had been running for an hour began to think 
he had forgotten he had already done half-an-hour on Wednesday 
night. When be reached the second hour felt sure of it; when he 
commenced on the fifth half-hour, asked Staffoed Noethcote to 
lead me out, which he did most gently. Says if this sort of thmg 
goes on, dog-tax ought to be repealed. Most kind-hearted man, 
Staffoed ; always tries to say pleasant things. 
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Met Big Ben in the corridor. 

“ Avast there, Tohy I ” says he, hailing me at the top of his voice, 
as if I was probably in want of a pilot. “ What are they doing 
inside? ” 

“ Ireland,’’ says I, falling in with his humour and putting my paw 
to my mouth as I shouted forth. 

“ Ireland ! ” says he, “ and the i^avy going to the dogs ! Bear a 
hand here, Tdby^ and help me to look in, my locker for a speech I 
delivered twice last Ses- 
sion, and on an average 
three times every Session 
during the past eleven 
years. That ’ll freshen 
them up. my boy,” 

Soon found MS., which 
was rather bulky and 
slightly soiled with con- 
stant use. Then the old 
Salt hauled up his lee- 
scuppers, ran out his lan- 

S ards, shook out his bow- 
ne a bit, and luffing hard- 
a-port, bore down for his 
seat below the Gangway. 

Quite delightful to see 
the House when B. B., 
with his head on one side 
and his right hand warn- 
ingly stretched out to- 
wards the Treasury Bench, 
where Gxad store sat 
alone, put the old question, 

“Where are your Re- 
serves ? ” General opinion that the transition is a little abrupt, and 
that B, B.’s remarks on Dockyard expenditure scarcely seem in 
logical sequence to the Attorrey-Gereral’s remarks on Ireland, 
and to Tim Sullivar’s startling peroration when under the very nose 
of the Speaker “and the Preme Minister he drank a toast to the 
Land League. But the House is full of prejudice. 

Busine$s c^one.—Hew Rules further sheered offi. 

Saturday, 1 A, M.— Nearly run over in the corridor of the House of 
Lords just now. Never saw snch a spectacle in my life, and couldn’t 
have imagined it. Fancy twenty or thirty of the possessors of 
illustrious titles rushing along the corridor pell-mell, dashing across 
the Octagon Hall, and disappearing through the glass door ! Thought 
at first Braolaugh had got in, declared the House of Lords abolished, 
nominated Mr. Larouchere as his successor in the Presidency of the 
Republic, and proposed to begin business by confiscating a few heads. 
The way the water came down at Lodore was nothing compared to 
the rush of the Peers, many of them exceedingly elderly, and several 
winding wraps round their throats to save time as they ran. Fact 
is, House has just divided ; rumour current that the House of 
Commons was simultaneously up, and this was a rush for cabs. 

Business Lords agree to pull up the Land Act planted last 
October, to see how it is growing. Commons finally agreed to 
Address. Now the work of the Session commences. 



“Down, Carlow, Down ! ’ 


WHAT IT MAY COME TO I 


“ M. Duverdy has obtained an injunction against M. Zola from using 
his name in the novel, Tot-BouMU, ... An author is now held to be at the 
mercy of anyone whose name he may have unwittingly appropriated. 
Numbers are suggested for characters in place of names .’ ^ — Daily Taper, 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! the day is won 
That saves our names from ribald pen. 

Hurrah ! hurrah I the deed is done 
That makes us as our fellow-men. 

No longer shall some witling take 
Our patronymic kin and kith, 

Nor gossips joke and story make 
On Browh, Jones, RoBiRSOR,^and Smith, 

They say that figures we shall see, 

In place of names of either sex, 

Thus, Brown may soon be “ Twenty-three,” 

And Smith and Jones be “ Y and X,” 

Let justice run in fiction’s lines, 

On us most burdens have been on, 

“One” “two” “three” “four” should be the signs, 

Of JoRRS, Smith, Brown and Roberson, 


Aeter the case of Hodges v, Chanot, the saying “ Fit as a fiddle,” 
must assuredly be changed to “ False as a fiddle.” 


A DAT^S PLEASURE, 

There is a useful index of “What’s going on” given every 
morning in the Daily News, which, taken with yesterday’s “To- 
morrow ” of the Globe, is invaluable to the Yisitor to London, who 
wants to see everything, and also to the Resident “ of no occupation.” 
If the Yisitor to Town gets his Daily News at 7 ‘30, and immediately 
commences its study, he may arrange a day for him self fuD. of 
varied amusements. Nothing commences before 10 : therefore he has, 
supposing he rises at 8, a good hour and a half before he need start. 

Take, for instance, last Thursday. At ten he would have been 
the first to enter the Sportsman’s Exhibition at the Agricultural 
Hall, Islington. Having thoroughly exhausted this by 12, he 
would be ready for his luncheon, to which he could devote an hour, 
and at 1 p.m. he might have gone down to the office of the Local 
Government Board, and joined the deputation about the Assessed 
Rates—a most interestmg subject—to that body; at 2 p.m. 

Having had enough of this in about ten minutes, a fast hansom 
(supposing such a phenomenon at hand) would have deposited him at 
the Globe Theatre ia time for the new piece at 2*30. 

Having formed a general idea (quite sufficient for conversational 
purposes) of what the play was like, he could have driven ofi to the 
Royal Institution, where, at 3, there was a lecture on the “Geo- 
graphical Distribution of Animals,” from which he might have torn 
himself away in order to he at the St. James’s Hall by 3*45, so as to 
miss as little as possible of the lecture on Opium Smoking. 

A g-lanee at his Daily News list, which, of course, he would he 
carrying in his waistcoat-pocket, and a rapid reference to his watch, 
would, if the latter were correct, inform him that the House of 
Commons opened at 4, and he must he there early in order to 
get a good place under the Gallery. By remaining in the House 
till 4*45, and then running up to the House of Lords, he could see a 
little bit of the fun there, and then rush ofi to the Hellenic Studies 
Society, whose meeting was held at 5 p.m. in Albemarle Street. He 
could, however, be there at 5*10, and by that time the eminent 
Grecians wouldn’t have got much beyond a preliminary discussion 
on the authorship of Homer, 

The Dinner of the Day was put down in the Daily News list for 
the Fishmongers’ Hall, but as no hour was mentioned, our Yisitor 
would have been rather puzzled; still, take it that at 5*30 he left 
the Hellenic Studies, returned to his lodgings, kept his cab at the 
door and dressed in five minutes, he might easily have arrived at the 
Fishmongers’ Hall by a few minutes after six, when he would have 
been just in time for the fish and joint, after which, without inter- 
rupting the harmony of the moceedings by taking leave of the 
Chairman, he could have rushed ofi to the London Institution, 
arriving about 7*10, in time to hear a portion of Professor Arm- 
strong’s Lecture on the “ Economical use of Coal-gas ; ” and after a 
quarter of an hour of this, he could have been at the opening of 
Toole’s Theatre at^ 7*30, and by 8*15 could have reached the rooms 
of the Linnean Society during the first part of a discourse on the 
“ Potato Disease.” 

Unfortunately, he would have had to give up all idea of hearing 
the discussion on “ Water Fittings ” at the Civil Engineers’ Society, 
of seeing the “ Photographic Apparatus Exhibition” at the Society 
of Arts, and could not have assisted at the Monthly Meeting of the 
Historical Society, the Trio Concerts at Marlborough Rooms, the 
Mozart Concert at Yictoria Cofiee Hall, and a few other entertain- 
ments which all commenced at 8. But he could have heard an Act 
of the Lily of Killarney at Her Majesty’s, have got in for the best 
part of Aladdin at the Gaiety, and taken a short but necessary 
supper at any place where refreshment is served up to midnight, 
with half-an-hour to spare for a soothing cigar and a consolatory CTOg. 

Then he could have retired to rest before 1 a.m., and would have 
risen next morning eager to read bis next day’s round of amuse- 
ments in the Daily News Lists, and to act upon its advice in the 
maimer already suggested. Isn’t Life in London worth Living? 
Delightful ! 

“ William is sure to be Right.”— William Shakspeare of 
course we mean. Does he mention the Cloture under the name of 
Closure ? Why, certainly. He recommends the proceedmg in the 
Third Scene of the Fifth Act of Titus Andronicus : — 

And make a mutual closure of our house.” 

We thank Mr. Matt Arnold— a Matt not to be easily put down, 
shaken, or beaten — ^for the reference. The idea was of course a 
Crude’un; for which see Concordance, and when found make a 
note of, , 

Tee Question of Cain, New Novel, By Mrs. Cashel Hoet. 
Evidently for the Use of Schools, 


A Game op* “Bac” {for Accommodation Bills. 





INTERCONJUGAL WHISPERS. 


Wife of his Bosom, “ Look, Joseph ! Theee ’s Majoe Belsizb I Wjsat a Handsome Man he tr, to be suee ! ” 

Ec, A—I SUPPOSE IT ’s THE EFFECT OP MAREIACE, MaRIA— FOR, EVER SINCE WE 'VB BEEN MARRIED, I ’VE NOTICED THAT YOU 
ALWAYS SEEM TO ADMIRE MeN OP A TOT! ALLY DIFFERENT STAMP TO MTSELF / I DON’T HALF LIKE IT ! HoW WOULD TOU LIKE Me 
TO RAVE ABOUT THE WOMAN MaJOR BeLSIZE IS TALKING TO, FOR INSTANCE?’* 


CHEF SAUCE/ 


COCIOTY LEGISLATION. 


Well, William, it may prove an excellent sauce, 

A pleasant and wholesome political stirabout, 
Although rival Cooks, as a matter of course. 

Its fashion and flavour will raise some demur about. 
Yet one cannot help wishing— *tis your wish as well— 
At St. Stephen’s our plats might be au naturel. 


A FEW weeks ago a lamentable accident occurred in Yienna. It 
might have occurred in a chapel, but, as it happened, it occurred in 
a theatre. It came at a dull time, and was a treasure to the news- 
papers. They nursed it affectionately. Parliament has opened, and 
questions are being asked, as a matter of course, in the House of 
Commons. These questions and the answers assume that if the Me- 


Yes, ’tis probably true that the season has come 
For imposing some check upon anserine cackle. 

Since noise puts its Cloture on sense, and strikes dumb 
The tongues that our toughest of problems could tackle, 
And for such as will witlessly wantonly wag, 

The only sure discipline may be the gag. 


tropolitan Board of Works do something, the claims on Government 
will be satisfied. Newspaper commentators assume this likewise. 


The Metropolitan Board of Works is a parochial body having 
certain powers within a great portion of London. Assuming, in the 
true spirit of Cockney legislation, that London is the whole of 
England, and that theatres are the only places in which the public 
may be roasted alive, it seems hard that a great tea-garden settle- 
ment like Sydenham, and other similar places, are left without 
protection. At the Crystal Palace, thirty thousand people can and 
do sit down at a single performance of a Christmas Pantomime, 
without the fostering care of Officialism or Bumbledom. 


Oh, geese of St. Stephen’s, vain, vicious verbose I 
One grudges the sacrifice made to your gabble ; 
Whilst sense bows to the yoke ’tis constrained to impose 
On the necks of the noisy and rabid-tongued rabble. 
The geese of old Home saved its Capitol ; yes ! — 

But ours glory in making its safety look less. 


The Lord Chamberlain’s authority stops at Eaton Place in one 
direction, and never reaches music-halls anywhere, and the authority 
of the Metropolitan Board of Works, though it extends to music- 
halls, is not in operation in the outskirts of London. Whether a 
Scotchman is roasted or not in a theatre or a music-hall in Glasgow, 
an Irishman in Dublin, a Yorkshireman in Sheflield, and a Lancashire 
lad in Manchester, may not matter to our Cockney legislators, but 
the least they can do is to make Londoners safe, in spite of parochial 
limits and defective Acts of Parliament. 


Cantankerous quackers ! Your shindyings shrill 
May no more be permitted to bore us and floor us, 

Yet plague on you, body, bone, feather, and bill, 

For this precious result of your pestilent chorus. 

Alas ! for those fair fruits of Freedom’s long toil, 

That the spite of a goose-flock seems able to spoil ! 

Here ’s wishing sure skill and success to the hand 
That is set to the pitiful perilous puzzle 
Of silencing folly’s cacophonous band, 

Without fitting Wisdom and Wit with a muzzle. 

And remember, one Chefi^ not always commander— 
What ’s sauce for the goose, Will, is sauce for the gander 1 


Good Idea !— In these days of strict economy of time and space, 
when even “Telegraphic Dispatch” is abbreviated to “Telegram’’ 


or “Wire,'; surely tne Heading ** Meteorological iieport" is too 
lengthy a title for a daily column in a newspaper. Why not call 
it ‘°The Forecast-le ? ” 


1 “Telegraphic Dispatch” is abbreviated to “Telegram’’ 
surely the heading “ Meteorological Iie;^rt” is too 
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LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

MY BEDUOOM FIRE. 

Oh list while I strike a languid lyre, 

And sing the joys of my Bedroom Fire ! 

The wind may howl and the rain may patter 
And beat in anger against the pane ; 

The storm may bluster— it don’t much matter : 

I care not twopence * for wind or rain : 

The red coals burn and the billets splinter ; 

The fitful fiash and the glowing gleams 

Efface the ills and the chills of Winter, 

And bear me off to the Isle of Dreams I 

A few dry logs, with much care selected, 

A scuttle of coals and a vesta light, 

A bundle t of rhymes by Punch rejected, 

Will work a charm on a Winter’s night ! 

I watch the light on my bed-room ceiling, I 

The eheguered shadows that come and go ; t 

While a sense of sleep comes o’er me stealmg, 

I note the fiicker of gloom and glow : 

The tiny gas-jets in poo an choral, 

The loraises sing of the drowsy god ; 

I feel as though I had taken Chloral, 

And drift away to the Land of Nod ! 

The rain may fall, and the windows clatter, 

The winds without may their revels keep, 

I close my eyes, and I say “ What matter F ” § 

And almost fancy I ’m off to sleep. 

* "Why “ twopence ? ’’—Ed. 

t A bundle ? Two or three hundredweight would be neirer the mark. — E d. 

X The Lazy Minstrel will be an Ex-chequered shadow that comes and goes 
if he doesn’t wake up. — En. 

§ “ What matter ! ! ” — so we say, too, with a double note of exclamation 
after it, and a strong emphasis on '•UvliatP 


ALPHONSE AT THE SPOETMAN EXHIBITION. 

You were right, my dear Medacteur-^en-chefy to send me—I who 
speak— to the AgricuUtcr-al to see Exposition Feld- Sport. “For 
am I not perfect gmiUman-ridere ” Ah yes, but I am ! But 
en behold my report. 

I arrive at Is-lin-ton. 1 enter. I say to myself “ Aiphokse, my 
fellow, you shall see how these English shoot the fox, how they catch 
the birds, how they defy the dreadful cricket ! ” I say this, and the 
first things I observe are some toys ! Here is a rocking-horse, there 
an effigy of the venerable “ Tante SalliP^ But I say to myself, 
“My fellow, these are for the hours of recreation! When the 
gentleman-ridere is tired of blowing his horn, and has blunted Ms 
coutean de chasse on the throats of the wily rabbit, he throws sticks 
at the tobacco-pipes ! But yet, it is reasonable ! ” And I walk on 
and come to a stand full of games. The first thing I notice in this 
stand is a cloth for trente-et~quaranie. “ My faith! ” I again say. 
“But this is curious! And yet the sportman, when he cannot 
find the wild pig, must have other excitement I I see ! He plays 
with Ms keepere at rouge-et-noir as he would play at Monte Carlo ! 
Ah, the good hour ! ” Then I observe a large building, and I ask, 
“ My fellow, what is that large building? ” The fellow I address 
answers, “Can you not seer It is put up by the Iron Church 
Makers.” But this is delightful ! The perfect gentleman-ridere is 
not only brave and spiritual— he is also religious. He takes Ms 
chapel with Mm ! He sets up Ms church in the forest like a modern 
Sir Hubert ! Ah, hut these English— how they love Sunday ! 

I take off my hat to the sportman’ s chapel, and I come to a 
photographic album. “ What is this ? ” I say, “ What has photo- 
graphy to do with the sporting ? ” Then, I think I am stupid. Of 
course ! I see it all ! The perfect gentleman-ridere^ when he meets 
the lion, takes his carte before he shoots Mm ! Ah ! but this is the 
phlegm Anglais^ii is truly Britannique ! 

I pass on. I come to some visiting cards ! But this is droll ! 
Then I say to myself, “ My fellow, the English are a civilised race. 
Two strangers shoot the same bird, they both claim it. They quarrel. 
Then they take out their card-eases, and deliver them^ to their 
keeperes, A meeting is arranged ! They fight ! One is killed ! 
The other attends Ms foe’s funeral in the iron church ! Ah, but it 
is magnificent, but to Frenchmen— not the sport ! ” ^ 

Again I progress, I come to a stall full of comic pictures ! I pass 
on, and here are some china vases I “ What have these,” I say, “to 
do with the perfect gentleman rider e ? ” 1 consider. He can put 
neither the comic pictures, nor the china vases, iu his iron church— 
they would be out of place I But why not decorate the trees of Ms 


forest, to remind Mm of what he calls, Ome— sweet ^omef^^ 

Why not indeed ? But the English are domesticated ! 

I still walk ! And then I smile ! But the perfect gentleman- 
ridere is gallant ! He is brave, and loves the Ladies 1 Certainly ; 
or why do I find these “ fans at eighteen-pence ? ” But hold— they 
are presents for Ms wife ! He is unsnccessful. He kills not the 
fox, he can find no wild pig ! And Mada7ne is naturally annoyed I 
“My fellow,” she cries, “why have you not brought hack our 
dinner ? ” He says nothing, but gives her a fan at eighteen-pence. 
She is satisfied ! ’She is even gay ! All is forgotten and forgiven ! 

And see, here is a travelling Telegraph- Office, so that Monsieur 
may send a record of Ms triumphs to Madame. Again, happy idea ! 
Then I enter a dark room, and am shown a life-huoy which sl^es 
in the blackness. “ My fellow,” I say, “ what is the use of tMs ? ” 
It is good, I am told, at night. It may be throTO to a drowning 
man if he falls off into the sea from a yacht ! I will avoid the boat- 
sport ! I do not wish to fall into the sea from a yacht ! 

But I am not quite satisfied. I speak to an Official. “ My brave 
boy,” I say, “ where is the perfect gentlema7i-ridhe'‘ s poodle-dogg ? ” 
The Official gives me a Catalogue, and repHes, One ShiMng.’’ I 
pay the silver, and examine tne hook. But this is a disappoint- 
ment! The Exposition has no poodle-doggs ! Then how can the 
perfect gentleman-ridhe kill his prey ? This is an omission ! 

I see some guns, some billiard- tables, some baths ! Baths ! The 
droll idea ! It is curious how these English love their “ tu'b'bes I ” 
But hold— here is something quite French ! It makes me cry ! It 
carries me back to Paris, to the Boulevards, to the Bois de Boulogne ! 
But ah ! it is too charming ! I see before me “an ever-olean collar, 
that will wear for weeks without washing ! ” It is worthy of the 
Grand Nation ! It is unique ! 

But what makes me turn pale ? What makes me tremble ? What 
makes me go away ? What makes me say to niyself, “ My fellow, 
you must cease to be a perfect gentleman-ridh*eV ” ? I will tell 
you ! It is a carriage ! I ask, “What is it ? ” The man I address 
replies, “ An ambulance to carry home the wounded ! ” TMs is too 
much ! I decide ! I will not snoot the fox d VAnglaise ! It is too 
dangerous ! No ; I prefer the sport d la Erangaise. It is more 
amusing to stop in a cafi all day long, and for distraction to play 

the horn! Share with me, then, dear Redacteur-en-chefy my 

highest consideration. {Sig^ied) Alphois'SE, 


AMONG THE SAVAGES. 

The Graphic of last week commemorates pictorially the enter- 
tainment given by the Savage Club to H.H.H. the Prince of Wales 
and of Good Fellows.^ After the dinner at Willis’s Rooms, the 
party adjourned to their Wigwam (near the Saveloy Theatre), where 
“music had charms to soothe the savage breast.’^ Is our Oscar a 
member ? We suppose not, as they only admit civilised savages — 
not one who is still Wilde. But where among the Sons of the War- 
paint and Feathers who entertained the Great White Chief of the 
Pale Faces, was “the Bard”— (yon should “give it to the Bard 
for Ms absence, Mr. J. L. Toole)— to sing the Song of Hiawatha, 
or Firewatha, or Wiskianwatha, about the noble Aitch-Ar-Aitcha ? 

Of all pals he learned the language, 

Learned their names and learned their secrets, 

How the Akturs had their dodges, 

How the Pressmen wrote their copy, 

How the Punster punn’d so glibly, 

How the Singer sang so sweetly ; 

Talked with them whene’er he met them, 

Called them. “ Aitch-Ar-Aitcha’ s Brothers. ’ 

Then the Chairmanj Kunlif-o-wen, 

Made a speech to Aitch-Ar-Aitcha 
At the Rooms of Willis, when they 
Made a banquet in Ms honour. 

All the members came and feasted. 

All the quests praised Aitch-Ar-Aitcha, 

Called Mm Good-Chap, Puffa-Baeca, 

Called him Rind-Heart, Tayk-it-Easee. 

Gitsk Abatement Ntjisance Exhebition.— We shall welcome 
this. Mechanical appliances for gagging Gushers of all sorts. Gush- 
refrigerators, gush-douches. 

“ I so enjoyed myself at a Candelabra Dance the other night,” said 
Mrs. Ramsbotham. “ A what dance ? ” we asked. “ A Candelabra,” 
she replied; “ a dance, you know, where everybody is expected to 
go out at twelve o’clock.” , 

The Fhrneatjx FsaxtBs.— The name of tMs AdventilreSs has been 
variously spelt. Once it was ‘ ‘ Fearneaux, ” suggestive of No E ear. 
In Furneaxjx the idea is Dantesque. 
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POLITICAL INTEEEST 

IN THE COUNTRY. 
time before Feb. 7, 1882.) 

Brown. Seen tLe paper 
this morning ? 

Jones. Rather. Full of 
news, eh ? 

Brown. I should think 
so. JDid yoxL read about 
that woman who cut four 
of her children’s throats ? 

Jones. Wouldn’t have 
missed it for worlds. And 
did you see about that man 
who burnt his oldest friend 
to death ? 

Brown. Every word. 
And wasn’t that Breach 
of Promise case rare fun ? 

Jones. It made me roar. 
And what a smash that 
was on the Slowgo Railway, 
nine people killed I 

Brown. Awful I And do 
you see that ninety men 
are imprisoned in a col- 
liery, and aren’t expected 
to be taken out alive ? 

Jones. No, by Jove, I 
didn’t. You had a second 
edition, I expect. I must 
get one too. ’Morning ! 

Broton. ’Morning! 

{Any time after Feb. 8, 1882.) 

Brown. Seen the paper 
to-day ? 

Jones, I looked at it. 
Nothing much in it. 

Broivn, So I thought. 
A lot of Parliamentary 
stuff about the Address. 

Jones. Any amount. 
What did they say ? 

Brown. I didn’t read it. 
Something about Egypt or 
Ireland, though, I expect. 

Jones. Yery likely, 
’Morning ! 

Brown, ’Morning! 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 72. 



SIR WILLIAM WITHEY GULL, Baet., M.D., D.C.L., P.R.S. 

The clever Bird who added a Prince of Wales’s Feather to his 

Plumage. 


HOW WE LITE NOW. 

The old order changeth, 
giving place to new. The 
traditions of our youth 
have departed. What do 
the words twelve o’clock or 
four o’clock express now- 
adays ? Nothing. Let us 
then alter the clock 
12 A.M.-Stage-door-hour, 

1 A.M. — Supper- with- 

extra-Lady-hour, 

2 A.M.— Baccarat - with - 

the-Jews-hour, 

3 A.M.— -Argus-Cluh-hour. 

4 A.M. — Hundred -in- the- 

bauk-hour. 

5 A.M. — Bank-a-monkey- 

hour. 

6 A.M.— SAM-lend-me-a’- 

hundred-hour. 

7 A.M,— Clean-broke-hour. 

8 A.M.— Turkish-bath- 

hour. 

9 A.M. — Pint-of-the-Boy- 

hour. 

10 A.M.— Half-a-dozen- 

oysters-hour. 

11 A.M.— Read -letters -re- 

ceived-last-night-hour. 

12 p.M. — Leave -home-for- 

Club-hour. 

1 P.M.— Champagne-cock- 

tail-hour. 

2 P.M.— Breakfast-hour. 

3 p.M.-Coffee-aud-liqueur- 

hour. 

4 P.M.— Piccadilly-hour. 

6 P.M. — Pay-long* overdue- 

calls -or - go - back - to - 
Club-hour ? 

6 P.M.— Go-back- to-Club- 

hour. 

7 P.M.— Bressiug-hour. 

8 p.M, — Binuer-hour, 

9 p.M.— One - more - mag - 

num-of-the-Boy-wou’ t- 
hurt-us-hour. 

10 P.M, — Gaiety - Theatre - 

hour. 

11 P.M.— She-looks-awfully- 

fit - on - the - stage - to- 
night-hour. 


MR. GREENHORFS EXPERIENCES. 

THE SIMPLE AUCTIONEER. GOING I GOING!! GONE!!! 

I am: an idler about Town, with no domestic cares or anxieties, 
with plenty of money for my moderate wants, and with a consider- 
able amount of popularity among my particular set, which I am 
repeatedly assured does not arise from a kind of reputation I have 
acquired for giving recherche little dinners for six or eight. 

My troubles, such as they are, arise from my possession of three 
good ijualities, I have a great thirst for knowledge, a great rever- 
ence for truth, and a great respect for my fellow men ; but there are 
so many things going on around me in this wonderful Loudon of 
ours I cannot at all understand, that I get fairly puzzled. 

The same amazing amount of ignorance that I have deplored and 
marvelled at in Surveyors, I find to exist in an almost equal degree 
in Auctioneers, 

Having plenty of leisure time and a great love of Works of Art, 1 
often visit auction rooms, and there have to listen to a display of 
ignorance that positively astounds me. 

For instance, I often see some wretched daub of a picture put up 
for sale that would be dear at £5, and I am assured by the Auc- 
tioneer that it is a genuine Tubner, or a Roberts, or a Wilson, as 
the ease may be^hut that in consequence of the great depression in 
the market for Works of Art, he is prepared to take a hid, as a com- 
mencement, say of £100. With an earnestness and apparent sincerity 
that no g^tleman could ever doubt, he avers, over and over again, 
that not the faintest shadow or shade of suspicion of the genuineness 


of the picture has ever crossed his experienced mind, and yet when, 
after an amount of entreaty difficult to understand, but of course 
highly creditable to his keen sense of honour and his reverence for 
truth, he knocks down the miserable imposture for some £10 or £12, 
he seems quite satisfied with the result, and proceeds with the next 
lot with renewed vigour ! Now, what can all this mean ? 

Of course no one for a moment could doubt the truthfulness and 
honesty of these gentlemen ; it must, therefore, be simply ignorance. 
I would venture therefore very humbly to suggest that, before being 
allowed to sell works of Art, Auctioneers should he compelled to :pass 
an examination sufficiently stringent to prevent their falling into 
such lamentable errors of judgment, and making such fearful mis- 
takes as to the genuineness or value of the works they have to 
describe, as well as dispose of. 

I remember, some years ago, when my ignorance on these matters 
was as great as that of an average Auctioneer, I was persuaded by 
one of these gentlemen to purchase a very large picture, which I was 
assured was an undoubted Gainsborough. All! what I endured 
from the remarks of my kind and candid friends when my huge 
treasure was first hung upon the wall of my drawing-room, I never 
shall forget. Had it been a Cartoon by Tenniel, or a social sketch 
by Bu Maurier, it could not have excited more general or^ more 
hearty laughter. I bore it well for some time, but at length yielded 
to the earnest entreaties of my friends, and got rid of the gigantic 
swindle ; and I don’t mind confessing that an occasional gleam of 
suspicion has sometimes crossed my mind that that particular 
Auctioneer, on that particular occasion, was not so entirely ignorant 
as the generality of his class must apparently be. 

Joseph Greenhorn. 
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“fair trade.” 

First North Country Farmer {ivith NewspajKr), ‘‘Another Storm predicted erom America I” 

Second ditto, “Fat care I? They can sen’ as mony Hurricanes as they like, an' blaw Sna-driet an’ Hail forby, gin 

THEY WID ONLY KEEP THEIR DARNED BeEP AT HAME, AN’ NO SPILE THE PRICE O’ MY NoWTE ! ” 


LEON ON HIS TRAVELS. 

{From Secretary Amandas Private Notes,) 

Mar seilles, -- Tr oun deV air !~^to go in for local colouring in the 
matter of expletives— how he did enjoy that first houilldbame on his 
native Cannebiere ! I thought we should have had the gendarmes 
at us for attempted suicide when he ordered the third, and also the 
third bottle of that particularly piquant little Cahors wine of which 
he is so fond— and which makes me so ill. “Ah, garqonP"* he 
exclaimed, over number three, “ how fiat, stale, and unprofitable 
beside this are the truffles and champagne of office. Upon my word, 
I don’t care if I never go back there again,” But it was slightly 
contradictory in the great man to dictate seven letters of instruction 
to his adherents, after dessert, telling them that they must demand, 
in the most friendly manner, the dissolution of the Chamber and 
the execution of Freycinet. 

“ What freedom ! what delightful comfort and calm ! ” he 
remarked, expansively, when he got out of the carriage and found 
that nobody was there to meet him, and that when M, G-ambetta’s 
luggage was mentioned to the Station-Master, that oblivious Official 
simply answered : “ Oambetta '^—connais pas ! This way, Milord 
Smeeth ; all your baggages in the carriage ; thank you, Milord.” 
Same serene philosophy in the Promenade des Anglais, where the 
only people who saluted us were one of the waiters at the hotel and 
the great Statesman’s own father, who, with sublime paternal devo- 
tion, actually consented to recognise his offspring xn that public ; 
place. “Isn’t it delightful?” the Boss remarked. “A year ago 
there were about a hundred thousand simpletons yelling ‘ Vive 
GtAMBETTA ! ’ and the horses could not get on at all because of the 
avalanche of flowers. Isn’t this a jolly deal jollier, eh ? ” It is true 
that he added, about ten minutes afterwards, “ By the bye, take 
down the name of that Station-Master ; and, let me see, Mce makes 
a good deal of money out of violets, doesn’t it ? Ah, then, just 
sketch me a project for taxing violets three francs a bunch— it ’ll do 
for my next Budget.” 

They were firing guns when we steamed into port, and 


you should have seen the great Chief’s look of vexation. He 
positively flushed with disappointment, and there was a kind of 
nervous smile on his lips that meant overpowering chagrin— to the 
devoted eyes of an adherent like myself. And when the Captain 
said it was only the practising, he was immensely relieved, 

for he said so : “ Thought the stupid people were actually saluting.” 
When we went to the Opera in the evening, and Yerdi came into 
our box, he became quite peevish, saying: “How, you know I’m 
nobody j why do celebrities come and pay court to me; it’s 
ridiculous.” I had to put Yeedi’s name down for the next Grand 
Cordon of the Legion of Honour on the morrow. Sent three draft 
interpellations to partizans in Chamber ; to he used as circumstances 
dictate— that is, when they are sure to damage the Ministry some- 
how. 

Garibaldi awfully cold; evidently doesn’t like what 
those ruffianly fellows of the Ministerial majority have called the 
Gambetta dictatorship. The Chief rather wounded ; hut reflected 
with his usual good sense that we shouldn’t want Garibaldi for a j 
command in the next war we may undertake. Bathed in the hay ; 
Leon made a capital joke about the Bey of Tunis. Wrote to Paris 
aud ordered a rise on the Bourse for next week— on the rumour that 
Gambetta is coming home. 

— Crispi, King, Depretis. Concluded three different 
treaties for our next term of office. Wanted to see the Pope to 
arrange about the new Concordat, but thought that rascally Roche- 
PORT would he sure to get hold of the story and swear we had kissed 
the Pope’s feet. Went to Mass though, to show we had no preju- 
dices. Haven’t quite made up my mind where we ’ll go next. St, 
Petersburg offers certain chances on condition of an alliance against 
Germany ; and something might be done in London m the way of 
Commercial— promises, at least. At any rate not Paris— till_FRET- 
ciNET makes Ms first big blunder. ' 


A SMOKiNa Concert.— The haxmomous action of the sooty Club 
chimneys in PaU Mail. 
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SKETCHES FROM “ BOZ.” 

{Ada;pted to Well-known Characters.) 



Kr. G. L-w-s as Jaggcrs. Lord B-iby as Micawber. 



Dr. Ly-n Pl-yf-r as Hob lawyer. Lord H. Ch-i cli-11 as G itppy. 


THE WOOL-GATHEREBS. 

AK" ODD CHAPTER, 

Lord Salisbury mrtkes an earnest apjieal to Ladies to forego tLeir own 
tastes, ly di easing then sclres in the unsold goods, the surplus stock, the 
remnants and bargains, always to be got cheap, especially when the now 

fashions aic coming in Lord SALisnuiiY appears able to promise an 

extensive combination Unless he has laised his tone a little too high, 

we may reasonably expect the entire Conservative party to appear in articles 
warranted British, inferior and obsolete .’’ — Daily Faper. 

The two Koblemen stepped from their box into the /oyer. There 
had not been such a close night since the first of April. The Opera 
was crowded, the thermometer stood at 96° under the portico, and 
thejr were clad in the heavy fabrics now associated with perfect ton. 
Their shirt fronts were thickly loaded with white clay, and a stout 
ribbed coarse corduroy cloth of extra thickness supplied the rest of 
their evening costume. They had, moreover, made it a point of 
honour to wear in addition, two complete sets of Shelfield grey twist 
underclothing ; for they had just joined the New British Industrial 
League^ and were enthusiastically determined to be true to^ its 
economic principles. Still, they were hot, and by a common instinct 
they lounged in the direction of one of the well^ polished ^hydrants, 
and its row of neatly arranged fire-buckets, with the intention of 
refreshing themselves. 

But as they passed the entrance to the refreshment saloon they 
paused. The scene that met their gaze was curious. Within was a 
faintingj struggling, perspiring, but highly aristocratic throng, who, 
clamotuing for water, appeared fairly to threaten to take the counter 
by storm. Here an Earl, well known in society, was standing on a 
small marble-topped table, and, whirling his opera-glasses round in 
the air to attract attention, was ofiering five guineas for an ice-pail. 
Beneath him, gasping on the fioor, lay a distinguished Statesman 
trying to tear ofi some of his woollen upper clothing in an evident 
stage of incipient delirium. By one of the huge windows, a Political 
Economist, Hitherto favourably known for his careful and scientific 
handling of fiscal problems, stood with his head thrust through a 
pane of plate-glass, singing snatches of a comic song. On all sides 
well-bred people were reelmg and using strong language, while the 
attendants standing, in self-defence, on the debris of shivered coffee 
urns and sponge cakes, were distributing, as fast as they could, 
amidst a shower of sovereigns, saucers of rough ice and salt to the 


I stifiing and surging mob by which they seemed likely to be over- 
whelmed. 

t They watched the strugglers for a few seconds, when the eye of 
I the least exhausted suddenly lighting on the familiar features of an 
Eminent Personage trying to force a pathway out of the midst of the 
fray with a tin of lemon-drops and half a cup of cold tea, he made a 
I dash to his assistance. 

His companion was about to follow when a heavy^ thud on bis 
shoulder, accompanied by a silvery little laugh, made him look round 
I angrily for an explanation. 

“ Ha ! It is you, Duchess ! ’’ he said, biting his lip in pain with a 
I well-bred smile, as he endeavoured to suppress his evident annoyance. 

“How awkward of me,’^ was the pretty-pouted rejoinder. “I 
merely meant to give you a playful tap, thinking I had my Palais 
Boyal Eventail amc moi ; but you see, this is the new Birmingham 
make, and it weighs five pounds and a half. So sorry. I am afraid 
I must have hurt you.” She held up a clumsy, highly- coloured, 
over-sizedl'fan of British manufacture as she spoke. “ C\st trh 
fatiguant^^^ she addeA laughingly, trying at the same time to wield 
the cumbersome article, “ and only this afternoon I meant merely to 
touch the dear old Duke lightly with it sur le front ; and I have 
rendered him absolutely invisible ^ for a whole week ! Mais^ [que 
voules-vous f We must he patriotic.” 

She tapped her companion again playfully on the fingers. He 
wiuced. NHmporte^^^ he said, “ NHmporte^^^ at the same time 
rubbing his shoulder with a courteous polish, as he made a more 
careful survey of his naive interlocutor. A handsome woman of not 
more than five-and-thirty, she was dressed with the most perfect 
taste, as it was understood by the haute societe of the hour. Her 
Juponoi Manchester print of a running colour, (Quilted with huchons 
of inferior linsey, was relieved, here and there, by nceuds d V occa- 
sion of damaged British ribbons ; while her bodice of housemaid’s 
calico, to which the salesman’s recommendation of “ Look here. All 
this lot at I 5 . by an heureuse pensee of the modiste had been 
left still attached, ^was trimmed with ruches., cleverly contrived 

from second-hand remnants of faded alpaca. 

Eor a moment her appearance almost dazzled him. The pretty 
Duchess saw her advantage, and again giving him an arch blow on 
the fingers with her weighty eventail^ laughed a coy little laugh. 
But the strain proved this time too much for the quality of the in- 
ferior etoffe in which her fair form was cased. A series of startling 
cracks, ringing along the foyer, reminded her that something had 
given way. 

“ Ils le font she said, nothing disconcerted, for she had be- 
come famuiar with the bargains of her native land, and knew their 
ways. “ Come, give me your arm, and take me to the box,” He 
was hot'; but bis ancestors had fought at Agineourt, and he was a 
Gentleman. He did not hesitate. 

“In half a minute,” he said, chivalrously. In another second, he 
had turned the corner, and was bounding, as fast as his heavy 
woollen over-clothing would allow him, down the grand staircase 
towards Bow Street. He heeded nothing in his flight. There was a 
crowd in the hall below gathered round the now prostrate form of 
the Eminent Personage he had noticed struggling but lately iu the 
salon above, and he heard a Policeman'say kindly, “ We ’ll get you 
to Hatfield presently, my Lord ; but we must get some of this off 
you first. The fabric has been too much for you.” But he did not 
wait, for, melting and asphyxiated as he was, he had seen a vision of 
loveliness descending the stairs that for a moment had nerved him. 
The rich Manchester heiress, hanging on the arm of her father, the 
noted woollen niilUonnaire^ was drawing near. She was clad in a rich 
Lyons velvet sacque, one of Worth’s latest triumphs; and the 
French polish on the boots of the Northern Croesus fairly corruscated 
as he shambled along towards his carriage. 

He saw his opportunity. He dashed forward, and with a 
whispered plaisanterie in the ear of his goddess, offered to summon 
the vehicle. 

“ Law, Pa,” said the young girl, “ why, if it isn’t the Earl ! ” 

“ The Hearl ! ” was the curt rejoinder, “ why, a couple of Books 
wouldn’t be a match for you I ” 

The next moment sixteen footmen in carmine plush and shoulder- 
knots, had made a passage to the carriage. 

Then the voice of the millionnaire ;was heard once more outside. 
“How then, Coachman, ’Ackney Wick Palace—’ Ome ! ” And the 
splendid equip^e drove off. 

“ I’m afraid I ’ve made a mistake,” said the Eminent Personage, 
still on the floor, but at length opening his eyes feebly. 

“Hever mind, my Lord,” [replied the Policeman kindly. “The 
best of us can’t sometimes help a bit of wool-gathering.” 


The Pakic-Mokgee’s Guide.— Two “ Q,uestions” in the House of 
Commons make twenty-four Leaders. Twenty-four Leaders make 
one Alarm. Four Alarms make two Panics. Two Panics make one 
Catastrophe. One Catastrophe makes two hundred Leaders. &c., &e. 


1^* TO COBKESPOHBElSrTS. — In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamp od and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept. 
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NIGHT. 


PROPOS.^^ 


James, remind me, when I go to Town to-morrow, 

THAT I BUY A LeMON-SqUEEZER. 


MOENING. 


James [round the Comer). “Squeezer, Sir — Squeezer 1 ” 

\_Ee was giving his usual Morning Salute before starting to Business ! 


JUMBO^S JOUENIL. 

Monday.— ‘WokQ a bit sulky: and no wonder. Still bothered 
about 'that horse-box. "What on earth hare they brought it here 
for ?j f Keeper very wheedling, and wants me “just to try it.^^ Not 
for sixpenn’orth of buns— bag and all ! No— not if I know it. 

Tttesday. — Still up to their little game. “Won’t I just look 
inside to see how comfortable it is?” '^o—ItoonH. Perhaps 
they ’ve sold me to Sanger ! Fancy a fine aristocratic brute like me 
travelling about with a low lot like that ! 

Wediiesday. — Can’t even joke this morning. They ’ve stuck that 
confounded horse-box just outside my den, so that I may “just 
walk through it. Pll walk through it^ if they don’t look out, I ’ll 
promise ’em. Feeling quite miserable. Saw a man this afternoon 
who, fifteen years ago, gave me two penn’orth of snuff in an orange. 
Eemembered him well— and the snuff, but hadn’t the heart even to 
do the correct thing— knock his hat off, smash his umbrella, and 
souse him, Eeally very down, 

Thursday.— badgering me. But T ’m not going to put up 
with much more of this. Some fellow has written to the papers to 
say I ’m “ getting irritable.” “ Getting—” I should think so. What 
on earth they want to do with me I don’t know ! Perhaps they 
want to get me down to the House and take my oath, to see if it will 
stand. Shouldn’t be surprised. Wouldn’t mind walking through 
an Act of Parliament or two. But they must bring ’em here.^ 

Friday. — So it ’s out at last. I ’m to be shipped to America and 
bought up by Babnum ! And do they think they ’ll get me over ? 
Ha 1 ha 1 Wait till I ’m fairly on board. Then I ’U shpw ’em what 
six tons and a-half dancing the Cancan in the middle of the 
Atlantic can do for ’em. To bed, savage. 

Quite happy. Mind made up. They say I can be 
“ irritable.” They shall judge for themselves to-morrow. Turn me 
out, will they ? We HI all come out together. I ’ve already put the 
Hippopotamus up to it, and if we too can’t bang in every blessed 
j cage and bar in the place in half-an-hour, my name ’s not Jumbo. 

Sunday.— A.% last ! Oh I what an afternoon we ’re having ! 


SIE GARNET WOLSELEY’S SOLILOQUY. 

Scene — Near Dover. 

CoME'on, Sir ; here ’s the place stand still. How fearful, 
Fi-ash, and mad it is to sink one’s cash so low I 
The Bulls and Bears that stand on niidway cliffs 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : half-way down 
Hangs one who boreth tunnels— dreadful trade ! 

With dividends not bigger than my head. 

The fishermen that walk upon the beach 

Are scared like mice, and Britain’s hectoring barks 

Diminished to their cocks, their cocks to buoys, 

Almost too small for sight ! 

The murmuring roar of French invading legions 
Cannot be heard, so high : I ’ll look no more, 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong ! 


THE' SLOUGH OF DESPOND, 

The other day, at Slough, a meeting was held by the residents in 
the district to consider the desirability “ of altering the name of the 
village to Upton Royal, and memorialising the Postmaster- General 
and the Directors of the Great Western Railway to use the same 
instead of that of Slough, which gave people a bad impression of its i 
sanitary condition.” Since this we understand the Postmaster- I 
General has received a memorial frpm the inhabitants of Giggles- | 
wickj requesting the name may be altered, as it is an insult to the ^ 
gravity of the inhabitants of the town ; another from Redcar, pre- 
ferring a similar petition, alleging as a reason that its present appel- 
lation gives strangers the notion of a Kensington omnibus. Similar 
memorials with equally satisfactory reasons have been received from 
Dunnington, Goring, Hogsthorpe, Kilham, Long Itchington, Mud di- 
ford, Nettlebed, Stmkey, Sbafperton, Much Birch, and many other 
towns. The g,cotch and Irish petitions have not yet been sent in. 
The P.M»U, ^ill have a nice tjme of it altogether ! 


YOL, LXXm, 
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THE CONSCIOUSNESS OF IMPORTANCE. 

Mrs. Brown, “We are having some Friends to Dine with us on the 
Twenty-Fourth, Mr. Green, and want you to comb and help to Wait at 
Table, as usual.” 

The Family Greengrocer, “On the Twenty-Fourth, Ma’am ? I’m sorry to 
SAY I ’m engaged on THE TwENTY-FoURTH.” 

Mrs. Brown, “Dear me! How unfortunate I We are so accustomed 

TO YOU, AND YOU KNOW OUR WAYS.” 

Mr. Green, “ Yes, Ma’am. Couldn’t you write and put off your 
Friends till the Week aftjsr, Ma’am ? ” 


THE DISTRICT SURVEYOR. 

Mr. Punch lias received a oommunication. from a second District Surveyor, 
who remonstrates agfainst the supposed charge of over-anxiety in the performance 
of his important duties, resulting in the receipt of fees apparently in excess 
of what might be strictly re( 3 (uisite. 

Mr. Punch, with that desire for striotimpartiality for which he is so remark- 
able, has referred the matter to the young man in his gigantic establishment 
whose duty it is to survey mankind from Cheapside to the Zoo, who informs 
him that he received his information from a Report of the Proceedings of the 
Commissioners of Sewers of the City of London, from which he learnt that the 
District Surveyors* Reports resulting from the fire alluded to, occasioned so 
much surprise that they were referred to a Committee for examination and 
report. 

The Report has not yet been received, and is awaited, he is informed, 
with consiaerable curiosity by various persons more or less interested in these 
matters. ‘When it is presented, Mr» Punch will return to the subject, if 
requested. 

In the meantime he is quite willing to acknowledge, and does so very readily, 
that over-anxiety is a much more pardonable offence than gross neglect, and is 
attended with far less serious results ; and if a fee of a few shillings can by any 
possibility assist in the slightest degree in preserving Mr, Punch's valuable 
person from the unpleasant consequences of an unreported and therefore 
unprotected dangerous structure, he thinks that, upon the whole, he will be 
inclined to condone the comparatively slight offence of un peu trop de %ele, I 


THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN. 

propos of Jumho.) 

If I had a donkey wot wouldn't go." 

If I owned Jumbo, 

(W ho declines to go) 

Would I sell him to a Show ? 

Uo, no, not I ! 

"^en the Titan I saw 
Firmly plant his paw, 

I would shout hooraw ! 

For his bra-ve-ryj 

Chorus, 

If an army of Yankees should proffer their pay, 
I *d button my pockets, and send them away. 

What, forget all the fun ? 

All the tricks he has done F 
The ride and the bun F 
No, no, not I ! 

At so sorry a turn 
Every bosom must burn. 

And the notion spurn 
Of such cru-el-ty ! 

Chorus. 

Though a legion of Fellows might say their say, 
I ’d decline to part with our pet for pay. 


IN VINO VERITAS. 

Scene — A Street. JSnter Brown and Jones. They 
greet one another. 

Brown. You are looking well ! 

Jones, So I should be ! Just had a delightful run 
down to Folkestone ! 

Brown, Really ? What for ? 

Jones. To examine critically the submarine Tunnel. 

Brown, And was the trip so very pleasant ? 

Jones. Couldn't have been nicer I We all went to 
Folkestone in a “Special,** They were extremely civil 
to ns ! 

Brown, Yes? 

Jones, And when we got there we were all taken in 
trucks by the electric light under the sea ! 

Brown. You don*t say so I Rather dry work, wasn’t it F 

Jones. The place was as dry as a bone, but we had 
some champagne to drink prosperity to the undertaking 1 

Brown. Capital ! But weren’t you hungry ? 

Jones, Rather 1 But then we had lunch with the Com- 
pany afterwards at the Lord Warden Hotel at Dover ! 

Brown, Indeed ! And what is your candid opinion 
about the Tunnel ? 

Jones. That it cannot possibly be taken by the French ! 


Another Little (bit of) Bill. 

William Shakspeare, in the following lines, sug- 
gested the only rational termination of a vulgar mess, 
Brutus counsels : — 

“ But do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise, 

Nor the in suppressive mettle of our spirits, 

To think that or our cause or our performance, 

Did Mod an oath.” 


Royal College of Music.—Call it St. Cjecilia's, 
and establish it at Cambridge. Demolish the Town 
Hall, and on its site build the new College. Motto over 
the gateway, “ Omnia Opera," 


Reductio ad ABSURDUM.—We see by the papers that 
The Queen's Shilling is in Chancery. When it comes 
out it will be about the size of a fourpenny piece. 


Advice to a Leading Actor.— “ Study the temper of 
the House a little more, William, and don*t gag ! ” 


“ Small and Early.’*— T he Lark. 
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ARCADES JUMBO; OR, BR-DL-GH AND THE ELEPHANT. 

{With aprofouTtd apology to Jumlo.) 

Punch {to Bamum), ‘‘ Hail, Columbia ! An Elephant’s House is his Castle ! Leave Jumbo alone, and Theee Hundred 
Thousand Million British Children, not to mention Billions oe British Babes unborn, will bless the Name of Barnum. 
Take t’other instead, and you will earn the Gratitude of all Parties, even that of the trusty and very much-tried 
Other One representing Northampton. Why, cert’nly ! Love to yourself, and America generally. Vits Barnum I 

FACILE FRXN0EP3 IN THE SHOW LiNB— BAR NONE. HaIL, COLUMBIA !— YoURS TRULY, PmCJS” 


T They asked him about the Duke of Mudfoed’s and other similar 

me Great ±'ooJi-irooJi i street obstructions in Gloomsbury, and his answer was still the 

They asked him questions in the House of Commons about the same — “Let everything; remain as it is: it is absolutely perfect.” 
absurdity of the Ash Wednesday regulations with regard to London Answers like this are what have earned him his title of the ‘^Seldom- 

theatres and the majority of London music-halls, and his answer at-Home Secretary, or the Great Pooh-Pooh ! ” and make many 

was, “ Let everything remain as it is : it is absolutely perfect.” Liberals think that the Governinent is not absolutely perfect. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTHACTED PROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday Nighty Feb. 20.— Sir Henet Ttlee, 
■wlio is always thinking of promoting the greatest welfare of the 
greatest number of shareholders, tells me he had a brilliant idea 
to-night whilst Mr. Maeeiott was speaking. Why not connect 
the House by telephone with all the constituencies— at least, in the 
Home Counties, and turn on the switch according as one or other 
Member was speaking? Haecottet put his yeto on the thing 
immediately. “ITot while Hoite Secretaet, if you please, 
Toby. I know my responsibilities and my resoui'ces, and I know 
that if the constituencies had to suf er any appreciable portion of 
what we endure in the House, there ’d be a revolution.” 

Ttiee taken aback by this strong view, but not given up idea 
yet. Wants me to be a Director of the new company. Think 
I Ve enough to do to look after the business of the nation. Pity 
Maeeiott isn’t Member for some place nearer than Brighton. If 
he were Member for Croydon, for example, wouldn’t need telephone. 
People could hear him there quite well, without mechanical aid. 
Has a brassy sort of voice, which he uplifts with great determma- 
tion. Most useful in case of an elderly jury a trifle deaf, but a little 
annoying in the House. 

In other respects entertainment reminiscent of a criminal lawyer 
addressing Old Bailey Jury, for whom a wag of the forefinger means 
much, and who wouldn’t give a button for a counsel who couldn’t 
raise his voice above a whisper. House, on the whole, didn’t appre- 
ciate Mr. Maeeiott’s gifts ; but the possession of a liberal mind 
enabled him to make np for the deficiency by personal efforts. 

Business done. — First Resolution introdneed. 

Tuesday Just come in from voting in a division on 

** Charles Brablauoh, Esq., who ” All very merry, having 

got through the difficulty at a comparatively early hour. 

“ No doubt about Who ’s Who in 1882,” says Mr. Aunew, and we 
all laugh again. 

Brablau&h’s been defeated in his latest move; and now, for 
goodness sake, let us get about tho business of the nation. We ’ll 
just wait to hear figures read from the Chair, and then go ofi to 
dinner. “Noes 307, Ayes 18,” says the Speaker in his sbnorous 
voice. Echo scarcely died away when “Charles Beaelahgh, 
Esq., Who,” is observed walking up the fioor of the House. iJothing 
particular in that, you know. Turn, as a matter of habit, towards 
chair of Sergeant-at-Arms, The gallant Captain will in due 
course appear, dance a minuet with the Member for Northampton, 
and the show will he over. 

“ Doocid bore,” Mr. Sykes langxiidly whispers in the ear of Mr. 
Montague G-uest; “ alwavs same thing over again, doncha.” But 
what’s this? Charles Bradlaugh, Esq., Who, has overhauled 
the wollum, and, holding it in his right hand as if he were 
taking aim with intent presently to shy^itj[at the Speaker, is 
offering a few remarks. 

“ Confound it I ” cried Randolph, “ the fellow’s swearing.” So 
he was, and indeed there was a good deal of the same class of speech 



A Blenheim and Bradlaugh, 


going on in the quarter where Lord Randolph lifts his young head, 
and Eke a what-you-may-call-it counsels Sir Stappord Northcote. 
Having done his business, C. B. Es^. retires below the Bar. Fresh 
sensation when he is presently discovered within the bar of the 
House. Shrieks from tne Fourth Party ; war-whoop from Waeton. 
Earl Percy lies back and lobks as if he were going to faint, Speaker 
ordered C. B. Esq, off; Who went with provoking deference. 
Randolph proposes to make short work of the matter by expelling 


him. House declines Randolph’s lead, and debate adjourned with 
very Httle difference of opinion as to Who had the best of it. 

Business done. — None. 

Wednesday.— doubt than ever as to Who’s Who. He’s 
everybody and everything, dominating the House of Commons, as 
the Old Man of the Sea weighed down Sindbad tbe Sailor, House 
got on pretty comfortably till Who should come in but C. B. Esq. 
Naturally, and at once, C. B. took charge of affairs. House refusing 
to hear him at the Bar, he found a seat below the Gangway. There 
was no room on the bench, but when a gentleman of C, B ’s simplicity 
of action and fighting weight sits down, he ’s pretty sure to find 
room. There may at first be an Hon. Member, or peradventure 
portions of two Hon. Members under him. That ’s their affair, and 
they may he depended upon to clear out. 

Fresh consternation on Conservative benches at the sudden dis- 
appearance from view of the whole of one Hon.' Member, with moiety 
of another, while in the space they had filled but a moment ago looms a 
too familiar ponderous figure. Wild scene of excitement. ^ Speaker, 
who passes an appreciable portion of his declining days in ordering 
C. B. to withdraw, did it again. C. B., never so happy as when sub- 
mitting to authority, at once rose from the mangled remains of the 
Hon. Member on whom he had been sitting (just as if he had been a 
Committee), and took up his old seat below the Bar. But Randolph 
would have no more of this. Sir Stafeord, feeling it hopeless 
further to resist, moved the expulsion of C. B., Esq., which was 
done forthwith. “Done it at last ! ” said Randolph. 

“ Yes,” said Sir Stafford, mildly ; “but indeed you’ve done it 
from the first. You ’ve played Bradlaugh’ s game as if you were in 
secret alliance with him ; and I ’m afraid that what we ’ve done 
this afternoon is precisely what he wanted us to do, and what he 
carefully and adroitly led up to. You’re a clever young man, 
Randolph, but there ’s someone cleverer than you.” 

“Who?” cried Randolph, fiercely feeling in the wrong place 
for his moustache. 

“ Precisely ; ‘ Who,’ ” And Sir Stafford went his way, chuckling 
at his gentle wit. Business done.—Mx. Bradlaugh’s. 

Thursday Begin to feel that I ’ve not done anything yet 

to justify the high hut well-grounded expectations of my consti- 
tuents. Writing a Diary ’s all very well ; but Barkshire did not 
elect me for that. Haven’t vet eveu drawn up a notice of motion 
or a question, read it in the House, and afterwards sent it privately 
to the newspapers with a request for its insertion, like some one I 
know does habitually. Have rather held back, thinking there are 
pikers enough in the House, and that giving notice of a question is 
rather a cheap way of advertising one’s self. 

Mean to begin now. Will move for return of the answers 
delivered by Sir Charles DilkR since he joined the Government. 
Also shall move that they be framed and ^ glazed, and a copy pre- 
sented to every other Minister to bang over his bed, so that he may 
see it last thing at night, and consider it first thing in the morning. 
Positively think Dilke ’s improving. Answers are short without 
being curt ; frank without being injudicious ; and in respect to 
literary style, marvels of concise expression. Now we are talking 
of bow to save time by improving procedure, Ministers might do 
worse than help me to get my return and make good use of it after. 

Never above studying from a model myself. Have to-night sat 
at the feet of Earl Percy, and begin to think I can manage it ; 
though, of course, at long: interval. Fashion to talk of the heir of 
the Percies as if some slight deterioration in race had taken place 
since Chevy Chace. That is the result of superficial observation. 
Believe Earl Percy would be a terrible fellow if once roused. 
Knows his own disposition, and holds it in check. Note how, when 
he has been talking for a quarter of an hour, and the House has been 
gradually emptying, he grasps himself with both hands by the 
collar of his coat. What would happen if he didn’t thus check 
himself no one can say. 

Joey E. in fine form to-night. A Hippopotamus revelling in a 
mud-bath, or an 0 orangoutang let loose in an orange alley, could not 
be lighter of heart or fuller ot spirits. Joseph Gillis advised Mr, 
Gladstone to secure for his son Herbert the reversion of Mar- 
wood’s place. Also he has accused Mr. Forster of spending his 
time in a gamhling-house when he is supposed to he looking after 
the affairs of Ireland. J. G. acknowledges that he has had a pretty 
good night, and as he walks home the peaceful stars look down on no 
more contented mind, nor any fuller of the ease that comes of the 
consciousness that an agreeable duty has been performed. 

House of Lords., JFVeWay.— Lords in high feather to-night. Country 
been in^ danger of forgetting them, and thinking other House is 
everything. Lord Salisbury will show them it isn’t. Quite 
gratifying to find the Commons leaving their oWx House and flocking 
in to hear what the Lords say, A little awkward for public business 
it is true ; and Gladstone, who ought to know, says at is dangerous 
^ good government in Ireland. That’s Ms affair. We ’ll have our 
fling, and show House of Lords not such a nonentity as people thinlc. 

Business Nominated Select Committee on Irish Land Act. 
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A TRACT FOR THE TIME. 

“ It is proposed to establish, a children’s branch of the Society for the Preventioii'"of 
Cruelty to Animals.” — Weel'hj 



An elderly lady had had her hoots hlackt, 

And gaye to the blacker a nice little tract : 

The following gives a resume exact. 

Of what may be found in this excellent tract 

Speak gently to the herring, and kindly to the calf. 

Be blithesome with the bunny, at barnacles don’t laugh ! 

Oiye nuts unto the monkey, and buns unto the bear, 

ISTe’er hint at currant jelly ii you chance to meet a hare 1 
Don’t tantalise the tortoise, nor sacrifice the stoat, 

Don’t persecute the parrot, nor grumble at the goat ; 

But give the stranded jelly-fish a shove into the sea-^ 

Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! 

Be lenient with lobsters, and ever kind to crabs, 

And be not disrespectful to cuttle-fish or dabs ; 

Chase not the cochin-china, chafi not the ox obese, 

And babble not of feather-beds in company with geese 1 
Be tender with the tadpole and let the limpit thrive. 

Be merciful to mussels, don’t skin your eels alive ; 

When talking to a turtle don’t mention calipee-— 

Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! 

Gh, make not game of sparrows, nor faces at the ram. 

And ne’er allude to mint sauce when calling on a lamb 1 
Don’t beard the thoughtful oyster, don’t dare the cod to crimp. 
And worry not the whikle, or scarify the shrimp. 

Tread lightly on the turning worm, don’t bruise the butterfly, 
Don’t ridicule the wry-neck, nor sneer at salmon-fry ; 

Oh, ne’er delight to make dogs fight, nor bantams disagree — 

Be always kind to animals wherever you may he 1 

Be patient with black-heetles, be courteous to cats, 

And he not harsh mth haddocks, nor rigorous with rats ; 

Give welcome unto wopses, and comfort to the bee, 

And be not hard upon the snail— let blue-bottles go free. 

Be lively with the cricket, be merry with the grig, ^ 

And never quote from Bacon in the presence of a pig 1 
Don’t contradict the moocow, nor argue with the gee-— 

Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! 


HAECOUET! SPAEE THE OLD SCHOOL! 

Me. Punch, Sib, 

Not a momeut to spare, no time to be lost! 
Every minute is precious ! It ’s almost a providential 
circumstance that I had to go to the Bank to-day, to 
receive my contemptible amount of Dividends. 

Well, Sir, passing along Newgate Street, I heard, to 
my great surprise, the spirit-stirring strains of martial 
music ; aud looking through the railings that separate 
the playground of the Blue-Coat School (otherwise 
Christ’s Hospital) from the adjacent Street, I saw a 
sight that stirred my very soul to rapture ! 

Fancy, Sir, some 800 or 900 fine-looking fellows, from 
the rosy- cheeked little chap of ten to the fine, manly, 
strapping fellows of seventeen or eighteen, aH going 
through their drill like a regiment of young Life Guards, 
and then marching ofi the ground to the music of^ their 
own Band, with all their banners waving, and amid the 
pride and circumstance of glorious War ! 

Sir, the enthusiasm among the on-lookers was some- 
thing glorious to see ; and many of us marched ofi with 
head erect, and keeping time to the stirring music of the 
young musicians. 

Well now, Sir, why do I write thus powerfully, and 
am I justified in doing so ? Listen, and judge. 

I am actually informed, and on such authority as I 
can’t for one instant doubt, namely, on that of the 
Guildhall Beadle, a most respectable member of his 
maligned profession, that it is proposed by the Bill that 
the Home Seceetaet is now preparing, to remove this 
magnificent School from the spot that it has adorned for 
300 years, and take it to Wimbledon, or some such out 
of the way place, where the boys will be as much hidden 
from public gaze, and consequent public admiration, as 
if they were on Salisbury Plain. And what, Sir, is the 
contemptible excuse for this contemplated change? 
Pure air, forsooth, and ^eater retirement! What 
twaddle ! Look at them, Sir, and judge for yourself. 
Bead the medical testimony, and judge for yourself as 
regards their health. And as to greater retirement, the 
young fellows are all intended for a busy City life, they 
love^ the glorious City, they are accustomed to the 
glorious City, they love the associations that linger 
around the old School, and they reverence the names of 
those illustrious men who once lived where they now 
live. They want no change, and the public want no 
change, and least of all such change as Six William 
HABC orai would bring us. Gtjshee Gmem 


PUNCH’S PRIZE MEDALS. 



Medal struck in commemoration of the arrival of the Duke of 
Albany and Princess Helen of Waldeck. 

Happiness on both, sides, so to this Medal there is no reverse. 


ENCHJSH TEADE WITHOUT FEENCH LEAVE.” 

Sir Ghables Dilee has employed his very silkiest 
tones, but it won’t do. “ The Lady of Lyons,” observed 
the representative of rare old Chelsea, ** will become 
the Lady of Bradford. The Frenchman is a difficile* 
Mais que woolly ^woo f ” 


Maebiaoe in Hioh Life. — An occurrence which 
Mrs. Eaaisbotham usually calls a most suspicious event. 
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Sihool'son {dancing man). ** * Reversing ’ s 
Mrs, Vere de Fere. “It never came in.” 


FORM. 

{A Disquisition on Waltzing.) 

“ ‘Reversing’ seems to be going out op fashion, Mrs. Vere be Vere.’ 


A PLAGUE 0^ BOTH YOUR HOUSES 

John Buli. loquitur— 

“ A PLAGUE o’ both your Houses I” Can you not 
Fight, if you must fight, in the fair old form, 

Hot like mere ill-licked urchins, madly hot 
O’er every petty flout or tea-cup storm ? 

Bellicose Billingsgate is not wiy fancy. 

As patriot militancy ! 

Your Houses ? Were they taverns, and were you 
Mere pothouse brawlers, things could scarce be worse. 
KoUesse oblige f The motto is not new, 

And to apply it now were to asperse 
The chartered ruffiers of the Hew Hobility 
Who stoop not to civility. 

They ’ll stoop to conquer f Well, it may be so. 

But yet methinks the old chivalric spirit 
Would rather vanquished be than stoop so low 
As to the kennel mire. They who inherit 
The antique scruple, look on your churl rushes 
with most emmodish blushes. 

Hot virile ? If virility must mate 
With virulence, alas for a young Sidney 
Who should desire to serve—and grace—the State, 
Whilst ChurchilLj and free lances of his kidney. 
Hold the new ensign in the battle’s van— 

“ J/Z-manners make the man ! ” 

Bah ! There ’s no manhood in such graceless noise, 
Such spleenful splutterings, such blatant bawlings. 
The wrangling rudenesses of angry boys, 

Or midnight’s ignominious caterwaulings 
Less puerile, less wholly infra dig., are 
Than squabbles d la Biggab. 


Meanwhile my business comes to a dead-lock, 
Its sager Managers must stand aside. 

Whilst myrmidons in petty conflict shock, 
Achilles, impotent and cob-web tied, 

Like lion limed, alternate chafes and drowses— 
“ A plague o’ both your Houses ! ” 


MUSIC AHD DRAMA. 

“The Academy of Music,” says the Times , “ did not attain the 
dignity of a corporation till 1830, when it was incorporated by Royal 
Charter.” Pernaps H.R.H. the Prince of Wales who has so 
enthusiastically espoused the cause of Music will, when he has five 
minutes to spare— a great deal can be done in five minutes— take up 
the languishing cause and very hard case of the Dramatic Authors 
Society, and get it incorporated on the model of the French D. A.S. 

To do this would be of the greatest service to English Dramatic 
Literature, as by protecting the commencing dramatist, regulating 
the relations between authors and managers, and relieving the 
dramatist who has already won his spurs of the details of busmess, 
which, as Bighy Grant says, “ annoy him very much,” the pro- 
duction of original work would be encouraged, adaptation changed 
into ooUaborateurship on fixed and equitable terms, and such a 
happy era of existence will be commenced which the Copyright Act, 
even when amended as proposed, is powerless to bring ^out. 

The initials of the present “ D.A.S.” may come to mean The 
“Dead Alive Society,”^ but with the present turn of the tide in 
favour of Dramatic Interests generally, such a consummation may 
be averted by sufficient energy at the right time and place. 


Mabille is dead and buried. The funeral should have been 
attended by Lord Ceemoene (representing Chelsea sympathy), as 
Chief Cre-Morner. Dirge to the air of La Donna e Mabille— Dh f 


Donna e Mabille 
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MAN AND BEAST. 

[The Elephant Jumbo haTiug been purchased by Mr. Bahnum (U.S.), 
a scheme has been set on foot to defray the expenses of keeping this remark- 
^le animal on this side of the Atlantic. Funds are plentiful. — jPrScis from 
Daily Dapers.l 

[Eight down East (Loudon) exists an institution called the London Cottage 
Mission. Its object is to lighten (at the Mission House, 67, Salmon’s Lane, 
Limehouse, E.C.) the sufferings of the very poor, and, when funds permit, a 
dinner or Irish stew is given every "Wednesday to the starving children of the 
East End. Funds are not plentiful. — Freds, not from the Daily Fapers^ 

I sat. Master, d’ye liear them say of what they ’re going to do— 
They ’re going to sell the Elephant what lives up in the Zoo ; 

An animal what lives on buns and cakes and things that nice, 

And for this animal they ’ve give a most tremendjous price. 

They can sell their precious Elephant, hut what 1 wants to know 
Is whether you think I would fetch a dollar for a show ? 

For I heard the people teHing as how they meant to down 
S^cient “ ready for to keep that Elephant in town. 

They say there ’s piteous letters fpm children what is nobs, 
A-wishmg to plank down their coin in fivers, skivs, and hobs ; 
A-crying and a- weeping ’cos of that big brute beast. 

And there isu’t one of them knows what a child is here down East. 
We can’t get the buns and sugar, and the apples and the cakes. 

But we has to live as best we can, or leastways living “ fakes ; ” 

We can feel the gnawing hunger, and we never gets our fill, 

Nor columns in the Telegraph when Tom or Bice; falls ill. 

There ’s no national subscription to keep us over here — 

No ! it strikes me they ’re uncommon glad when “ outward hound” 
we steer. 

But then we We not all elephants, we ’re only rags and bone, 

To be gathered by the dustman, or he left unfed, alone ; 

To he cast upon the gutter, and to grovel in the slums ; 

To seldom have a decent meal, and raven for the crumbs ; 

To take to lying and to theft, to blasphemy and curse, 

Maybe to fill the prison cell, maybe to leave it worse. 

No pretty children pray for us, no parents write with tears 
In papers ’bout our destiny, our feelings, and our fears ; 

And yet down East there ’s one good work— (God bless its aim, say I)— 
Though this aim mayn’t he too noble nor partickerlerly high — 

It ’s to give a weekly mouthful to the little starving brats 
What hasn’t got the skewer Ms of meat what has the cats. 

I thmk they ’re somewhat better than an elephant at ease ; 

I think they ’re somewhat better for to keep this side the seas ; 

And I think: if these subscribers would subscribe for Irish stew, 1 
They ’d do a nobler work than keep this Jumbo at the Zoo, f 

Tho’ they might subscribe to both, you see, and keep their Jumbo too. J 


A PARTY AT THE PLAY. 

“ JoHHNY comes marching home” to the Folly, now called 
Toole’s Theatre— why didn’t he call it the Toole-House at once ?— 

which has been eonsider- 

' \ — ^ ; „ ably enlarged and 

But OE second thoughts 
WO wou’t enter into par- 

^ ticulars until we have 

- - — ■ J - there. 

I ' Avenue Theatre— 

V — ■ - - . -^here we ‘‘ have-a-new 

> r Theatre” (hence the name) 

Vn /v ^ - —is to he opened by Mons. 

■ ■ '^1 ^ 1 Mabhjs, with Miss Flo- 

f I ^ 1 ^^' ILENCE St. John as prima 
donna in a revival of 
Madam’e Favart, Why 
didn’tthe*^ Mons” get the 
' ■ S' i' Bill as his low comedian ? 

■ certainly can’t 

spare him at the Btrand, 
where he is immensely 
' funny as Dom Calabazas 

^ Le€ocq,’s new Opera, 
Jy ’Jim il Manolu, Mr. Ashley is 

good, too, in it as JDom 

/ W After hearing these two 

jpy 'artistes in Opera, tre are 

The Toole House. Tiew of J. L. T6ol4 » MS to mflewtod 

outttoe a joke. “I saw it.» ttS S 

the Stitod, and did not join CAni, Eo'Si’S 'COmpSny iit HSr 

tod tiden appeal as Signor HrLioBEino and Sito®* SMiSEu^toOj 

baritone and tenor, at the Royal Italian Opera. WhAt magnificent 


voices utterly thrown away I Mr. W. J. Hill’s cadenza is a real 
treat, aud Mr. Ashley’s rendering of his song — ^which he would not 


sin 












Hill and Mountin’. 


The 'poole House. Tiew of J. L. Todld 
cutting a joke. I saw it.’* 


would be unable to efface. Wh.y should not these two gentlemen 

become the Master 

/rrx and Senior Dean 

proposed 

/'/r Royal College of 

Music ? 

can’t say 
much for Mons. 

' ' f Besmoijts either 

- as singer or actor, 

hut Mons. Mahitjs 

7^ wasn ’t all he is 

^ when he made 

* ' ^ his first appearance 

' Rose L ) is in- 

jjA ^ ‘‘ - clined • o overact 

^ 

'' troth ed to such an 
V ^ '• • ' ' apparently feeble 

' ' . : Vrl • ' ' Pei^son as Miguel 

‘.il ' : \ ""s ' would naturally 

•v' ' ' ^ i \ ' N ‘ V. ^ he somewhat too 

demonstrative just 
^ -wake her lover 

Hill and Mountin’. up a hit; and in 

her serpent song 

her tragic manner is a good contrast to the terror of Calabazas, 

The bright lines of the piece fall in pleasant places, and the joke 
about the “ Yenetiau Blind ” is a straight shot which brings down 
the House. It ’s not difficult for the worst marksman to hit a house 
or a haystack at twelve paces, but to hit it so as to bring it down is 
another thing, and this the “ Yenetian Blind” efiects. 

Miss Ihene Yeeoha is a pretty and merry Beatrix, Of the music 
the Bird duet between Miles. Leo and Yeeona, in Act II., is very 
taking, and the humour of the situa- 
tion decidedly original. The Trio to 
Cupid, in Act L, sung by Miles. Leo, 

Yeeona, and Mons. Desmont, is 

charming : and, of course, Mr. W. J. T" \ 

Hjll’s song of “ The Onion ” is given j 

as only himself can give it. In the / . 

course of the run a Home-rule aRu- ^ 
sion might be introduced, and a joke W 

about the “ Re-peal of the Onion” be 

brought in without any extra charge. ■' \'] 

The story is rather perplexing, but ' 

there’s the art of it — like Mr, j . • ' . !’ 

love-letter. If you under- j ' Jfl la'Sw)?: ll 

stood it aU on the first visit a second v v - r « ,! 

would not be necessary; and this, as a ' 

light begins to dawn upon you, may ^ 

lead to a third, while a person un- ^ 

commonly dull of comprehension, ft w 

would go every night until he had 

thorougldy mastered it. For our- ^ 

selves, with the assistance of two 

friends, and a magnum of Pommery, “Tour Ladyship is nearer to 
we mastered^ the plot in all its Heaven than when I saw you 
minutest details: but tortures shall last, by the altitude of a 
not wring it from us. No, let others chopine.” ’^■^Eamtet, Act. II., 
go and see for themselves, We Be. 2. 
mnsn’t forget to mention little MisS^ ^ , 

Ma.xtd Branscombe, who is at Ifeast three inches higher than wheii 
we last had the pleasure of seeing her, and if anybody could help a 

E iece to run she ought to be able to do so, aS she has already taken to 
er heels T^th a vengeance. For explanation, vide Illustration. 

* A shoe with a heel of inordinate height.”— Button Coox’s Booh of 
the Flay, 


Two Mammas were bavin# a som'ewh'At ^arm arg^nffi^t %ith ■ 
regard to the propriety of giving NeJguS ht "children’s pArtieS. Ite. ; 
Ea^sSotSAm was appealed to. “ Well,” ^h^ said, “1 have al^yl 
heard my uncle, the Dean of Bullinjgton, Say ‘ K^gustibik non 
; disputanaum,^ And I daresay he is right.” 


il 


“Tour Ladyship is nearer to 
Heaven than when I saw you 
last, by the altitude of a 
chopine.’”*^— jSfltmZief, Act. II., 
Be. 2. 
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SPOTima THE EaYPTIAN 
COHSTITUTIOH. 

The text of the “ organic law ” 
recently passed by the Notables 
having been published, the fol- 
lowing additions have already 
been suggested 

Added hy Russia, — That the 
Suez Canal be declared neutral, 
which shall be interpreted to 
mean, that it is only to be used 
by the Men-of-War belonging to 
the Czar. 

Added hy Austria, — That 
Egypt shall provide an army to 
be sent to Turkey as a duty to 
the Sultan, and that army shall 
be used to preserve order ^nder 
Austrian supervision) in Bosnia 
and Herzegovina. 

Added hy France , — That Egypt 
shall pursue the road to civilisa- 
tion, freedom, and prosperity, in 
company witn Tunis, and by the 
same means. 

Added hy Germany, — That 
Arabi Bet, the Khedive, and all 
the other Egyptians shall be free 
to use as much rope as they 
require—to hang themselves ! 

A dded hy Turkey,— ThoX Egypt 
shall be entitled to receive at the 
hands of the Sultan any number 
of Firmans at the rate of £5 
Turkish the dozen. 

Added hy England , — That the 
Egyptians shall enjoy the most 
perfect liberty, compatible with 
leaving everything in the hands 
of Messrs. Brown, Jones, and 
Robinson, and their employes. 

And lastly^ added hy the Cos- 
mopolitan Body of Bondholders , — 
That Egypt shaU fulfil her des- 
tiny, realise her noblest aspira- 
tions, and in short, do anything 
she darned pleases, so long as she 
pays her coupons regularly ! 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 73. 



MR. MONTAeU WILLIAMS. 

In his brilliant Bar Practice, resting after a Flight of 
Eloquence, 


LIFE IN “FLATS.’' 

“ Life in ‘ flats * is doubtless a 
labour-saving and a money-saving 
mode of existence. Many of the 
acutest torments of housekeeping are 
thus avoided.” — Zand. 

Since we oft observe with pain 
That our roofs let in the rain, 
And they scarcely will sustain 
Passing cats ; 

Since the chimneys reared on high, 
With each gale in fragments fly. 
We shall all be glad to try 

Life in “ flats.’’ 

In a house that ’s tall and strong 
Shall a “ flat ’’ to us belong, 
Where the drains are never wrong, 
Stopped by rats ; 
Where the water-rates and gas 
Will be all paid in one mass, 

Ah ! how sweetly must it pass— 
Life in “flats.” 

There we ’re saved from house- 
hold cares, 

Free to think on what one wears. 
Though we meet upon the stairs 
Lively brats ; 

We ’ve no roofs or walls to mend. 
Those repairs that never end ; 

So we ’ll all rush off to spend 
Life in “ flats.” 


New Books by the Author 
OP “ Mr Garden Wild.”— “ My 
Flay fill BaddockF My Mad 
Meadow “ My Lunatic Lawn^^^ 
^\My Fretful ForesV^ '' My Pen-- 
sive Plantation^ and My Fran- 
tic Flower-Bed,'*^ 


Mrs. Ramsbotham writes to 
know if any of our correspond- 
ents can tell her the right course 
to pursue in order to get a friend 
of hers into an Asylum for Idioms, 


THE NEXT SENSATIONAL^^ FIRST NIGHT. 

Stage of Theatre Royal, World, The Curtain has just 
fallen upon the Prologue of the new Drama, “ The People,** 
Enter Official before the green haize. 

Official, Ladies and Gentlemen, owing to the serious accident that 
has happened to Madame Etoixle and Mr. Threestars throng the 
defective working of the great effect, the Eruption of Mount Vesu- 
vius, they will not be able to appear before you again this evening. 
{Murmurs,) However, at a moment’s notice the Stage Manager and 
a lady specially engaged (later in the season) to play Mrs, Candour, 
have kindly consented to read the parts of the hero and the heroine 
during the remainder of the play. 

[^Applause, during which the Oflflcial hows himself off , 

“ The People** continues, and ends with an accident at the close of 
Act L Curtain, 

Official {coming again before the green haize). Ladies and Gentle- 
men, I have once more to claim your kind indulgence. Hear ! 
hear I ”) The avalanche, as you will have noticed, was a little pre- 
mature in its appearance. {Laught&r,) I regret to say that the 
Stage Manager and the lady who a little later in the season was 
to have played Mrs, Candour, in consequence are seriously injured. 
{Murmurs,) However^ at a moment’s notice the Prompter and one 
of the Dressers have kindly consented to replace them. 

[Applause, Exit Official. 
“ The People** progresses, and the Second Act is brought to a tho- 
roughly effective conclusion hy another accident. Curtain, 

Official {reappearing as before). Ladies and Gentlemen, I cannot 
sufficiently express my regret that the real waterfall should have 
nearly dr 9 wiied the Prompter and one of the Dressers, who were so 
ably reading the parts sustained earlier in the evening hy Madame 
Etoxlle and Mr. Threestars. {Applause,) However, that you 


may not be disappointed— (“ -Hear / hear J **)—ihe Fireman of the 
Establishment and the young Lady who presides over the Refresh- 
ment Department have kindly consented to act as substitutes for the 
missing ones during the remainder of the evening. 

[Reneived applause. Official again retires, 

“ The People** re-commences. Third Act concludes with another 
accident. Curtain, A long pause. Considerable impatience on 
the part of the Audience, 

Official {at last coming forward). Ladies and Gentlemen, doubtless 
you noticed that the Fireman of the Establishment and the young 
Lady who presides over the Refreshment Department were really 
run over by the stage-coach harnessed to four restive horses that 
have just appeared before you. Unhappily, this is too true ; and 
they are now on their road to the nearest hospital. {Murinurs.) 
Still, as we are nearly at the end of the piece— having only the 
Epilogue to present to yon— we are most unwilling to disappoint 
you. {Applause,) Under these circumstances, at the urgent request 
of the Management, I have myself agreed to represent the hero— 
(cAeer«)— while the Charwoman (who I regret to say is deaf) with 
the utmost bravery has consented to support me in the character of 
the heroine. [Loud applause, during which the Official retires, 

“ The People** is brought to a conclusion with an accident worse than 
all the others put together. Curtain, A fter a pause, impatient 
cries for “ the Coroner,** hut that Officer does not appear-^having 
business elsewhere 1 


The ceremony of conferring the honorary degree of D.C.L. on the 
Archbishop of (3orfu was, says the Times, “ disagreeably broken in 
upon hy the rude and stupid interruptions of the young men who 
were permitted to be present in the gallery.” The conduct of the 
Gallery Boys at Oxford, closely resembles’ that of the Gallery Boys 
on the first night of a new piece in London. And this is satirically 
headed “ University Intelligence.” 



•COMING EVENTS, 

North Country Magnate {to Tenant Faromr), “ Well, Mr. Clitef, so we ’re going to have an Election. How do yo¥ hum ?— 

WHAT DO YOU — THINK ABOUT IT ? ” 

Dalesnian (warily), ‘‘Think about it, Sir? Whaay I thinks I shall be Sharkin’ Hands wi some Grebat Foalks varry 

SHORTLY ! ” 


ADIEU TO THE PALLADIUM. 

[The Committee of the Incorporated Law Society recommend that “ the 
ordinary mode of trial should be by Judge without a Jury.”] 

We ’ye oft been told that from the ancient times, 

The Jury-box has guarded British rights, 

A Jury tried the Briton for his crimes, 

And often was locked up till late o’ nights : 

But now it seems a lawyers’ committee, 

Condemns the British Jury without pity. 

’Tis sad to think the twelve good men and true, 

Who sat with puzzled faces in a pen, 

Must go—to give the Juryman his due 
He does his best to right his fellow men : 

But still there can’t be any harm in stating. 

His verdicts are sometimes most aggravating. 

No more Old Bailey barristers will plead. 

And laud the British Jury to the skies. 

When one stern Judge doth sit there is no need— 

For voice persuasive or for kindling eyes : 

For aU the Bar knows well forensic fudge is 
duite thrown away upon sagacious Judges. 

Adieu then to the Jury, now no more 
The noble twelve shall sit with vacant smiles, 

Our Liberty’s Palladium is o’er. 

Oh, what will happen to the British Isles ! 

Well, Lord Chief Baron Punch is of opinion— 

More justice will be done in this dominion. 


MANAGERS OR MURDERERS? 

It is difidcult to say which they are from the tone in which the 
question of “ Fires in Theatres ” is discussed. Perhaps we shall not 
be far wrong if we assume that they are murderers. They open and 
maintain buildings with the full intention of roasting people to 
death, and when they cannot roast them, they do their best to poison 
them. The ancient Ogre was an innocent and harmless creature 
compared with the modern Manager! The medical journals are 
drawing harrowing pictures of what they call the “ lethal effects of 
chills,” and suggesting that no places shoiffd be booked in a theatre 
for persons in delicate health, except under the advice of ‘‘a 
professor of practical pneumatics.” They even condemn plays of a 
too “ emotional ’’ tendency, and it is quite evident that the theatre 
of the future will have to include an eminent physician, several 
“professors” (not conjurors), and a drug-shop, amongst the staff, 
and appliances in the “front of the house.” 


Books. 


Odd title : not for a 


Count Up Sunny Bays, By C. A. Jones. Odd t 
book, but for a Count. 

Griffin Ahoy ! Evidently a Temple Bar Memorial. 


On Ash Wednesday, when all Theatres are closed, and everyone 
practically engaged on the Stage, from the Author to the Gasman, 
is mulcted of a night’s pay, there is at least one Theatre which 
ought to be exempt, and that is Ashley’s. 


The drilling machine in operation at the Channel Tunnel Works, 
Latest prom the Smoking-Room. — ^In the House of Commons all was invented by Colonel Beaumont. Directly Alis. Ramsbotham 
Obstructionists are known as the Jumbos. heard of this, she exclaimed, “ Why not apply it to the Army ? ” 
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PRACTICE FOR THE BOATRACE. 

(By Bunib-Cramlo Junior.) 



Training for the Eace (and Eaeing Tub Practice, 

for the Train), 


SKOBELEPF CHEZ-LUI. 

[Leaves from the Diary of a Fire-hrand.) 

Sunday [in Pam).— Attended the Socialist Meeting in the Elysee 
Montmartre, and made speech number thirty-two, folio four, as 
sent me "by Ignatieff. Declared that llussia had always been 
Socialistic, and that therefore our chief enemy was Eome. Let it be 
pretty clearly seen that a bombardment of the Yatican at an early 
date was an essential part of our ciyiLising programme, and was of 
course cheered to the echo by the nice citizens assembled.^ Saw the 
Editor of the Volcan^ Journal Omni-Destructeur^ and said (as per 
orders) that I hadn^t meant anything at all. Pugilistic scene with 
Editor, but, thank Heayen ! I naye done my duty to my Czas, if my 
nose is swelling. 

Monday [in Vienna).— Spoke to a grand Meetmg of Sunday- 
School Children on the Prater. Astonishing enthusiasm. Receiyed 
with vivats, shrill, but pleasant. Said that though I had no mission 
of any kind at all, and had only come to Yienna to buy a meerschaum 
cigar-holder, I might distinctly say that I knew for certain that we 
had dye hundred thousand men ready to march against King Hum- 
best at a moment’s notice. Italy as a kingdom was a standing 
insult to the Slay race. The Latin was the enemy - (awfully cheered 
here ; suspect for the reason that most of the audience were yet in 
daily difficulties with the Latin Grammar). Einished by beautifid 
eulogium of peace— furnished by Goetschakoff. Saw that Paris 
speech was officially rebuked in St. Petersburg, and receiyed the 
Grand Cross of the Star of Pleyna. 

Tuesday [in Constantinople). — Was interviewed by arrangement 
by half-a-dozen softas, and explained to them that we in our mag- 
nanimity had taken upon ourselves the Christian duty of saving 
them from Austria. Didn’t seem quite as elated as they might 
have been ; but no matter, I secured the desired result of sending 
Yienna mad with a war-panic of colossal calibre. Told them that 
Russia, though already a presentable size as nations go, would not 
regard herself as complete until she possessed at least Bohemia and 
Hungary. They were her natural affinities. Eurious note in the 
Golos about me, and delightful autograph compliment from the ' 
CZAE, 

Wednesday [in PerZm).— Ra,ther a difficult and delicate matter 
here. Found the people smarting somewhat from the effects of my 
first historical speech, when I originally discovered my capacity in 
the character of a firebrand. Saw consequently that I must pile it 
up highland did pile it accordingly. Rose in the middle of the 
Niehelungen at the Opera, and addressed the house. Said that I 
had been misreported by interested ^ persons, and solemnly declared 
that Holy Russia had no other mission than to exterminate France 
[immense cheers) and annihilate England [iimnenser). Weren’t they 
naturally onr destined foes ? Weren’t they the hotbeds of pernicious 
liberty— the places where Nihilists congregated, and Poles were 
allowed to keep body and soul together, when they could manage it, 
which Poles rarely can ? And when the Russian Ambassadors in 
Paris and London called respectively on De Feeycinet and Glab- 
STONj] saying that I had been recalled in order to be knonted, I 
knew— I was perfectly convinced— that I should he made a Prince 
to-day— and so I am. 


A GLEAM OF GOOD NEWS. 

What with Ireland, Egypt, the Russian Jew-Baiting, and most 
other matters of intelligence, foreign and domestic, the Journals 
have for a long while afforded very little but the dreariest and 
dullest reading. Out of all their various contents the following wiR 
perhaps be generally felt to he about the most lively and hopeful 
announcement that has appeared in any of them for many a day :— 

“Attempts are to be made at Jersey to form oyster-beds round the coast of 
tbe island, with the view of reviving a fishery that for many years has been 
completely neglected.’* 

There is therefore, at any rate, a ray of hope that the rising 
generation may possibly some day derive a supply of comparatively 
cheap and plentiful oysters from successful endeavours made by the 
islanders of Jersey to cultivate the Jersey natives. What is that to 
us ? Not much, indeed ; but who can name any better in or out of 
aR the newspapers ? — Opter song for the Jersey Minstrels, “ Tuch 
me out of my little 


DREAMS OE MABILLE BALLS. 

[The famous Moulin Rouge Restaurant and Mabille disappear together from 
the Champs Ely sees this month.] 

(RETEOSPECTIVn BALLADS.) 

[Sung eonjidentially by the Old “ Bohemian jBoy.”) 

I dueamt that I danced at Mabille baRs— 

That again at the Cancan I shied : 

But to judge from the set that now honoured those waRs, 

I had far best have Cancau’d outside ! 

For, spite Jules’s antics, once good as a feast — 

Spite Music, Nymphs, flare— still the same, 

I noticed, what certainly pleased me the least, 

That the whole thing seemed horribly tame. 

Oh, so tame ! 

So depressingly, horribly tame ! 


[Sung unconjidentially by the Young “ Ditto Ditto.'*') 

Eltsian Fields, oh, can we caR 
Your fields Elysian still. 

Where fate at one time blocks the Ball 
And treads upon the MiR. 

You ’ll look Rke sad Sahara sands. 

You ’R have the gloom of Gheel, 

When Destiny lays impious hands 
On Moulin and MabRle. 

That Mill, it ground the finest flour — 

Fine fleur of Paris town. 

When came the Rabelaisian hour 
Indomitably down ; 

The Ball was a majestic scene, 

But frequently a reel 
Collaboration caused between 
The Moulin and MabiRe, 

0 Ball, you should have rolled on while 
This bigger ball rolls free, 
Extinguishing, MabiRe, my bOe ; 

Oh, never, Mill, say Dee. 

There was a somewhat played-out look 
About the dance and meal ; 

But theu you fleeced the flocks of Cook, 

0 Moulin and MabRle ! 


MEMS. FROM BIGGAR’S NOTE-BOOK. 

To call Haktington a “ donkey with a taste for the turf.” 

To aRude to Forster as “ the ugly gambling Quaker, who would 
quake a deal more if he opened aR his letters himself.” 

To mention Gladstone as “ the conceited old^ chap who escaped 
being shut up himself by incarcerating Parnell in Kilmainham.” 

To talk of Childers as “ the middle-aged cove in the beard, who 
bullies the bald-pated Dock.” 

To speak of Granville as “the noble cheeseparer, who lives free 
patis and for nothing at Walmer Castle, to avoid paying for his 
lodgings at Margate.” 

To point out Bright as “ the white-headed howler from Brum- 
magem, who costs the people such a lot as a superannuated cheap- 
jack, and would do nicely for a hangman ! ” 

And lastly— and this, bedad, oug:ht to fetch them horrid— to 
describe myself as “a refined and cultivated and polished”— ha ! ha! 
—“Gentleman!” Yes, must have my joke! Ha! ha! ha! 
“ Gentleman ! / 1 ! ” 


1 ^^ TO OOBBESPONOENTS. — In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope, 

Copies shoiRd be kept* 
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FRANKNESS. 

“ Shall— WE— A— * JSsvjFRSi; ’—Miss— Lilian ^ ” 

^ Reverse^' indeed! The idea! liVHY it’s as mdch as tod can do to 

KEEP ON YODR LeGS AS IT IS ! ” 


THE FISHERIES EXHIBITION 

"We will hold an Exhibition to improve onr catch of fishes. 

We ’ll show nets and boats and every sort of newest fishing gear, 

That in f utnre ichthyophagists may have more dainty dishes, 

And the fish of other waters in onr English seas appear. 

Though the Cynic may sneer at them with a supercilious “ Gammon! ” 
There are ardent Men of Science who have promised, if you please, 

To produce that “ Piscis major ^^— 2 ^ miraculous Thames salmon, 
Who will beat the Sdlmo salar from the Severn or the Tees. 

And our fish will be much cheaper when the coming Exhibition 
Shall show fishers how to gather best the harvest of the sea. 

Here ’s a health, then, to our Princes and the people of position. 
Who will bid all folks to London here in Eighteen-eighty-three! 


Far from the Iladding Crowd the Drama founded on Mr, Hardy’s 
novel, by the Author and Mr. Coimyns Carr, was successfully produced at the 
Prince of Wales’s Theatre, Liverpool, last week. It is capitally written, and 
interests the audience throughout. Mr. Charles* Kelly never played more 
powerfully, nor Miss Marion Terry more pathetically ; while Mr. Cartwright 
did justice to Sergeant Troy^ and was received with complimentary howls by 
the virtuous Liverpudlians when he came before the Curtam. Mr. Emery had 
put the piece capitally upon the stage ; and the way “ the scent of the hay came 
across the footlights ” was positively overpowering. 


“A Freare oe Fortitne.”— The gentleman who so generously placed his 
building at the disposal of H.R.H. for the Royal College of Music. “Arise, 
Sir Charles Frearb, C.B.,— College Builder I ” A modern Knight of Fortune 
is in avery diferent case (not to mention the armour) from the “Soldier of 
Fortune ” in olden days. 


Throw the Boomerang away ever so far and it returns. Mr. Bradlaugh is 
the Political Boomerang. 


JUMBO^S JOURNAL. 


{Last Parjc.) 

— Well, here we are again, and another 
“ sixpenny ” come round,— and I ’m not out of it yet. 
Xo, nor do I mean to he while this is going on. Why, 
I never saw such “ business ” at the Gardens in my life. 
Why, only just now I got three stale rolls wrapped up 
in a Times Supplement from a man in spectacles, who 
was looking at my legs. I call it touching. 

Tuesday.— Thei game is first-rate, and no mistake. 
Talk of sympathy ! I only wish I rented the refresh- 
ment counters ! At a rough guess I should say, I had 
cleared the whole of ’em seven times since half-past 
eleven this morning. 

Wednesday, — Up to their dodges again! Want to 
get me into that box by sticking up a looking glass at 
the end. Mean ! As if I shouldji’t have seen through 
it,— and have walked throuah it too— when I did! 

Thursday, — A good deal bothered by the evident nasty 
feeling there is among some of the Committee to get rid 
of me. Postman, however, soon put me in good spirits 
this morning. Bushels of letters, one, registered, enclos- 
ing seven yards of gingerbread from an “ Old Admirer.” 
Wanted to have it as a little ehasse cafe at breakfast ; 
but Keeper said it might be poisoned, and he had better 
give it to the Kangaroo. Poisoned, indeed ? Why, only 
last summer, during the repairs, I got hold of two quarts 
of green paint, a plumb-line, and the brush, swallowed 
the lot, and felt as fresh as a lark ! 

Hippopotamus just sent round to tell me 
whatever I do not to stand having my head put in a coal- 
sack. Says that through his wishing to taste a piece 
of Severn salmon they once showed him at the other end 
; of one, in Upper Africa, they got it over his, and that he 
never got it off again till he was in the Pegenfs Park, 
Evidently, 1 must look out. Suggestions, though, as to 
how to move me, still pouring in ! Rather like one of 
’em, proposing^ to put the whole refreshment-counter on 
a traction-engine, and see whether I wouldn’t follow it. 
Yes, I wouldn’t mind following that as far as Holborn 
—hut no further— then back on a three-horse omnibus. 

Hammering, quarreUing, wheedling, all 
going on together ! Yes, they mean business at last, 

, So the Secretary telegraphed to Barndm that I might go 
I for £2000 “as I stood.” Ha! ha! Funny Secretary! 
As I stood! He knew better than to say, “as I 
i walked.” Ho, dynamite shan’t do it I Ho, nor Barntjm’s 
“ Hovelty Agent,” who is coming over to take charge 
of me! A Hovelty Agent indeed. I wonder whether 
being taken np suddenly by the coat-tails and 'dropped 
on to the top of Rhinoceros at dinner, will be something 

new to him Hnlloa, what’s this? Fifteen 

crow-bars .... a seven-inch rope 

Sunday, — And they think “they’ll manage it yet,” 
do they ? Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Wait till 1 get amidships ! 
Then we 'll see. 


ILLUSTRATING A MEANING. 

‘‘■Will France join with. Italy in making the Prince of 
Monaco remember that he is a Grimaldi, and behave as such ? 
This is a question of high diplomacy on which we cannot enter.” 
—Paily Mews^ Tuesday, Peb. 28. 



Ho ; BUT WE CAN — AS ABOVE. 


The Poet "Wilde’s Unhisscd Kisses are known in 
America as “ Oscarlation.” 
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HARMONY; OR, THE PRINCE OF WALES'S ROYAL MINSTRELS 

WHO WTLLf WB HOPE, PERFORM OITT OP ST. JAMES’S PAFACB HALT. 
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“LIVE AND LEARN.^^ 

Magistrate, *‘Do Toxr know the nature oe an Oath, my Boy?” 

Witness {promptly), “Yess, Sib. ’Must take it, Sir— ’belse I can’t be 


THE PRICE OF MILIT(I)AEY GLORY. 

{A Dialogue overJieard in Pall Mall,) 

Paternal Government, And so, my dear boy, yon are giving np 
scarlet for green ! And now we do not want yon to be pnt to any 
expense, so yon mnst tell ns what yon are ont of pocket. 

Converted Militiaman, A thonsand thanks ! Well, then, there s 
the nniform. 

P, G, Of conrse! Do it liberally! I^o false economy ! Good 
cnt, eh ? Smart and nice ? I ]^ow yon will do it well I 

C, M, Well, there ’s a tnnic— say twelve pounds. 

P, G, Yes, and mean it too I Go on. 

C, M, And a patrol jacket six or eight guineas— say six, 

P, G, Better take the outside price. That comes to twenty 
guineas, or twenty-one pounds. 

C, M, Then the mess nniform— another ten, or thereabouts. 

P, G, Quite so ; which makes thirty-one pounds. Proceed. 

C, M, Well, two or three pairs of trousers— another ten pounds ? 

jP. G , I am checking you ! Forty 1 

C, M, Then a helmet— a couple of guineas. 

P. G, And cheap at the price ! And patrol cap will bring it up 
to d63— say, forty-five pounds roughly ? 

C. ibr. Yes, Then there are the belts. Can’t get them under 
twelve pounds. 

P. G, I should think not ! Mind, my lad, we don’t want to drive 
you to the Stores I Ha ! ha I ha ! That makes fifty-seven pounds 
exactly. 

C. M, And with the sword— roughl:^, sixty. As I am not a Field 
Officer, I shan’t want horse-furniture just yet. 

P. G, But you will soon, so we had better put on another twenty, 
and call it eighty. That should see you through it comfortably ! 

C, M. Oh yes— quite. But you are too generous. I cannot thank 
you sufficiently. 

P. G, Hot at all, my dear boy, not at all. We don’t want to put 
you to any expense by our chopping and changing, so, as your con- 
version will cost you eighty pounds, we will give you, in full satis- 
faction of all demands, just five-and-^twentyl Bless you ! 


CHANC:^ . A 

Ms. Sims Beeves was unable to sing at his own Concert, Feb. 28. 
So, in exchange for the popular tenor, the audience accepted extra 
songs from Madame Trebelli and Mr. Santley, but at the same 
time evinced a strong determination to get all they could out of 
Madame Trebelli and Mr. Santley, the first of whom gave us a 




The Contralto Treb’lli encored. 


Little “Warblers. 


real treat by singing Carmen! s song “ Habanera and the latter 
sang “ The Erl King ” splendidly. 

Those who have never heard Mr, Santley’s rendering of the 
“ Vicar of Brayj* have never really heard that song sung : the quiet 
humour he throws into it is irresistible. A most interesting item in 
the programme was the duet between the youthful couple. Miss 
Edith Santley and Master Herbert Reeves. Altogether, the 
Concert, including the soothing performance of the “Anemoic 
ITnionists,” which was just thrown in to calm any tendency to 
exuberance of animal spirits on the part of the audience, was a 
great success. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 


THE BIAiri OF TOBY, MY. 



TEE HOUSE FULL OF ORDEKS : OR, TURNING OYER A NEW LEAF. 


IIoyDAY Nighty Feh. 27.— -Being detained in Downing Street for 
private conference after the Members had left, was a little late 
in getting down to the House. Thought when I entered I ’d made 
a mistake and come in from behind the Speaxee’s chair. This 
Session W. E. G. obligingly insisted on my having a key of the door 
behind the Speaeee’s chair. Hadn’t used it to-day, yet here, on 
my left, were crowded benches and uproarious cheering. As a rule, 
Liberals don’t know how to cheer, and when yon hear a noise like 
this, yon naturally think must be the Tories. I ’ll back Mr. 
Alderman Fowlee, Sir Waitee Baettelot and Mr. "WAUTOisr to a 
cheering match with the combined Liberal Party on any ordinary 
, night. 

This, it seems, is not an ordinary night ; cheering terrific and well 
snst^ined; Conservatives shut np, abashed. Sir Stapfoed Noethcote 
evidently frightened to death, and wishes Salisbitey, who has raised 
the whirlwind, would kindly come and ride upon it. A good many 
Peers in the Gallery; but my Lord Salisbitey has engagements 
elsewhere. 

In this dilemma Mr. Newbegate rises with deepening gloom and 
unsurpassable melancholy in his voice. If the House would only 
have ustened to him—is it forty or fifty years since ?— all would have 
been well. He has been in the House now nearly a hundred years 
but never heard or saw anything equal to this— never. Someone 
reminds him that two days ago he was equally melancholy, and five 
days previously had been in the same degree oppressed by the con- 
sciousness of evil-doing. Mr. Newdegate only shakes his head 
with solemn sadness and sits down. Brings out a scarlet pocket- 
handkerchief; holds it despondin^ly in his right hand, and shakes 
his head with growing depression as the conversation proceeds. 
Sometimes varies this by crying '^Hear! Hear No one quite 
knows what is the matter with him, but everybody respects his 
grief. 

Things get a little livelier on the Division. Sir Staefoeb, seeing 
how the enemy looked, wanted to draw hack his gage of battle, but 
the Land-League wing had come out for a fight, and they meant to 
have it. Forced the Division, and English Country Gentlemen went 
out in defence of the House of Lords shoulder to shoulder with Mr. 
Biggie and Mr. Healy. 

Passed the late Postmaster-General on the way to the Division 
Lobby. 

‘‘Beware, my Lord,” said I, “that evil communications do not 
corrupt Jom Maotees.” 

“ Bad job, Tob^P he answered; “hut, as I have said before, you 
Radicals really must spare, Oh spare, our old nobilitee*” 

Bminm House of Lords spanked by 300 against 167. 

Tuesdau Emning. — House Counted Out at half -past eight. Passing 
through the Lobby at thirty and|a hdlf- minutes past eight, saw a 
stranger standing by the doojMy under the clock. Coat and hat 
on, umbrella in hand, just rea^ for a bolt. 


“ Pleasant change this, he said. 

Thought I knew the voice. On inspection found it belonged to 
Lord Richaed Geosvenoe. Perfectly astonishing the way he got 
into the coat and hat, well inside of thirty seconds. Not so sur- 
prising though, as the fact that as a rule he is content on most days 
not to see coat and hat till two or three in the morning, having been 
slaving like a coalheaver since the House met. Talk about your 
ten-hours Bill, and your early closing movement. Let some of them 
come and do a Whip’s work for a night. AR work and small thanks. 
If things go wrong you are blamed ; if right, somebody else is 
credited. 

Rather fancy if my father had been a Dook instead of respectable 
bnll-dog, I should have left this slavery to other people. 

“ Don’t you find it a bore ? ” I asked Lord Richaed, at two o’clock 
one morning, when he had been at it since four o’clock on the 
previous afternoon. 

“Yes,” he said; “but it’s nothing like the other bore of the 
Channel Tunnel.” 

Business dowe,— House agreed, after three hours’ debate, that a 
convict cannot also sit in Parliament. 

Thursday Night ,— surprising place this H. of C, Here ’s the 
duEEN been shot at, Beadlaitgh re-eleoted, and [the Constitution 
otherwise in danger, owing to a little difficulty Jwith the Lords. 
And yet the House nearly empty, the few present being half asleep. 

“ Rome fiddling whilst Nero was burning nothing to this,” says 
Sir Chaeles Foestee, pausing in the search for his hat to glance 
around the chamber. 

Short stout gentleman on his legs drawing touching picture of the 
condition of the Irish landlord, driven from home with a wallet on 
his back, taking a steerage passage to America, and drinking the 
water of affliction out of a tin pannikin, 

“Who is this moving orator?” I ask Sir Wilfeid Lawsoh, 
making believe I had an eyelash in my eye, whereas it was a tear of 
sympathy. 

“Hush!” said Sir Wilfeed, “that’s Sir Haevey Duff. For 
goodness sake don’t whistle, or Foestee will take you up and drop 
you inKilmainham,” 

^ I was in no humour for whistling, having indeed a rooted objec- 
tion to the practice in other people. But I might have done it 
without danger. Wilfeid Lawson terribly inaccurate man. The 
orator isn’t Haevey Duff, but Haevey Bruce. 

Sorry I waited to hear Dickson, who followed. Comes from same 

E art of the country, and plainly tells House that in aR the North of 
reland isn’t a more rack-renting landlord than Sir HAEViiiY. Begin 
to wish I had that tear back. As the poet sings, “ Give back the 
tear that thou weepest.” Ask Mr. Shaw what a rack-renter means. 
Explains it ’s a landlord who makes the tenant pay rent for every- 
thing— even for his pipe-rack, 

Haecouet in hot water to-night. Wish I ’d moved for the Return 
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I spoke of last week. Might have had it by this time, 
and Haucotjet wonld have been spared the contumely. 
Will rnake speeches in reply to questions, and, what ’s 
worse, insists^ on being funny or cutting as the ease may 
be. House likes impromptus, but does not like to see 
the foolscap paper on which they pe written. Stanley 
Leighton asked foolish question in not very good taste. 
Better have confounded him with severely matter-of- 
fact reply. Not in Haecotjht’s line that. The inter- 
loper must be crushed. So Nasmyth hammer brought 
out, and nutshell laboriously placed in position. Con- 
servatives see their opportunity, and use it. Hahcotjet 
clearly out of order, and the cloture is relentlessly 
brought down upon him. Sad waste of wit. Impromptu 
remains enshrined in the foolscap. Worst of it is, 
won’t do for future use. Hohe Seceetaey sits down, 
sighing to himself as he thinks of the many unoccupied 
cells in various prisons under his command. 

“If he could only issue letters dee catcJieit^'*^ says 
Mr. Biggae, who didn’t live two months in the heart 
of Paris for nothing, “ wouldn’t they catch it ? ” 

Must really get out my Peturn, In the meantime 
Home Seceetaet should listen to Hilee at question 
time, and see how Ministers should answer questions. 

Business done. — None. 

Saturday Beadlaxjgh down onthe Bilis for 

last night. Couldn’t play owing to his part having been 
mislaid. House crowded. Three Judges in the gallery. 
Insisted on having their money back at the doors. Box- 
keeper just handing them the coin, when Serjeant-at- 
Arms came up and said they’d been admitted with 
Orders, More will be heard of this. 

House wasted time up to one this morning, then began 
work, and sat all night. 


PUNCH AT BERLIN. 

** Every landlord of a cafe where the English satirist is 
known and welcomed was had np yesterday and convicted of 
exhibiting ‘ a certain lampoon calculated to bring the consti- 
tuted authorities into contempt and derision.' ” — Globe, 
March 2. 



Toby and the Bizzy B-luebottle. 


“ Why should I hurt thee ? This world is surely wide enough 
to hold both thee and me ? ^'---Tristram Shandy, Yol. II., Ch. 12. 


Paeliamentaey Language.— Whenever the House of 
Commons— and, for that matter, the House of Lords -is 
quite uncertain how to act, and would give anything not 
to be compelled to come to a decision, the words in which 
it feebly strives to embody its feebleness is called a Eeso- 
lution ! Whenever the House of Commons and the House 
of Lords are thoroughly satisfied that everything is per- 
fect, and that any movement or change would be more 
injurious than standing still, the words in which they 
announce their intention to stand still is called a Motion I 


PUNCHES PRIZE MEDALS. 



Medal struck in commemoration of Her Majesty’s providential escape, Thiusday, 
March 2nd. Vivat JRegina ! 


nOCTOES AND DEESS. 

{From the Feminine Point of View. ) 

Heae Julie, 

I WENT to the Lecture— Lecture you know about Dress ; 

’Twas delivered by Mr. Peed Teeves, an extremely nice P.R.O.S., 

I had fancied all fellows with letters attached to their names were old guys, 

But this pleasant young surgeon was really as charming as— probably — wise. 
You will ask what he said ; well, of course, ’twas the same old old story, my dear, 
About corsets, and crampings, and colds, which we ’ ve heard for this many a year. 
When loill the men learn ’tisn’t virtue or taste that the fashion-book sways, 

Or get tired of their stale iterations concerning our shoes and our stays ? 

They have tried it for centuries now, and indeed I ’m inclined to believe 
It was Adam who gave the first Lecture— concerning her fig-leaves— to Eve. 
But their physiological nonsense, and high-fiying talk about taste, 

Never shortened the sweep of a train or extended the mth of a waist. 

What has Thoewaldsen’s Venus to do with it ? Really, my dear, this, between 
ns, is 

Almost the worst of the rubbish— this stuff about Art and Stone Yenuses, 

We are not marble or Greek, and cannot go about in Society 
Decked in diaphanous vesture as scanty as void of variety. 

Therefore— but what use in arguing f What the poor men have to Iqarn is ’ 
That we care no more about logic than Tameelane cared for attorneys. 

Dear, droll Mr. Teeves— he ^oas droll, dear, and never attacked us abusively— 
Proved aU his smartly-put points, I have not the least doubt, most conclusively. 
Apres ? In matters of Pasmon mere proof doesn’t count for one fraction ; 

And truth is entirely irrelevant. Pancy a man’s stupefaction 
In trying to realise that, dear ! And yet till they do they may bandy 
Tart argumentations for ever ; they simply have no locus standi. 

Their war on our waists is time wasted. It may he they ought to be oval, 

And twenty-nine inches in girth, though the very idea of it drove all 
The blood from my cheeks in sheer horror. If Nature to one of my stature 
Gave such— shall I say “ Jumboesqueness ” ? — I ’d die—ot improve upon Nature. 
That ’s it ; Nature ’s nought in itself, raw material merely for Pashion, 

Like all other Arts, just to mould as she pleases. It rouses one’s passion 
To think, whilst in Painting, Buene- J ones and Sir Peedeeick are given such 
freedom, 

They ’d bind to work d la Millet — ^that is, my dear Girl, if we heed ^em, 
Mr. Teeves with his jokes on our ‘‘zones,” three, the temperate, frigid, and 
torrid, — 

(To treat ns as though we were maps, I admit was a leetle hit horrid) 

Our “layers” — hut there he went wrong — and his other half-humorous 
strictures, 

Forgot we don’t want to be “ principles laws ” — syllogisms— but pictures ; 

Pretty— and that not according to stupid fixed standards ; we vote “ use,” 

And “beauty” mere drifts of the day, with no more of fixed form than old 
Proteus. 

Change and Conformity — they Ve the sole rules of the feminine praxis, 

The former forms Fashion’s vast orbit, the latter may stand for its axis. 
Compared with these, questions of health— such as whether one breathes free or 
stifles, 

Anatomy, comfort, Greek taste, I assure Mr. Teeves are mere trifles. 

OuT^rs^ law is “ be in the fashion,” though doctors may deem it enormity, 

If they can sway Fashion, all right, but they must not expect nonconformity. 
Still Mr. Feed Teeves was good fun. I beneve he intends to repeat it — 

The Lecture I mean — “ the Sex ” thronged so the haU was not able to seat it ; 
And if you Ve in town at the time, and a tiny bit tired of your Q,.C., 

I’d strongly advise you to go,— try my F.R.C.S., dear ! yo-u^rs Lucie. 


The Political Fashion in Feance.— P ink Republicanism. 




DISTINGUISHED AMATEURS. THE PAINTER. 


EoyaX Academidan {politely, as hccomes an honoured guest), Ah ! NOW this is fak and away the best of yoxte. Works, Major 

DiGBT ! AND THAT IS SAYING A GREAT DEAL ! ” 

Distmguish'id Amateur. “ Oh— a— well— this is js^ot by me. It ’s by a door yodng Lad I know, who’s apprenticed to my 
Bootmaker. Bdt since yoxt think so highly of his First Attempt, he ’d better give dp his Trade, and go in for Art as 
A Fropessioa'—rr ? ” 

Eoyal Academician. Oh— A— dm— eh ? That alters the case, yod know. On the whole, I should strongly recommend 

YODR YOUNG FrIEND TO STICK TO BQOTMAKIKG f 

[EisHng'utshed Amateicr is extinguished, and E. A, feels he has added to the list of things he ought to have left wutaid. 


THE BEAN-HEW MUNICIPALITY OE LONDON. 

{Guildhall, April 1, 1883.) 

Meeting of the Poor Law Committee. 


Mr. Froth, Chairman of Committees (salary, £2,500 a year), 
wrote to say that a previous eugagemeut at Westmiuster Hall would 
deprive him of the pleasure of presiding on that interesting occasion, 
so Mr, Beal, Deputy Chairman (salary, £1,500 a year), took the 
Chair. 

A considerable time was lost in making a (inornm, several of the 
members being quite knocked up with the immense amount of work 
they had to get through daily, two of them being affected with 
softening of the brain from the constant strain upon that organ, in 
carrying out their melancholy and depressing duties, and the Sub- 
Finance Committee being all laid u]3 from sheer exhaustion in 
preparing a Financial Eeport embracing the total expenditure, in 
minute detail and under various heads, upon the 90,000 paupers 
xmder their care, and the thirty large staffs of officials who have 
charge of them. 

Several Gierke entered, hearing baskets full of Eeports and other 
voluminoim documents relating to their various large establishments. 

The Principal Clerk announced that there were twenty-seven 
pages of comi>laints, sixty-nine tenders for provisions, clothing, 
inmiture, stationery, &o., &c., to be opened and discussed, and 
nineteen applications for increase of salary, besides the immense 
^ount of arrears^ of their ordinary work, which was constantly 
increasing, and which he saw no possibiJity of their ever overtaking 
unless they sat de die in diem, 

Mr. JoiLiBOY (City Division) said it was all very fine for well-paid 
officials to talk of sitting de die in diem, which he supposed meant 


aU day and every day till they all died ; but, for his part, what with 
the fearful amount of work they had to do, and its dreadfully 
monotonous and depressing charaeter, he had very little doubt he 
should himself very shortly be occupying a place in one of their 
numerous Asylums ! ^ ^ 

The Committee, after sitting about six hours, and scrambling 
through about a twentieth part of the work before them, and 
arranging for their monthly visit to their various Small-Pox and 
Fever Hospitals, Night Eefuges, and Lunatic Asylums, adjourned 
till the following day. 

It having been suggested by Mr. Jolliboy that the Committee 
should dine together after their protracted sitting, Mr. Screw 
(Chelsea Division) said “he hoped there was no intention to follow 
the frightful example set them by the old Corporation which they had 
superseded.’ ’ So the utterly exhausted Committee went empty away. 


At the next meeting of the G-eneral Council, four resignations 
were received from members of the Poor Law Committee ; and the 
worn-out and haggard-looking Town Clerk was directed to take the 
necessary steps for the election of their successors. 

The Town Clerk, in a faint whisper, the mere ghost of his former 
manly voice, said that, as the first step would be to issue circulars 
addressed to 43,700 electors, he should require some considerable 
temporary addition to his over-worked Staff to enable him to get the 
circulars out in the short time allowed by the law. 

Mr. Screw (Chelsea Division) moved that the Town Clerk’s appli- 
cation be not complied with, which was carried ; whereupon the 
Town Clerk handed in his resignation, and the Court broke up in 
wild disorder. ^ 

Several leading members of the late Municipal Reform Association 
are already announced as candidates for the vacant office. 
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OSSIAN (WITH VARIATIONS). 

THE SO.V OE lA-CULTCHA. 



Is This the Son of Cultcha’s Shado'vs’y Form? 


I. 

A TALE of th-e times of old ! Wiiere art thou, beam 
of light ? Why, thou bearer of the Lily, thou wanderer 
unseen, hast thou left these shores ? No sound of thy 
song comes now. I hear but the roaring blasts. Strike 
the harp and sound the song ! The son of Cultcha 
has gone to the Land of Strangers. Can I forget that 
beam of light, that breeze of the valley, the long-looked 
sunbeam of love? I have heard the mournful tale. 
When the hero left these shores, three days he stayed 
,in the ship unseen— alone. It is dark. The meteor of 
night is dim. The sea darkly tumbles beneath the ship. 
Slowly, with unegual steps, he ascends the deck. TJn- 
freguent blasts rush through his hair. Grief is dwelling 
in his soul. The song is faint on his lips. His face is 
like the darkened moon. His arms hang disordered by 
his side. His hair spreads wide across his face. With 
trembling steps he nears the edge— He feels the unseen 
foe ! See Cultcha’ s mighty hero fails ! ! Thrice he 
sighs over the dark billows. Thrice they echo back the 
mournful sound ! He bends his head above the sable 
surge ! ! Then with a bursting sigh, he pours his signs 
on night ! ! ! Unhappy youth of Love, let me forget 
that dreadful sound. The hero resumes his soul. He 

g ains the upper deck. He pours the song “My soul, 

' lambent maiden, lies far away in thy bower ; but my 
corse is on this all-too-rolling ocean. Never more 
shalt thou flop with la-Cultcha’s chosen^ son, nor 
sweetly sigh over a new ‘ Depression.’ I am light as the 
feather of our love, yet my limbs support not this airy 
form. How long will ye roll around me, 0 darkly 
tumbling ocean ! ” Near, two sailors receive his words, 
Swajb’em of decks, and Stabno, foe of strangers. They 
rose in their wrath. “ Swab’em, lay that wanderer low,” 
said Stabno, in his pride. Swab’em heaves his marlin- 
spike. He follows it with words. ****** The hero 
ducks. The shaft falls rolling on the deck. Stabno 
turns away in wrath. The hero’s song is heard no more. 
Rolled into himself, he departs. Pleasant is the joy of 
grief. I 

n. 

The Chief steps on the stranger’s shore. Soon the 
feast of shells ,is spread. The joy of the hero is great. 


Again he resumes his soul. He forgets the dark-roUii^ ocean. It is in Fila- 
Delfla’s Hall. The strangers come like a stream. His fame has reached 
their shores. They fill the hall. Sixty youths come in. Each bears the 
Flower of the Sun. The robe of each descends to his knees. They fill the 
foremost seats. Behold I he comes, the Son of Fame ! He bears the long, 
bending Lily. His face is like the broad, blank moon in the skirt of a cloud, 
before tbe storms arise ! He sees tbe youths. A cloud grows on his 
soul. He pours the song, and calls forth all his steel. The sons of the stranger 
yawn. His eye is like a green meteor. His face without form, and dark. He 
tosses his wandering hair. A voice is heard in the mist, “0, cut it, Son of 
Cultcha!” The hero’s wrath arose. His lips are trembling paie. He shakes 
the dreadful Lily. He speaks, amidst his darkening joy. From thought to 
thought rolls along his Xosmic Soul. The sons of the stranger flee away. 
Like mist they melted away. One stranger Chief remains. He lifts bis 
voice : — “ Son of a distant land, where thou dwellest in a field of fame, there 
let thy song arise, but visit us no more I ” The Son of Love is alone 1 He 
hides the big tear with his disordered locks, and turns amidst his crowded 
soul. In wrath he leaves the Hall. His voice is heard in the mist, “Awake 
my soul no more 1 I am come too soon II” 

m. 

Why art thou sad, 0 Son of Songs ? The vanquished, if brave, are re- 
nowmed. Soon bast thou set, 0 beam of light ! but thou shalt rise like the 
beam of the East, ^ongst thy friends, where they sit in the Dadoed Hall and 
the Chamber of Taller y- green. pLeturn ! Return I for then bast left ns in 
darkness. Thy voice has been heard. Thou hast sung of the Inexpressible. 
Thon hast strung the harp in Bostona. Thou art one amongst a thousand foes ! 
Thon art not understood I Come, 0 come away, that joy may return to my 
darkened sonl ! For shall I live, and the Son of Cultcha low ? Return ! 
Return ! for we will wither together, 0 car-borne Son of Erin ! 



“LAPSUS LINGU/E/^ 

J^ater. “Now, look here, my Boy, I can’t have these late Hours I 
When I was your age, my Father wouldn’t let me stay out aftee, dark.” 
Filius. “Humph! ’Nice sort o’ Father you must have had, I should 

SAT.” 

Pater {waxing). “ ’Deuced sight better than you have, you young ” 

\_C7iechs 7ii7nseJf, and exit / 


Mrs, Ramsbotham infinitely prefers “Closure” to “ Cloture.'^’ Id. the 
latter case, she says, one is so apt to omit the circumspect aspect oi&r the “ o.” 
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THE EOYAL ST. JAMES’S 
PALACE MIHSIEELS. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 74. 


“AFTER DARE” 
THOUGHTS. 


The Meeting was most suc- 
cessful. TPTiat ’s the next 
step — ^tahen of course to music ? 
The notes seem to he coming 
in from all q^uarters. H.E.H. 
The Prince of Wales was an 
admirable conductor, and the 
Duke of Edinburgh a first- 
rate chef d’aitaqtie. 

The Premier and Sir Stap- 
FORD l^OETHCOTE Were in per- 
fect harmony, both telling 
some capital stories about 
music in the olden time, and 
setting the room in a roar, as 
such good corner men” are 
bound to do. The Archbishop 
of Canterbury and Lord 
Eosebery performed very 
effective solos; and if Car- 
dinal Manning did not oblige 
the company with a Grego- 
rian, it was not because there 
was no opera-tunity for Mm, 
but because there was no time ; 
and so he with some other 
leading composers (both His 
Eminence and the Archbishop 
compose — ^their own sermons, 
which have a most soothing 
effect) joined most heartily in 
a grand unison chorus, by 
way of a vote of thanks to the 
Prince, who has so energeti- 
cally taken up the cause of 
music in this country. Three i 
cheers for the three Princes, 
and success to the Royal Col- 
lege of Music ! 



“ I couldn’t see the gen- 
tleman when he called,” ex- 
plained Mrs. Ram. ” He 
came so ear^, that I was 
only, as the Erench say, ong 
JezeheU^ 








SIR WILFRID LAWSON, Bart., M.P. 

A MOST BITECTIVB WATEE-SpORTEE. 




I For Fedestrians on the Thames 
\ Emhanhment, 

\ How peaceful is this scene ? 
Is that a shadow of a man 
hiding ? Of two men ? * * * 
How smooth is the water? 
Sure I heard a footstep behind 
me. Shall I have to take the 
rough with the smooth ? Wish 
I could see a policeman. 
Wish a policeman could see 
me^ Was that a cry for 
help ? ISfo— a cat. Ah ! if the 
Magistrates would only give 
these Embankment Roughs 
plenty of the Cat. * * 

What was that ? * * * * Wish 
I hadn’t read that article on 
the “London Morgues” in 
the Fall Mall last Thursday. 
No cabs ? No police ? Eor- 
tunately, I ’ve left my money 
and watch at home. But — 
they donH know that, Ha ! 
what’s that? ^ * No- 

yes. * * * * Thank good- 
ness — the street at last ! Beau- 
tiful place, the Embankment, 
to show to a foreigner at 
night, as one of the Sights of 
London unequalled by any- 
thing on the Continent ! 


Parliamentary Proverbs. 

Never do to-day what can 
possibly be put ofi till to- 
morrow. 

A tax in the hand is worth 
two in the bush. 

A remark a day is a speech 
a year. 

Where the cry is great the 
wool is small. 

When Supply comes in at 
the door. Legislation flies out 
of the window. 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

A DISSOLTING YIEW. 

No ! I am too sad to sing.* I will hang my harp upon the hat-peg, and 
I will shed salt tears o’er the Diving-Bell. The friends of my youth 
are gone ; the Surrey Zoological is bricks and mortar ; Cremorne is a 
respectable building-site ; I umbo is Barnum’d ; the tank at the Royal 

a technic Institution is dry, the Diver is dead, and the BeU is sold. 

ye ask me to sing ! Go to, my Brethren, or go three, or go four 
—it is all one to me, I will weep, I will mourn, I wiU howl and be 
exceeding sad, for the abode of Science of my youth is no more. 
The dissolving-views have dissolved forever, the merry chromatrope 
whirleth not, and the oxy-hydrogen microscope has retired from 
business. A garish daylight has been let into the theatre where 
young maidens wore the arms of young men round their waists, in 
the dark, years agone, and mnddy-hooted miscreants penetrate the 
hidden mysteries of the laboratory. The vacant laugh of the scoffer 
is heard where George Grossmith warbled, and where Pepper’s 
Ghost perambulated. 

Go on, Messrs. Rushwobth, Abbott and Stevens ! It doubtless 
^es three of you to do this fearful work. I can bear it, I have nerved 
myself to the task. I will endure it to the bitter end. I will stay 
here throughout the three days’ sale, nor will I depart hence untfl. 
^ nethermost of the six hxmdred and eighty-nine lots have been 
disposed of. Everyone is touched like myself, and everyone is 
anxious to hrin^ away some little reminiscence of this ^eat and 
glorious Institution. The Centrifugal Railway was bought by the 
Lord Mayor ; sixty-six large Leyden Jars by Mr. Beadlaugh ; 
the Cast-Iron Diving-Bell by Mrs. Langtry, to form a portable 
summer-house for her ensuing tour— of course, she would be the one 

* Oh, come I "We didn’t ask a minstrel to write prose. “ Xag on Macduff! ” 
— ^but we hope he won’t misunderstand the quotation, as we do not mean that 
we expect him to give ns a lay on Macduf,-’Ei>, 


to ” bear away the belle ; ” “ eight rolls of leather bands ” by the 
Bishop of London, for distribution among the hard-working clergy- 
men of his diocese ; the “ skilfully-made mechanical life-size figure, 
Leotard,” by Mr. Sclatee, to take the place of Jumbo at the 
Zoo ; “a capital 4-horse power double-cylinder expansive condensing 
steam-engine,” by Mr. W, S. Gilbert, for his forthcoming operetta 
(the new steam-music by Dr. Sullivan will cause, I am told, a great 
sensation) ; “ a mahogany case, containing six Twaddell’s hydro- 
meters,” by the Lazy Minstrel; “a set of seance apparatus” by 
Mr. Gladstone and “ a clever model of a round of roast beef, under 
a glass shade,” by Mr. Arthur Cecil, “ A large glass plate elec- 
trical machine, glass 7 feet m diameter,” was purchased by Messrs, 
CoMTNS Carr and Pinero, to take a leading part in their new drama 
of The Spark ; “a* rain’ box, a * wind ’ machine, a ‘ crash’ ditto, a 
‘ drum ’ ditto, with stand, a sheet of iron for thunder, and a hell,” 
by the Middlesex Magistrates. 

My tears faR thick and fast, I lose all count of time, I soar 
backwards in the illimitable realms of retrospection. 0 Rush- 
worth I 0 Abbott I 0 Stevens ! ye have done your fiendish work 
but too well! The last lot, “a patent bottflng-machine, with 
earthenware pan, 2 plaster busts, and 1 inlaid loo-table,” is knocked 
down. The raucous brokers’ men and the irreverent auctioneers’ 
clerks are departing. A policeman informs me they are going to 
shut up the place, and I must not sit in the tank any longer. 

And tMs is the boasted age of Science and Enlightenment ! Carry 
me out iuto the moonbeams 1 Let me take my afternoon crawl in 
the Solar System ! Let me weep * * * * 

[The rest of the manuscript is "blistered with tears^ and quite 
illegible, 


Sir E. Watkot is going for a Channel Tunnel, not for a sea-side 
Pier-age.^ If Ms under-the-sea scheme comes to the ground, how 
win the title of Barren Channel Tunnel suit him ? He ’s perfectly 
welcome to it. 
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yOIJXG HARRY SAVES CACHUCA’S LIFE. 

— 

YOUNG HARRY- 

OR, 

WITH THE HAZ PIRATES FROM THE HEBRIDES TO THE HAVANXAS. 

{By the AiUhor of ** The Madcap Middies^ aTid the Memviaque Indians of the Strait West Coast”) 


LITTLE CHAP. 

HARRY TAKES HIS FIRST START IN LIFE. 


I and tLeii his Guardian, who was ver 


at the time, could oi^ reply that on nis hack proudly. 

HARRY TAKES HIS FIRST START IN LIFE. imprinted an and on his arm were The worthy old Clergyman frowned. He 

HABEXms a foundling from his earliest marks -whick migM have been caused by disced dissent of any sort, noble or oAerw^. 

® vaccination, but which bore a close resem- But there was no time for explanation, for 

* 1 . •. 4-^ A PTa-DUV WlCif olriTI O' lllfl TtITIiI 'f T1 ATJ /I ’ ft TTI T» Tl 


“I am of noble descent,” said the boy 


voX a..... .... but Which bore a close resem- But there was no tfine fbr explanation, for 

He Vas discovered one night in a dark lane hlance to a coronet. Haebt, mistaking his kind friend’s manner 

by the kind Vicar of the place, who happened “ Was there no coat-of-arms ? ” inquired fpr an expression of repugnance j exclaimed, 
at that time to he Parson Bye. The vicar Habey, eagerly. 

himself constructed a cradle— he was cele- “ Xo,” replied Parson Bye, as he swallowed shall have proved my title, and dashing out 
brated for his vicar-work— and tended the the remains of hisnmht-cap, which was still of the room, locked the door on the outside, 
babe with the utmost care. by the bedside. “ You hadn’t a rag on of Then, with all his bravery and daring he 

His excellent preserver’s motto was, “May anv sort, my poor young Hai^y.” had a 

we never want an infant or a bottle to give You named me young H^by, because ^ o 

him,” and on this treatment Httle Habey you thought my father might he ” When, the worthy Clergynian awoke at a 

throve wonderfuUy. “ Old Habey. Yes,” replied the excellent ^our the next morning, he found on his 

One night he woke Parson Bye, and said, Clergyman, lying down and preparing to study table a short note to this effect— 
“Please tell me the secret of my birth; ” sleep. ‘On succeeding to my title and estates, I 

* We have agreed with the Author that instead of dividing it into “ Chaps,’* which might grow into great big Chaps, far over the heads of the small 
Boys for whom this Novel is specially intended, he should keep them all as “ Small Chaps.’* as possible. He has agreed to this, so far as affects the First 
Chap, ©f each Number, but objects to repeating it. We let him have his way, as he ’s a good Chap himself.— En. 
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heTeby promise to pay iiity pounds to my kind 
protector, the Rey. Gr. 0. Bye, Bless you. 
Good Bye I Signed, 

Youstg Haeey.” 

“ The lad has a generous nature,’* said the 
Yicar to himself, and in after years this 
may be an interesting reminiscence.” So 
saying, he placed the document carefully in 
his pocket-book, and rang the bell, 

Ooly one servant had seen Master Haeey, 
late on the previous night, making faces at 
himself in the looking-glass. 

“Why did you not stop him?” asked 
Parson Bye, somewhat wrathfully. “Did 
you not see he was taking himself ofi ? ” 

But ’twas too late : he had gone. 

Then Parson Bye went to his bureau. It 
was unlocked. 

In another second he realised the true 
value of the writing in his possession, and 
the good old man in his heart of hearts 
devoutly wished that Haeky might obtain 
that title and those estates of which he had 
gone in search, and might never forget all he 
owed his sorrowing benefactor. 

CHAP. II. 

A FEAUrVL EJiCOrXTEa. 

Haeey was now his own master, so he at 
onc 0 proceeded to get on good terms with 
himself, ordering himseK about, and obeying 
with an alacrity that bespoke the most perfect 
discipline ; at the same time conversing with 
himself in the most confidential manner, yet 
in such a way, that familiarity was ever 
tempered by respect. 

“My dear Haeey,” he said to himself, 
“ your one object in life must he to find your 
parents. For that purpose you must go all 


jover the world if necessary. Yever iorget 
the fifty pounds you borrowed from excellent 
Person Bye, and never, never, think of 
returning to that part of England you have 
just quitted, until you can do so with feelmgs 
of generous pride and pleasure.” 

“Hallo, Haeey I ” shouted a youthful 
voice, addressing him by name. ^ 

Haeey at once recognised his playmate, 
Jace Poodix, who, two years since, had 
rnn away from home to join a travelling 
circus. 

“I’ll go with you,” cried Jace, heartily, 
after hearing Haeey’s plan for the future. 
“ I know all about Indians, and Pirates, and 
here ’s a cutlass I ’ve been doing the combats 
with. I can bring the highly trained steed, 
we must get on.” 

As Haeey grasped his friend’s hand he 
started, for on the balcony above he had 
caught sight of the loveliest pair of eyes he 
had ever beheld. 

Jack saw the direction of his glance, and 
said, “Don’t you know her ? ” 

“Yo.” 

“ That ’s the Spanish Dancer. Her name ’s 
Cachtica.” 

At that instant, CACHTrcAjA beautiful dark- 
eyed maiden from the sunny South, whose 
smile displayed a front row of dazzling 
pearls of which the Great Mollusk himself 
might well have been proud, glided from 
her seat, and approached Haeey, as Jack, 
after whispering in his ear that he would 
return in two minutes with the steed, dis- 
creetly retired. 

Haeey was fascinated, and stood rooted to 
the spot. 

AR at once arose a shriek of agony. 

Merchants, clerks, traders of all sorts, were 


hurrving pe/e mcle terrors tricken out of the 
Exchange, which was the centre of commerce 
in this thriving seaport town. 

“The Bull! The Bull!” 

Bursting his bonds, scattering jobbers and 
speculators of all sorts left and right, on 
came the monster perspiring at every paw, 
tossing its own head in sheer cruel wanton- 
ness for practice sake, until it could reach 
something else to toss. 

For one second it paused, as if in search of 
an object on which to wreak its terrible 
vengeance, and now, for the first time, caught 
sight of Cachuca. 

Cachuca, motionless with fear, could only 
shriek out iu despairing accents, “ Save me ! 
Save me !” 

The Bull had already made a hundred run, 
he now made one rush. 

Have you ever seen a bull rush in the 
middle of a street, with a helpless girl right 
in front of it ? 

It is an awful sight. 

Haeey, who had never as yet been daunted 
by the largest bull’s eye, quailed for au in- 
stant only. 

But in that instant the savage beast 
heralded his approach with a tremendous 
flourish of his two horns, previous to giving 
the right pitch to the unhappy Cachtica, 
and would have got her up in the air, where 
she might have been joined by Haeey in 
a second, but for the latter’s presence of 
mind. 

Seizing the cutlass which Jack had left 
behind him, Haeey ran forward to confront 
the beast, as Cachuca, throwing up her arms 
in despair, fell within an inch of the in- 
furiated animal’s horns. 

(To he continued,') 


A PARTY AT THE PLAY. 

SiE,— When you requested me to assist at the first night of The 
Manager at the Court Theatre, I acceded gladly to your demand. 
When you asked me, on our next meeting, what I thought of the 
piece, I, with considerable diplomatic sfill, referred you to the 
daily papers. You, with considerable alacrity, referred me to the 
door. When again you asked me to visit the Court Theatre, I said 
I would, softly murmuring the while, “ What have I done to deserve 
this?” Sir, I am glad of that second visit. The Manager goes 
with roars of laughter from first to last. It is capitally played. 
Mr. Ansoh represents a first-rate Music-hall frequenter, wno knows 
all the songs by heart. His hat, gloves, and get-up generally are 
very coniic. Miss Lottie Yenke is always a safe thing to 

say of this clever little actress ~ and a young friend who gauges every- 



Mr. Anson’s "^yedding Fare. — A Plain Bun-tiiy and a Lottie Yenn-is-on. 

thing by Mr. Hollingsheae’s entertainment, rapturously declared 
that the Dado Son^ is worthy of a shrine in a Gaiety burlesque. 
This from him is high praise, and should make both Miss YEimE 
and the Composer of the song happy for life. Mr. D. G. Botjcicaijxt 
wants a little repose, but I hope he won’t takeit just yet, as evidently 
he couldn’t be spared. Good is Mrs. Leigh, admirable is Mr. Kemble, 
never seen to greater advantage than noW; Miss Likba Dietz plays 
the piano very nicely, and if Miss Measoe would just play her part 
a little bit quicker, her acting would he equal to her make-up, which 


is wonderful. But the marvellous improvement in the piece, even 
greater than the ruthless elimination of the former tedious business, is 
the change in the acting of Mr, Claytoh. When Mr. Clayton first 
appeared, disguised as Sir William Haecouet, he imparted into the 
part of Chiff, with the disguise, the elephantine playfulness which 
renders the Home Seceetaey’s reiilies to questions in the House such 
pleasant reading. How the part is actually well played, and is 





The Manager “ awaking ” Miss Dietz, and going in “ All for Her.” 

laughter-provoking. And the more credit is due to Mr. Clayton, for 
one can see in his every look, his every gesture, his yearning to button 
a very tight frockcoat over his spacious figure, and with his right 
hand firnaly clasped over his eyes, to wave his left hand in the air, 
and in broken accents spurn for ever a wicked wife, or cast off an 
erring daughter, in a word, to cause his audience to yawn instead 
of laugh. I, for one, don’t pay ten shillings to yawn ; several of my 
dearest friends can afford me that sensation for nothing. 

I am told My Little Girl is worth seeing.* I did not see it. I 
wanted to, but my young friend, pointed out that if we saw My Little 
Girl, our dinner would he robbed of its chief necessities— coffee, 
cigarette, and fine champagne. The latter he declared were certain 
to assist digestion. My Little Girl might or might not. We made a 
certainty of it. And from 8 ’AS to eleven we laughed consumedly. 

^ It is well worth seeing; but our Candid young Critic' gives his friend’s 
reason for missing Mr. D. G. Boucicatjlt’s Little Girl, about which we 
shall have something to say “ in our next.”— En. 


TO CORBESPOHDENTTS, — Xn no case can Contributiens bo returned uulers accompanied by a ftam-ed and Directed Fnv'lrpc 

Copies should Lo kept * ^ , 
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A STATEMENT TO BE RECEIVED WITH CAUTION. 

Grandpapa. '‘What! You ’eb glad Jumbo’s going away! I thought 
YOU WEEK so FOND OF HIM, DOKA ! ” 

Dora. “Yes ; but last Saturday he tod on my Toe !” 

ROMEO AND JULIET AT THE LYCEUM. 

“ C'^EST magnifiquBj mais ce n^est pas— V amour , is what one feels inclined to 
say after witnessing: the superb revival of Romeo and Juliet at the Lyceum. This 
judgment may require some qualification perhaps, but it is probably a pretty 
I close approximation to the truth. 

Magnificent it is. As a series of stage pictures it is unprecedented, and can 
scarcely be surpassed. Some of the scenes— notably CapuhVs garden and Juliefs 
chamber— might be transferred to canvas with but little alteration, and accepted 
as striking and satisfactory works of Art, having a grace of composition worthy 
of Dices KE or of Fhedebick Walkee. and a charm of colour suggestive of 
Buene- Jones or of Holman Hunt. And if the presence of the picturesqueness 
that charms could compensate for the absence of the passion that moves, this 
revival would indeed be a distinguished and unq^ualified success. 

But of Romeos it might almost be said, as it has been said of poets, that they 
are born, and not made. And that Mr. Irving is a born Romeo, can hardly 
be maintained. The “manufactured article” may be generally impressive, 
and sometimes fine, but that it should lack spontaneity and the nameless charm 
of the inevitable, is hardly surprising. Perhaps the more temperate admirers 
of Mr. Irving will be inclined to say that his Romeo is better than they ex- 
pected. If it is not the ideal Romeo, it is an interesting impersonation ; not 
weak, not grotesque, sometimes graceful, always thoughtful and careful, only 
something different from Shaespeare’s type of essentially youthful and 
romantic if absorbed and “ star-cross’d ” passion. 

In fact, one has a strange feeling all through, that it is not so much love that 
is moving Mr. Irving to^ such intense and sometimes exaggerated action, 
as some other strong emotion of a more mature spirit than the Romeo of the 
drama, something which might be the perturbation of Samlet, or the wildness 
of Macbeth, which is not distinctively and necessarily the fate-crossed passion 
of an amorous and ill-diseiplmed yontn for a lovely Italian girl. 

The same comparative maturity of feeling seems to permeate Miss Terry’s 
impersonation of Juliet, to a less degree peAaps, but still continually and nn- 
mistakeably. Her deliberate intensity has little of the warm impulsiveness, 


checked ever and anon by girlish misgivings, which ve 
naturall^ook for in the youthful daughter of the 
CapuIet^^A 

The im^tance of this perhaps not easily definable 
divergency from what seems the Shakespearian ideal, will 
no doubt be difierently estimated by .difierent minds, 
but it gives a tone to the entire performance. 

In the earlier scenes Romeo's depression seems almost 
more the boding moodiness of a hero of tragedy, than the 
mere mooniness of a fantastic lover, whilst Jidiet is 
more trisie and “intense” in her demeanour than afancy- 
free girl of fifteen needs be, one would think —at any rate 
when dancing a minuet. But Miss Terry’s acting when 
Romeo introduces himself and bandies amorous fantasies 
with his new innamorata, is charmingly girlish, with an 
innocent tender exnltation which is quite in the tone of 
Juliet. The Balcony Scene is very beautiful as a scene, 
and — 

Romeo would, were he not Romeo called,” 

be a very interesting wooer indeed. The difficulties of 
making love partially by dumb-sbow from the ground 
level to a lady perched out of reach above, are fairly sur- 
mounted, there is no pump-handle passion,^ ana the 
amorous pantomime is not more ludicrous than is perhaps 
inevitable^ though Mr. Irving, hiding behind a tree about 
as thick as a hickory sapling, is somehow inopportunely 
suggestive of a policeman secreting himself in the shadow 
of a lamp-post. Miss Terry looks lovely, but one cannot 
feel mat she looks Zot'e — the love of at least, 

which snrely would not be so deliberately and almost 
monotonously “intense” either in action or rhetoric," 
but more radiant, swift and shifting in mood and 
tone. Charming love-making, of its kind, but there 
is not much movement in it, and it does not greatly 
move. 

In the Scene with Nurse on the Terrace of Capulefs 
Grarden, Miss Terry is animated and graceful, and there 
is considerable power in the Loggia Scene, when the 
Nurse brings the news of Tybalt's death and Royneo's 
banishment. And the power is shown without strain or 
extravagance. This can hardly be said of Mr. Irving’s 
frenzied outbreak in Friar Laurence' s cell when the same 
news is brought to him. Romeo's despair is so wildly 
unrestrained as to become almost abjectly ignoble, and 
the introdnotion of Mr. Irving’s favourite business with 
his body^ linen seems almost suggestive of poverty of in- 
vention in the rendering of emotional pantomime. 

The Bed-Chamber Scene is simply exquisite, as a pic- 
ture, nor can the acting here, either of Mr. Irving or 
Miss Terry, be said to be unworthy of so superb a setting. 
More of youth and of warm passion are manifested here 
than in any other part of the play, and the parting at the 
window, as the sun rises over lovely foliage into a 
sky of pre- Raphaelite radiance, is admirable, whether 
considered as picturesque spectacle or emotional acting. 
Admirable also is Miss Terry in the scene and 
soliloquy preceding her taking of the Friar’s draught: 
genuinely powerful and impressive both in gesture aua 
elocution. 

In the Scene with Balthasar and the Apothecary, 
Mr. Irving is almost at his best. Is be aware bow far 
more eifective be is m these moments of restrained inten- 
sity of voice and bearing, which are such welcome — ^if too 
occasional— specialities of his acting, than when tearing 
a passion, and his linen, to tatters ? 

The catastrophe in the tomb is well managed and 
strongly acted— save for the somewhat ludicrous trailing 
of the body of County Pam— and the play closes as it 
has proceeded, picturesquely, impressively— everything 
but movingly. 

First impressions of a performance which must charm 
and, in parts, deeply interest, even if as a whole it cannot 
, satisfy one’s ideal of what Mr. Irving aptly calls “ the 
Italian warmth, life, and romance (we may add fervent 
. youthfulness) of this enthralling love-story.” 

Of the minor performers we can only now say that Mrs. 

; Stirling is, at all points, admirable as the Nurse r 
that Mr. Tebriss, as Mercutio, is admirable at almost all 
1 points ; that Mr. Fernandez is an excellent Friar 
1 Laurence ; Mr, Mead a sufficiently grim and cadaverous 
. Apothecary; Mr. G-lenny a satisfactorily truculent 
Tybalt ; Mr. Howe an adequate Capulet ; and Miss L. 
t Payne as cold and chin-lifting a Lady Capulet as ever 
• was ill-fitted with the charge of an ardent and imagina- 
tive daughter* 
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THE TURF. 

JElderlp Clergy vmn [who tms passing), very gla.d, Ca.bma.ii, to see you Improving yogr Mind by EEA.DrNa during tour 

SPARE TIME." 

Cabby (with a Sporting Paper), '‘Improvin’ my mind ! I dunno. I ba.cked this ’ere *Oss all through last Season, and he 
NEVER Landed me once !— and I ’ve follered ’im up, and now he ’s dropped me another Dollar on the ‘ Grand Int’na- 
tional ’TJrdle!’” (Gloomily.) “If yer call that Imp ” \The Parson retires I 


ALL OVER THE PLACE 3 

Or, What it will Come to, 

“ They desire the extension of a system already carried to unwarrantable 
lengfchs—that of sending unique specimens of art from town to town ; as well 
as the actual dispersion of national art treasures throughout as many towns 
as may hereafter decide u;pon setting up free libraries. This claim indicates 
a deplorable misapprehension of the true nature and functions of national 
museums and art galleries. It assumes that they are simply collections of 
curiosities intended for the amusement of idle spectators, which may be 
carted about the country like the monstrosities of a peripatetic showman .... 
London is not merely the capital of the nation, but of a great empire, and the 
embodiment of that empire’s highest actirities. Jealousy of its possession 
of the national treasures is the narrowest and most miserable manifestation of 
provincialism that it is possible to conceive.” — JDaily Paper, 

Scene— P^ortico of the National Gallery, Educational Enthu- 
siast and Colonial Friend, whom he is Lionismg^ discovered in 
the act of leaving their umbrellas, 

Educational Enthusiast (making for one of the large halls). Yes, 
and as I was saying, these magninoent and imperial collections when 
once stored here have by no means aceomplisned the whole of their 
beneficent work. Oh, dear no ! On the contrary, they may be said 
only to have just commenced it ; for from this fruitful centre all the 
provmmal aspirations towards artistic training are not only fanned 
but fed, ^ ( With pride,) There is not a borough in the three king- 
doms, be it ever so humble, if it possess but a free library aud an 
enterprising Mayor, that may not command and secure on loan, for 
an indefinite period, the very choicest art treasures that these walls 
contain. But now, let me see, —where is the Teniers f (Looking 
at nurrwer of room,) Ah I here we are ! [Eef erring to Catalogue.^ 
and after some confusion^ finally stopping opposite a large blank 
space on one of the waUs,) Dear me — but it certainly was here! 
why, the Teniers is Jgone ! How very odd ! Ah I this fellow can 


tell us. (Applying to Local Official,) What has become of the 
Teniers 9 

Local Official, What has become of it ? Why it ’s at Berwick- 
on-Tweed ; and I don’t expect we shall see it back again. 

Educational Enthusiast [noticing gaps in all directions). Why ! — 
dear me I — these breaks quite — in fact — quite spoil the collection, as 
a whole ; and— (sf ops before a picture)— gracious ! what on 
earth has happened to this Eomenichino f Why it is positively 
fiaring ! 

Local Official, Yes, that came back from Stoke Pogis just like 
that. The Secretary says he thinks the Charwoman must have 
washed it down with the rooms every Saturday-all the time it was 
there— and that the Corporation had it touched up by the Borough 
Artist to make it ^ all square before they sent it back again. It ’s 
twice the picture [it was, to my taste ; but many people, who was 
accustomed to it before, don’t like it. 

[Gives further details, which drive the Visitors in despair to 
South Kensington, 

Educational Enthusiast \fiurrying Colonial Friend ezuUingly in 
the direction of the Eap>haH Cartoons), But, as I was saying, if the 
^plication of the principle has perhaps been a little overstrained at 
Charing Cross, here at least it is carried out with a marvellous com- 
pleteness and success. For iustauce — the Cartoons have 
why— they never can I— absolutely, there isn’t one of 

them left I 

Local Official, The Cartoons, Sir ? In the Hall-by-the-Sea at 
Margate, Sir ? They ’ve been there this three years, Sir ; though I 
have heard say there is some talk of moving two of ’em to a rival 
Institution at PegweH Bay. 

[ Gives still further details, which again drive the Visitors off in 
despair, this time to the British Museum, 

Educational Enthusiast [after dragging Ms Colonial Friend in 
shame and humiliation through halffemptied rooms, mutilated manu-- 
scripts, odd volumes, and imperfect classifications), Ho, it is useless 
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to mind matters 1 This is certamly infamous ! The proymces and 
their artistic aspirations be hanged ! Here, if the Sarleian MSS. 
are flying about all oyer the hedgerows of England, they can’t so 
easily move the stuffed animals. You wanted to see the JSijpjpo- 
potamus Africanus major ^ Ijoan at least show you that. 

\,They once more dash off to South Kensington, and make for 
the National History Department, get a catalogue, and 
enter the FachydermatouS'-room, 

Educational Enthusiast {stopping in amazement opposite a mis-- 
shapen specimen). Why, what has happened to this creature I It 
is no more like a hippopotamus than I am. Here — ^what ’s the 
meaning of this ? 

Local Official. That bend in his legs, and the lump on the top of 
his back? Well, it does spoil the look of him ; but you see, Sir, 
he went all the way to Cornwall, came back in an accident, was 
telescoped by the tender, and lost a good bit of his stujGBng, to say 
nothing of the shape of his head. So we Ve made the best job we 
can of him, b;^ flllmg him out with a couple of kitchen chairs and a 
bolster. Moving him about costs so much, that’s all the department 


I can do for him out of the grant this year. But, bless you, Sir, it 
isn’t everybody that’s so particular as you; for there’s many likes 
him best with the lump and his legs curled ; and I dare say when 
he goes to Weston-Snper-Mare next spring they’ll want to keep 
him there altogether, and run him on the end of the pier through 
the season alon^ with the German Band. 

[ /« continuing, when Educational Enthusiast dashes off with his 
Friend once more, this time to the Tower, to see the “ Crown 
Jewels, and the Block, hut finding the former at Jersey 
and the latter at Fosherville, finishes the day in despair in 
Baker Street, invoking maledictions on the Provinces, in the 
midst of the only priceless and complete collection now left 
the Nation. 


A Gentlemait asked Mrs. Ramsbotham i£ her friend the Professor 
hadn’t “ written a great deal ? ” Ah ! he / ” replied Mrs. K 
“ There ’s only one word to describe him, and that is Yoluminious 
He ’s a voluminious writer !” 
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SOME OF THE HEADS OF THE GOYERHMENT. 

House of Commons, Monday Evenmg, March S.—Beadlatigh Accringtoii Hews Boys, aiid the BlackWa Nurseries are part of ^ 
aaaiu ! Getting a little monotonous. Nothing to look for but the old affairs of the ISation. Let us begin at the beginning. We 11 get up 
gime. Tired to death of the Parliamentary cancan vrith. the in due time to larger affairs. ^ . -u. At a-h 

lergeant-at-Arms. Sick of Bradiaugh posturing at the Bar. Young Cl Aimjurnt his huger s last night when he attacked Glad - 
Laugh no more at La3BT “defending the British Constitution”; stone for ^scnbmg Earl Grey s apprehensions as oM-womamsh. 
nor weep any more to find how little we Ve learnt these fifty years. Whatever W. E. G. may thinh on the subject, it to 

“ Going to vote with us ? ” said Mr. Newbegate, as Mr. Callan, contradict any assertion that he said so. Lord Claud having made 
Mr. Biggar, Mr. Healt, and a troup of faithful Irish Members the statement stuck to it with the audacity of and undertook 

filed into the Division Lobby. “ Now that ’s nice and kind. If it to prove it. Fopd to-night he could not do so. Would have been 
hadn’t been for the Duke of Wellington and Robert Peel in ’ 39 , better to make frank apology and recantation. Instead, attempted 
you wouldn’t have been here to help us. So it ’s all for the best.” to argue the matter, Snntten by thunder-bolts hurled Jove, 
Not so monotonous after all. Bradlaugh quite a genius. Went who was exceedingly j^rath. 
on qnite new tack to-night. Sat under the Gallery as quiet as if he business done. None. ^ 

had exhausted his swearing capacity, and couldn’t say a bad word if Wednesday Another .pleasant afternoon with the 1 

he put forth all his force. AIL over by eight o’clock. Gladstone lawyers. Mone brought m a Bills of Sale BiU. Tried to jbhrow a 
moved Address to the Gueen, on getting Clean out of the dbficulty clerical, not to say an episcopal air o/er it. Mig^t haYe succeeded 
with Mac. Members so profoundly moved that they had to leave jf toft to himself. Speech would have passed for a bishop’s charge, 
the House in large numbers. Scores of them led fainting into the and the measure under discussion might have heeifknownasu the Bills 
dining-rooms, where they crowded the tables, and ate their dinner of Sale Bull. But the lawyers would not Jiave it so. “ Can’t have the 
whilst to empty benches the Premier and Leader of the Opposition Church meddling with opr aiatters,” Henry Lames said in his 
made speeches congratulating the Queen. snappish way. 

Debate on Lords’ Committee to follow. All speakers, few hearers. “®at Monk is 'hot an emissary of the Church, though his name is 
Claud Hamilton lustily shaking the Abercorn^ pepper-box over against him.” 

Gladstone. Accuses him and Bright of •“ reaching the united age “ So is his appearance,” James insists. “ It ’s no^nse his wearing 
of 140” and never spending six months in Ireland.^ that dusty miller’s suit year after year, and’ going out in July 

“ You’ve been there a good deal, my Lord ? ” Sir Charles For- j^st like a young man abofit ^wn. , When he’s at home eve^~ 
STER said, meeting him after the debate, and furtively taking* the o^e knows he wears gaiters, a broad-brimmed hat, and a bishop’s 
opportunity to examine his hat. ^ ^ apron.” 

“Of course I have,” says Claud. “Enow every hit of the James re^y seemed to take thp thkig to heart. When later he 
country.” got up to speak, there was a'genJral depression in his manner and 

“Ah!” says Sir Charles. “Well, I’ve such a continual bother tone of his voice^ suggestive of a funeral service. Harcourt 
with my hat. Always losing it, dqp’t^ you know. Takes me al’^^-ays ia funereal wl^en he is ifot funny, and sometimes then, 
hours searching for it : haven’t time to go into these matters myself. Invariably appears on these occasions, for fear the House should 
But I wanted to know all about Ireland. And you’ve been there a forget he once knew a little law.. ' Would’*' have thought hq had 
good deal, and Gladstone and Bright haven’t f Fancy the way to -enough on ,his mind with charge of the Magistracy and other crimi- 
learn most about Ireland is not to visit it. Haven’t seen a hat any- classes, without poking his finger into purely legal discussion, 
where, have you ?— rather iar^e size, name inside But Lord Qj^y ^ant Mr. Gregory to complete the delirious joy of the after- 

Claud was gone. ^ noon. For a thoroughly depressed care-cankered man; give me 

Business done.— House, for the third time, decHnes Mr. Brad- Gbegort. Believe he is a solicitor in a respectable practice, and 
laugh’s company. ' ’ . ^ n- - i 


Tuesday Night . — Nice pleasant afternoon discussing Canals, 
Railways, and the arrangement of the position of lamp-posts at 


takes the money the^ Foundling. Otherwise, a large field open 
to him as an undertaker. * ' 

As Charles Russell says, “ Gregory walking at the head of 


ASn. of au otherwise well-conducted Wal would malce the fortune of a 

^rS?^^^an4^dK^fpoKSrS&^^^^^^ **| S?n about Eussbx. ^ sun^or- 

street, as you go up, and two on the other; Conservatives insisted of-the-profession airs about Am when a ^licitor in larp 
on having three on the other, and only two on this. Finally, after ^ under discussion. Only wi^ he would not think it necessary 
two hours’ debate, compromise efieoted. There toiU he two o« each from tme to time to deliver such tremeudous oratons on Irdmd. 
side. Bat these things shake the Imperial Parliament toits founda- Busmess ione.-About ten lawyers made speeches without fees. _ 
tions. Thursday Afternoon.’— QiresX joy everywhere. An end of this 

After three hours and a half of exciting conversation of this kind, wearisome debate about the^ naughty boys in the Lords. Great 
PjBOEMiER obliged to abandon intention of renewing the debate on the rush of talent for the last night. Mr. Butt, a gentleman of sin- 
row with the Lords, and at half -past eifht House Counted Oat. gularly mild manners, opens the debate.^ 

Mr, Arthur O’Connor quite pensive. Reminds him of early days, he “ Doesn’t look as if butter would melt in his mouth,” as Mr. Cotes 

says, when he was on the other vestry at Chelsea, Mr. Alderman says. 


says, when he was on the other vestry at Chelsea, Mr. Alderman 
j Lawrence sniffs at House of Commons, says the Common Council 
of London is quite an important gathering by comparison. 


Then Charles Lewis, who talks like a Police Court La^er, 
discusses the Solicitor-General for Ireland as if he were the prisoner 


“We,” says the Alderman in stentorian whisper, “would have in the dock, and shakes a fat forefinger at the Speajkee as^if he 
left this to private committee, who would have had a little dinner, were a Magistrate on the Bench, strongly suspected of .having *a 
and settled the matter off whilst taking their coffee.” pecuniary interest in the case; the Solicitor- General virtuously 

But then the Alderman was vexed because the House would not indignant ; Sir Patrick O’Brien mellifiuently incoherent ; Mr. 
let him read the whole of Mr. Justice Hawkins’ remarks on Arthur Moore, with his voice getting the better of him, shouting 
sentencing the Embankment Roughs. Fact is, Parliament must at random; Mr. Chaplin, with some more parodies of the Disraelian 
look after the affairs of the Nation. The Bolton Lamp-ijosts, the manner ; Mr. Smyth, with fresh leaves Irom BnfleWs Speaker ; 
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Mr. Lowthee aggressive and inaccurate ; Lord HjLETINgion in his 
best form ; Sir Staepoed Koetbcoie more than usually depressing ; 
then the division and heartfelt thanks to have done with the 
business. 

Amid the growing exhilaration as night came, Httneella sits on 
the^reasury Bench sad and gloomy. 

“ What ails Jomr Akthoist ? ” I whisper in the ear of Heebebt 
GLAnsTOjjrE. 

“ Overwork at the Privy Council,” says Young Hopeful. “ What 
witl^he care of the cattle on a thousand hills, and the education of 
children in a million streets, things get horribly jumbled sometimes. 
To-day a clerk came to John Anthony for instructions as to what 
was to be done in the case of a certain Industrial school. J. A. X 
took up a form, signed and sealed it, and it was only after it had 
been posted that it was discovered he had signed one of the ^Cattle 4 r. 
Order Forms, and issued peremptory instructions that the school 
should be slaughtered at the port of debarkation.” 

Business Lords finally spanked by 303 votes against 235. 

Saturday/ Morning . — Biggae better than ever. Said last night 
that Foestee’s visit to disturbed district^ in Ireland solely promoted 
by desire to gloat over sufeerings of the people. House horrified. • ; 
Speakee insists on withdrawal. “Why cert’nly,” says Joseph 
Gillis, and then finishes his speech at leisure. 

What a lot of fools you are, Toby,” says J. B. to me after. “I ^ 
say any horrible thing 1 please. They shout ‘ Withdraw ! ’ I with- 
draw, and there ^s an end of the thing. Only I’ve said what I / j 
wanted to say.” ‘Devilish sly, Joey B.' , / ^ 

Business done.— A f| w Yotes in Supply got between two and three 
this morning,. All previous hours of the sitting wasted, ' 


JUMBO'S LAMENT. 



SKETCHES ^RpM 


{Adapted to Well-known Characters.) 
^ * 






m .• 

J 













Mr, Gl-dst-ne as FichwicJc. Lord Gr-iv-lle as Snodgrass. 




Mr. Br-ght as Tuprhan. 


Mr. Ch-mb-rl-in as Winkle. 




Ieeland.— The best Cat-tie for Cattle Maimers— the Cat-o’-nine- 
tails I 


Aek— “ Why did my Master sell me I ” 
* % 

0 wH 5 f^d the Council sell me ? 
Why did ’cute Baenitm: buy me-? 
Why did false Baetlett doom me 
To exile far away ? 

What did my Alice tell me ? 

Public with buns who ply me, 

Yote me a paddock roomy, 

Where I may rest or play ! 

Choi'us—'Whj did the Council sell me ? 

Why did stern Justice Chittt— ' 
Man who fronj law ne’er flinches— 
Quash Eomee’s kind injunction 
On my behalf ? Bohoo ! 

Will they, devoid of pity. 

Haul me away with 'winches, 

Force me, without compunction, 
Far from my well-loved Zoo f 

Chorus— Wh-Y did the Council sell me ? 


Mes. Eamsbotham and hee Suni>ay-School Class. — “They’re 
getting on,” said the excellent old lady. “Last Sunday I ^nwed 
mem a picture, and told them the story of Simpson and the Lion,” 


TEEPSIOHOEEAN, 

“Will you dance at our dance ?” He said, “ Daac^, yes I do 
Like to dance with a dancer whose (lancing is true ; 

For you dance as a dancer should dance, and you knew 
I could dance with no lancer that dances like you.” 

I MoeSi peeq,¥ENtlt met with than False TeeiTh. — False Tongues, 
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FILiA PULCHRA, MATER PULCHRIOR. 

“ Oh, Papa dear ! I thought yoti were going to Chaperon me ! I Nsvm get a Partner when Mamma comes ! ” 


MI-CAEEME. 

The Story of a Determined Attempt* 

It is always tlie way. ^ Alphonse reflects, according to Ms inva- 
riable cnstom at tMs time of year, the first three Pat Days are, 
failures, because one has just been having an indigestion of Hew 
Year and Twelfth Day. A man requires the austerity of Lenten 
fare^to make him properly appreciate the ecstasies of the Mi- 
Careme; and this time they are going to be ecstasies. Limited 
myself to a pint of Montebello a day, and one day actually had an 
exclusively fish dinner [cahillaud^ truite hollandaise^ red mullet, and 
a friture des merlans) to give me an adequate appetite for the joys 
of Mid-Lent. I have sworn to appreciate them ever since I can 
remember, and never succeeded since I have been out of my lycee 
tunic ; but tMs time I shall do the thing thorougMy, d la Gavarni, 
Sucre anything that happens to be handy if I domt. 

The first step towards doing the thing thorougMy is getting a false 
nose. Nothing really rapturous to be done at Mi- Careme without a 
false nose. Consult authors of antiquity, dating as far back as 1830 , 
and discover that the best, the most classic type of false nose has a 
moustache attached. Send for classic type. Etjphrostne, the bonne, 
away two hours, and gives warning on her return : is not going to 
do errands that make her look ridiculous, not to sa^ improper ; as if 
Eupheostne could be made to look anything but ridiculous enough 
to be the very piok, the incarnation of propriety. Breakfast rather 
a failure in consequence of Words— words, not feeds,’ ^ the motto 
on these domestic occasions. Found, however, the desired nose at a 
hric-d-hrac shop on the Quay ; supposed to have come straight down 
from Henri Morgee, and looks l&e it, beinp: a faded and flaccid 
aflair, that wouldn’t^ seem so irresistibly comic i£ you hadn’t made 
up :rour mind to it. And how it tickles i 

Pirst comic efleet, on concierge, A request for information as to 
what wine I have had for breakfast, and an announcement that the 
cordon would not be pulled when I wanted to come in. 

^ Second comic eflect, on divers blouses. Yituperation in too dis- 
tinctly precious Zolaese ; and a crowd of three hundred revellers 
patiently following me to see me revel. I find it difficult ; and 


throwing some cigar-stumps isn’t of material assistance. Form a 
defensive alliance with the Only Harlequin— and 

Third comic effect: find ourselves at the poste charged with 
creating tumults, and obstructing the Eepublic’s highway. Cry out 
“ Ohe beau masque, to the Commissaire, just to keep him up to the 
humour of the situation, and had to find bail in a thousand francs each. 

Had the classical Mi- Careme black- puddings at dinner— and didn’t 
feel quite like Mi- Careme cancan afterwards; but resisted, with 
the help of those little glasses which in time make spectacles of one ; 
and to the Op§ra intent on orgies. 

Conversation heard at orgie* “ But the fact that Panama has held 
its own, mon cher.^^ — “Ho, I rather think the Credit Lyonnais being 
stfflat par” — “They’ll never get through with that Bankruptcy 
Bill ; Eouviee says ” — “ Oh, ’ang it, Aery, let ’s do a drain ; blest 
if they ’aven’t even not played * All for Liza ! ’ ” 

Valentino* Considerable animation imparted by the presence of 
1 two washerwomen, who have obviously remembered to dine before 
I coming ! Bespond however to a demand for a quadrflle with a 
I haughty: “Powr qui nous prenez-vousf^^ WallacMans in great 
I form. 

I Bullier. The last CMcard being taken away by six gendarmes as 

I I enter. He had waltzed with more than three revolutions to the 

I minute— a thing as wicked as three Hinety-threes in the eyes of the ! 
I authorities. Saw two students disused in masks, and several in 
i absinthe. Japanese in sweet profusion. 

Skating* Only respectable Cupid borrowed my watch-chain. 
Greeks in abundance. 

Folies-Berg&res* Saw a quadrille that seemed to be almost 
enjoying itself. Sorry though to hear a cavalier gent say to the pro- 
prietor : “Ho, Monsieur, I can’t give you two somersaults a round, 
unless my salary is increased by ten sous a night.” Fair number of 
— ^^n my word— Frenchmen here. 

Home— and notice to quit from landlord. And to think that, in 
company with sucty thousand other people, I shall make tMs attempt j 
I all over agam next year I 


Stock Exchange.— I take your Money ; you take my Paper, 









THE EIME OE THE POTENT MINISTEE. 


A potent Minis- 
ter stoppeth an 
M.P. about to 
speak. 



The SiBnister. 


TheM.P. is spell- 
bound by the 
Eight Hon. 
Gentle nan’s 
Majority. 

The Minister ex- 
plaineth the 
Clotvre. 


PRINCIPLE. 

“How DID IT COME ABOUT 

“A Fellow spoke diseespectful o my SisteBj—'said she was Oeoss- 

EYED,— so I ” 

“ Well, but does she ” 

“ Haven’t got a Sistek, Sie. It was the Peinoiplb of the Thing that 
I got Licked foe ! ! ” 

CAB LAW. 

In the West End. Eresent in Police Court-^the Magistrate, Clerk, Police^ 
Officers, and the British Ptibhc, 

^[A ^Jman^^np°^the'^ch^^^plainant steps into the mtness-hox. 

*iii^tomey’s clerk, in the office of Messrs. Diddier & Co. 
Magistrate. What is your complaint against this man t 

Complainant. I offered this man a shiUang-his legal tove me home 

from the office on Saturday night three veeks, and he refused to take me unless 
I paid him double fare. r, 

Magistrate {to Caiman). Is that truer t-ppt Vur- 

Cabman. auite true, yeer Yurslnp. It was the Iff? 

ship, and sieh a fog I ninr seed in aU my days. AbT” 

tha, yeer Vurship, he ’s a real Oent-j^ps into my eab and 
savs he “look sharp, and drive me to Kentish Town Station. v 
I rii try my S, for I ’m Mowed if I can see my ’osses on this ere 
fig, but expeSVu’li give us ahextra shiUin for th^e joh.” “Me pay ^ » 
rlrtiihle fare ' ” said the G-ent : “ PH see you somethink first ! If you dun t go on 

KcM’il a™ you”’ ^dso,/eerYurship,he:as~nedme. 

SSit VeTffittr VX? sufSt tSat hasnotog 

+A dn vnth the case. He^ is the Act of Parliament. Hot a word about fop 
or tuo^ either. But any Cabman refusing a lawful fare, is liable to a penalty 

» y<«r !*'y, y«»« i . 

fine ou the Defendant. ttt i.- 4 

Complainant. Twenty shiHings, your Worship i 
Ma^trate. I shall fine him one penny, ^d the costs of the s^moM. 
Complainant. My costs, your Honour. This is my second attendance. 
Magistrate. I shall allow you nothing. 



Ii is a potent Mi- 
Ulster, 

And he stoppeth 
an M.P. 

“ By the ancient 
rules of Par- 
liament, 

Kow wherefore 
stopp’st thou 


“ The Speaeee rises iu his chair, 

Eftsoons debate will close. 

Ere it be late, I fain would state 
Why I this BiH oppose.’^ 

“ Let Speakee rise ; let bell ring out ; 
Division lobbies fiH. 

Yote mayst thou quick; thou shalt not 
speak.” 

The Minister hath his wiH. 

The Member mutely gave his vote ; 

Still as a stone was he ; I 

And thus spake ou that potent man, 

Head of the Ministry : 

“ My followers press, the Tories talk ; 

And thus our course is slow. 

But with my Cloture, I have made sure 
It shall no more be so. 

“ So then attend, my Tory friend. 

Or Irish if thou be, 

Or Independent Liberal, 

Or Eadical M.P. 

“He speaketh weU who loveth well 
My measures great and small ; 

But he who favoureth them not, 

He should not speak at aU. 

“ He speaketh best who speaketh least, 
Whatever his views may be. 


The silenced 
M.P.pairethwith 
a friend, and lis- 
tenethto no more 
Debates. 


The Jumbo 
The Jumbo ^ 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 
The Jumbo 


A silent vote be yours, my friend ; 
The speaking leave to me.” 

That Member paired him 

with a friend, iOlP 

Of different views be 
sure ; MMy 

An d as no more his voice 
was heard, 

So never more himself jS 
appeared jf 1 

In the dumb-show of f. 

Cloture. 


OMELETTE AD JUMBO. 

I of the House of Commons— Mr, Beadlaugh. 

of Ireland— Mr. Paenell. 

of Art— AEsthetioism. 

of London— The Middlesex Magistrates. 

of the Theatres— The Lokd Chambeelain. 

of Journalism— Parliamentary Keports. 

of the Ladies— Tight-lacing. 

of the Stage— Elevation of the Drama. 

of Covent Garden— The Duke of Mudford. 

of Literature— Reviewers. 


New Books by the Author of “ The Question 
OF Cain.” — The Reply of the Rod, The Answer oj 
Birch, and The Response of the Tawse, 
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JLOEEIT ETONA ! 

“ "WhexL Eodemok Macieas 
He fired at the Queen, 
a young lad of Eton 
He promptly was beaten I ” 
Richard the Rhymester* 

The name of Rodehich Maclean’, 
That cheap assassin, mad or mean, 
■Who fired on woman— and a 
Queen ! — 

Will charge our memories with 
spleen 

When years have sped. 

But pleasure mingles with the sad 
Fierce recollection of the cad, 
Coward and huUy— both as bad- 
When we recall the Eton lad 

Who punched his head ! 

At Windsor, when the sun was 
down, 

A villain, shoeless, through the 
town 

Skulked, fearless of a h^ation’s 
frown, 

To crown the Dead. 

He fired upon his Qxteen! dear 
life! 

A Kation’ s Mother, widowed wife. 
Up rushed young Eton in the 
strife 

And punched his head I 

They laud one Superintendent 
Hates, 

Well versed, no doubt, in Wind- 
sor’s ways, 

And crown with patriotic bays 
Ofdcials all in countless ways, 

Precise and prim. 

But, on my honour, I prefer 
That boy who, fearless, in the 
stir 

Out- darted, thinking *‘A11 for 
her!’' 

And went for Mm ! 

“ What was Ms motive ? ” asks 
the Law, 

This tiger with the velvet paw ? 

A frothy love of empty jaw, 

Had he a mind in which a fiaw 

Could co-exist ? 

A wretch is scarcely worth a care 
Who lies in ambush with a snare, 
And prates of rights, and says 
“I dare 

Do all that beasts dare do ! Be- 
ware! " 

He should be Mssed. 

What shall be done with Mm — 
the wretch ? 

An introduction to Jack Ketch ? 
Of servitude a lengthy stretch ? 

Or fiogged instead ? ^ 

Ill-fed, no doubt he 'E whine and | 
groan ; I 

Philanthropists will pray and 
moan, 

And mumble o’er this rotten bone. 
Go to! Young Eton gave the 
tone— 

J’ust punch Ms head ! 
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HENRY TRYING. 


“ Romeo I Romeo ! Wheeeeore art teov Romeo ! ” 

Shakspeare* 

But had the Diyine Williams witnessed the performance, he might 
haye been able to satisfy his own query.] 


Jeu d’Esprit, 

It has been objected that the 
Cloture would give the power of 
closing debates to a naked ma- 
jjnty.^ They woMd then possess 
the Cloture without the Clo’. 


EXAMINATION PAPER UNDER THE NEWEST CODE. 
{For Industrial Scholars— testing their qitalification for the Anglo-French 
title of ‘ ‘ Chevalier Industrie. ”) 

1. What is the meaning of “ rigging the market” ? 

2. How many games of billiards must you play a week to realise a 
thousand a year ? 

3. Explain the racing terms “pulLmg,” ‘‘welching,” and “not 
wanted.” 

yoTir notion of an ideal card-party, 
bhoum it include rich youngsters, bones, and champagne ? 

^ money-lenders* Show how you may tout for them 
without getting kicked out of your Club. 

Bankruptcy Bill that will give the TnayiTmTm of pro- 
tection to the debtor and the minimum of relief to the creditor. 

7. Given your complete ruin, show conclusively why you should 

take up tobacco” or embark in “ the wine business.” 

, 8. Lastly, explain how, in spite of “luck at cards,” and “post- 
ing at Tatteesali’s,” you may yet pass for “ good form,” 


.LAYS OP A LAZY 

MINSTEEL. 

LSPRING’SiDELIGHTS. 

I Speino’s Delights’ are now re- 
turning ! 

Let the Lazy Minstrel sing ; 

While the ruddy logs are burning, 
Let Ms merry banjo ring ! 

Take no heed of pluvial patter, 
W aste not time on vain regrets ; 

Though our teeth are all a- 
ehatter, 

Like the clinking castanets ! 

Though it’s freezing, sleeting, 
snowing, 

Though we ’re speechless from 
catarrh, 

Though! the East wind’s wildly 
blowing, 

Let us warble, Tra la la I 

Spring’s ^ Delights are now re- 
turning ! 

Let us order new great-coats : 

Never let us dream of spurning 
Woollen wraps around our 
throats. 

Let us see the couch nocturnal 
Snugly swathed in eider-down : 

Let not thoughts of weather 
vernal 

Tempt us to go out of Town. 

Though the biting blast is cruel, 
TMugh our “ tonic ’s ” not soU 

Though we sadly sup on gruel, 
Let us warble, 2Va la la ! 

Spring’s Delights are now re- 
turning ! 

Now the poet deftly weaves 

Quaint conceits and rhymes con- 
cerning 

Croton ou and mustard leaves 1 

Let us, though we are a fixture, 
Inourroomcompelled to Stay- 

Let us quafi the glad cough mix- 
ture. 

Gaily gargle time away ! 

Though we ’re racked with pains 
rheumatic, 

Though to sleep we ’ve said’ta- 
ta, 

Let us, with a voice ecstatic, 
Gladly gargle, Tra la la ! 

Spring’s Delights are now re- 
turning ! 

Doctors now are blithe and gay ! 

Heaps of money now they’re 
earning, 

Calls they’re making ev’ry day. 

Ev’ry shepherd swain grows 
colder. 

As, in vain, he tries to sing ; 

Feels he now quite ten years 
older, 

’Neath the blast of blighting 
Spring ! 

Though we’re doubtful of the 
issue, 

Let us do the “ La-di-da,” 

And in one superb A-iishoo ! 
Sneeze the merry Tra la la ! 


The Recent Aeeonaptical 
Attempt to Ceoss the Chan- 
nel.— “What did they do it 
for ? ” exclaimed Mrs. Rams- 
BOTHAM, “The French didn’t 
want ’em, as they’ve got a 
BaUoon-sur-Mer on their own 
coast.” 




YOUNG HARRY ^ 


WITH THE HAZ PIEATES PROM THE HEBRIDES TO THE HATAITNAS. 

{By the AiUhor of The Madcap Middies, awd the Me7i%iaque Indians of the Strait West CoasV^ 


CHAP. IL 

{^Continued fromprcmo'm Kumber,) 


Wheit Haert recovered, lie "was in Jack^s 
arms, in the middle of the road. 

** Where am I ? ’’ was his first question, 

“ Here,” was the answer. 

“ And CACHHcrcA ? ” 

“ Ton saved her life, but — 

“ But what asked Haeey, in an agony 
of suspense. 

“ Some Pirates were coming along the road, 

and they ’’ 

“ Carried her ofi ? 

“Yes, And,” added Jack, in a voice 
broken by sobs, “they have taken away 
Daisy too.” 

“ Daisy I ” repeated Haeey, who had now 
heard his friend mention this name for the 
first time. 


“ Yes. The only girl I ever loved.” 

“We will pursue them! ” 

“We will!” 

“ And rescue them ! ” cried Haeey. 

“ Or perish in the attempt I ” exclaimed 
Jack. 


CHAP. III. 


A niDB FOE LIFE. 


The two boys gripped each other’s hands 
in token of friendship. The trained steed 
which Jack had brought from the circus, 
was a strange-looking animal, almost bare- 
backed, but for a strap supporting a couple 
of pistols. Ho saddle or bridle. 

“ Ho reins,” observed Haeey. 

The animal moved its on fore leg (its other 
was the one that was ofi, so this was a little 
against its speed) in the air as if wishing to 
shake hands. “ True,” returned Jack, 


alluding to this action, “it never reins, but 
it paws.” 

If we can once reach the sea,” said 
Eaeey, as he held on by the mane, “ we can 
put the beast to excellent use as a screw.” 
“And,” put in Jack, “if we could only 

get a sale for her ” 

“ That would he better still,” returned the 
other. Suddenly Jack exclaimed, 

“Ha! the Pirate-ship, with the black 
hull!” 

“Where?” 

“IntheojOang!” 

There it was, sure enough, and. by using 


the powerful glass which they had fortu- 
nately brought with them, they descried 
Cachtjca and Daisy lying ill and helpless on 
hoard the Pirates’ vessel. 

They spurred forward, but at that moment 
the clock of the village church struck three. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CTLIRIYAPJ. 


[Ma?.ch 18, 1882. 


It was nt this that the highly- trained 
steed had been for years aeciifetorntd to do^a 
trick with the pistuls which she carried 
the holsters. She seized one^ ot them with 
her teeth, and with a tremendons eiiort shot 
both the boys orer her head. 

Fortunately they escaped nnhnrt, Vat not 
without a severe shaking. 

Then their attention Vas directed to the 
animal. 

She had stopped dead. 

“Impossible to reTive her,’^ obserred 
Jack, 

“ Qnite/’ said HAnnT. ‘‘ Yet we must get 
to sea. 0, for a boat II’’ 

“ Yo, Massa,’’ uttered a voice in peculiar 
negro dialect, “ don’t say ‘ 0 for a boat,’ say 
‘pay for a boat,’ and Sambo’s is berry much 
at your service.’’ 

“Who are your” asked the two boys in 
the same breath. 

“Me am S-ismo. Me lib in de water. 
Dey call me de Black Boy, and de Boy ob de 
Xoir,” returned the little negro boldly. 

They felt they could trust him. Was he 
not a boy and a brother ? 

In another moment they were in his boat 
pulling furiously. 

But the black hull gradually disappeared 
as she went over the horizon and down the 
other side. 

It was hard work pulling, and they were 
getting very thirsty. They had had nothing 
to eat or drink lor twenty-four hours. 

Harry took some water in his hand and 
drank it. 

“ Salt ? ” inquired Jack. 

“2^0,” replied Harry, making an ugly 
grimace. “Sour.” 

This w'ould have puzzled them, but for 
Sambo’s explanation. 

“ Me know all ’bout it, Massa : de water in 
dese parts am like milk, and de tide ab 
turned.” 

“ If we only had some food,” cried Jack. 

Suddenly, Harry exclaimed, as he pointed 
to the floor of the boat, “A vegetable is 


better than nothing ! see I A Leak I a 
Leak!” 

It was too late. In another second t’ne 
boat received a violent shock, and before 
Harry could realise the extent of the caVcinity, 
his forehead struck against a sharp rock, and 
he knew no more. 

: CHAP. IT. 

THE pirates’ cate. 

! When: he recovered eonseionsness, he was 
lying in what ^peared to him to be a 
' naturally-formed HaU-by-the-Sea. 

Sambo and Jack were seated before a large 
: Are. On flnding he was awake, Jack at once 
brought him some honey, 
i “ Where did you get this ? ” asked Harry 
j faintly. 

! “Eat first, and ask afterwards,” replied 
' Jack. 

i As Harry eagerly oheved the order, Jack 
! went on to inform him that the rocks were 
i honey-combed by nature, and this was the 
I result of their search. 

I The cavern, in which they were, was 
spacious, warm, and well lighted. 

“ Fortunately,” Jack explained, “I had 
' saved the other pistol, and shot a sea-bear 
[just as he was licking his chops. Sambo 
knew how to cook the liver, and he hung up 
the lights about the cave, which is now beau- 
tifully illuminated.” 

“Me catch ’lectric eel to-morrow,” said 
Sambo ; ‘ ‘ then we hab boouf ul ’lectric lights. ’ ’ 
They were hopetul. 

But where were the Pirates? And what 
was the fate of Cachtjca and Daisy ? 
Suddenly he cried “ Hush ! ” 

A cry ? 

“ It am de cats,” whispered Sambo. 

“Or a sea-mew,” said Jack. 

“No; a female in distress,” exclaimed 
Harry. “ Give me the barkers.” 

And thrusting a couple of pistols into his 
belt, he muttered to himseli “Barkers is 
Iwillin,” and, taking a cutlass in his right 
I hand, he crept through a crevice, while the 


! two others remained behind, ready for action 
' at an instant's notice from their leader. 

Harry listened intently. The sound of a 
small bell arrested his attention. He crept 
on ; then he traversed a long gallery ; thence 
he descended, and picked his way among a 
lot of empty boxes, some numbered, and 
some with names on them. To whom could 
1 they belong ? Where was he ? Then he 
I came upon wbat he supposed must once have 
I been used for stables, but which were now 
I merely rows and rows of empty stalls. Be- 
hind these was a dark pit. One step hack, 
and he would have fallen into it. 

Suddenly, from his coign of vantage in one 
of those stalls, he heard the sotmds of music 
and revelry, and then saw a heavy drapery 
gradually ascend, and his heart beat high at 
the extraordinary scene before him. 

The Pirates of whom he was in search, in 
every variety of costume, were playing, 
drinking, dancing, dicing, in a spacious 
cavern. They were armed to the teeth, which 
were as false as their tongues, displaying 
most formidable double-barrelled gums ; 
knives and pistols were in their belts, and 
even the very dice they were playing with 
were heavily loaded. 

Three ferocious-looking men, evidently 
the chiefs of the band, were conferring 
together in the centre ; while, a little way 
from them, lay on a couch the unhappy 
Cachuca, evidently being comforted by ner 
friend Daisy, who sat by the pillow. ^ 

Harry threw a yearning glance m their 
direction, but luckily it fell on them without 
attracting the Pirates’ attention. 

Cachuca and Daisy started slightly. 

Harry threw another glance towards 
them. 

At that instant one of the Pirate Chiefs 
paused suddenly in his^ whispered conversa- 
tion, and, drawing a pistol from his breast, 
in which he had a secret pocket cut on pur- 
pose, he walked towards the place where 
Harry was concealed. 

( To he continued^ 


PRACTICE FOR THE BOATRACE. 

{By Bumh-Cmmho Junior , ) 



Dropping down from the Crab Tree. A Scratch Eight. 


“ I ADMIX having said so,” said Mrs. Eamsbotham: to the Count de 
Galahxine, “ but then, my dear Count, it was what you call in 
your beautiful language, a mere /area in the •parlourP Mrs. B., 
says the Count always looks so pleased and surprised when she 
speaks French to him. "We can readily imagine he is more the 
latter than the former. 


OFFICIAL IGNORANCE! 

The Great Pooh-Pooh must be somewhat annoyed by the remarks 
of Mr. Justice Hawkens on the unchecked ruffianism of the Thames 
Embankment. Perhaps we expect too much from a Seldom-at-Home 
Secretary when we ask him to know something about, the Govern- 
ment of London, and we expect a great deal more when we ask the 
Chief of the Police to help him with information. Sir Edmund 
Benderson may have many good qualities as a police official, but a 
knowledge of metropolitan manners and habits is not prominent 
amongst them, and he is probably as honestly ignorant of the state 
: of the Thames Embankment as he is of the condition of the top of 
the Gay market. Scotland Yard is not far from either place, and is 
quite close to the Thames Embankment, bnt criminals never feel so 
secure as they do when working under the very eyes of authority. 
When a street gets very notorious, it is usual for Bumbledom to 
alter its name, and 'probably this wiU be done in the case of the 
Thames Embankment. “ Sikes’s Avenue ” would be a pretty and 
appropriate title. 

The Allgemeine Zeitung reports the discovery, in the Moscow 
Custom House, of “some cases of hats, charged in the crown with 
explosives, so that if thrown down they would burst as bombs.” 
There is nothing new in this. The Nihilists have evidently invented 
explosive hats—raerely a development of percussion caps I 


IMPAXED. 

Whax is the difference between a thirsty Herald and the art he 
practises ? 

The one is a dry Herald, the other Herald-dry I 

“What’s the use of land to a Irish peasant?” asked ’Aery. 
“When he ’asn’t it he can’t pay his rent, and when he ’as it he 
’oes it.” 


TO CORHESPON DENTS.— la no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept 
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^■'I3AC”-llUfiRAII ! 

A Baccaralian BallacL Jliisic hj Ojfcii-^lac'. 

Dear old cliappy I Sliut up I I am certain to ^in. 

Sah 's taken the Bank for a monkey’ : 

Just once, yon ’ll allow, if I didn’t cut in, 

I should be a deliberate donkey. 

There’s Charlie just come from the G-aiety door ; 

There ’s Pug with his grin so eternal ; 

There ’s Jones, who still owes me a pony or more ; 
There ’s America’s positive “ CurneL” 

I know I shall win ! Just to try, here ’s a cjuid — 
Waiter I give me the change for a “ tennar ” — 

For Banco 1 swear I should certainly hid, 

Were I lucky as most other men are.^ 

Mine ’s the hand. By the piper I my first is an 8, 
Next ’s a picture— no, only 2 ! Dash it I 
The Banker turns 9. Jast m3" luck But I ’ll wait, 
And bet you I ’U very soon smash it. 

The Bank’s got the Inck. Sam's eyes twinkle vilh 
glee, 

As 7, 8, 9, he keeps turning ; ^ 

My temper ’s beginning to ooze in a D, 

And my head with this atmosphere’s burning. 

But luck is a jade never won by laint heart — 

This turn I shall slap down a pony.”^ 

I ’ve 0 1— so ’s the Banker I The pony ’s in cm te ; 

My brain boils, my eye ’s getting stonA". 

I ’ve lost nearly all ! I ’m a blossoming ass I 
I shall soon have my cab-fare to borrow : 

By Jove ! Here ’s a novice. He must have a ‘^pass.” 

T ’ll back him from now till to-morrow ! 

‘Jiielle mine ! He 's alread3" eleven times passed— 

The Banker would like to repress him. 

Here ! I ’ll take the Suite, 8uch a run cannot last. 

I ’ve won all mine back ! Hurrah ! Bless him ! 


A MODEST DISCLAIMER. 

Self-satisfied Amateur {slowing Ms BraAmngs to Our Artist^ L A . ). “And recollect 
I’m not in the Trade, mind ver. I’m a Hosier, by PROFESSioy ! 


Mrs. Eamsbothah writes from Paris, that it is a 
most dangerous city to live in, inasmiicli as there is a 
magazine "of combustibles in almost eveiy street. Is it 
possible that the good Lady alludes to a magasin ch 
comestibles ? 


THE LAMB OE LAMBETH. 

["Fragment of a Fiver-side Romance of the Fat/,) 


He smote his odorous, if oleaginous, moleskins softly with his 
Titanic palm, and, pushing hack his closely-htting sealskin-cap from 
his simian forehead, lifted his prognathous 
jaw to the inky sky, and chuckled exult- 
s,ntly upward towards a far gleam of murky 
'k' moonlight. 

‘‘ Yeugh— yeugh — yeugh.! If this yer 

Ml ain’ t a spiffin lark, swelp me pickles I ” 

Mystic words, yet full of strange signifi- 
cance, ^the sinister shibboleth, of chartered 

Chartered ; for this river-side region was 
as much his home and happy hunting- 
ground as the jungles of Bengal— or Tiger 
Bay— to the Carnivora of the East or the 
East-End. 

A Eough Sketch. The dusk irregular heap at his bluchered 

feet seemed to stir slightly, and a sort of 
I suffocating sigh stole forth on the “ blend. ” of pottery-smoke, river- 
j stench, and sulphuretted hydrogen which in that region passed 
! for air. 

A crackling execration came from the snarling blubher-lips of tke 
moleskin’d Mystery, and be smote crashingly down on the nearest 
end of the heap with a lead- weighted truncheon he held in his 
dexter “ bunch 0’ fives.’’ 

A sharp spasm and— silence ! 

The Mystery looked around him. The mist-pall’d river rolled 
slnggishly before him, behind him, throngh the sombre reek, the 
sodden- walled slums reared themselves, curving to right and left 
lay the well-kept hroadway of the Embankment. There were way- 1 
farers about, here and there, they passed wide of the Mystery and | 
noticed him not. Plain folks were they, and Mysteries were no i 


business of theirs. A hundred yards to the right a hustling group 
howled and clamoured. ’Twas twenty Borough brutes “ limbing ” 
a Lambeth lout. As far to the left there was wild chuckling varied 
by a shrill shriek. The shriek came from the lips of a too efiusive 
woman who found her son lying with his skull fractured by a fiying 
brick \ the laughter from those of the cluster of young ruffians who 
had supplied the building material. 

The Mystery in Moleskin rubbed his horny hands together glee- 
fully, and danced a demoniac double-shuffle, varied by an occasional 
kick at the now silent and inert heap at his feet. 

m ■**■*■* * 

Splash ! The stream having raised only as much remonstrance as 
lies in a s^ound like the leap of a big fish, swept the burden entrusted 
to it away to join the many others of the same kind daily committed 
to its discreet care. 

And he moved on, for approaching slowly— slowly — and 
gazing attentively at the lights on the opposite bank of the river, 
was the airy and fortuitously noctivagant stroller, facetiously known 
as the Guardian of the Night. 

# 

“ I am a dirty old fellow, no doubt, from no fault of my own, 
though,” growled. Father Thames, indignantly, rising from his bed ; 
“ but I ’m not a Yenetian Canal, and I ’m not the Bosphorus, and I 
object to becoming a depository for Murder, as well as a receptacle 
for filth. Euffianism on my banks and Death in my current, the 
nocturnal recreations of the Lamb of Lambeth and his like, will 
have to be dealt with more summarily and satisfactorily, than by 
a formal q^uestion from an Alderman, or an optimistic reply from a 
Home Secretar3^” 

AisrswEB to an Esteemed Correspondent, who wants to know what 
“ The Bardo Treaty ” is ? If onr Esteemed Correspondent will call 
on Mr. Alfred Tennvson about lunch time, and will ask the Bard 
what he is going to stand, the latter, nnless he playfully replies that 
“he will stand none of his nonsense,” will give him a B. and S. 
Those whom he thus treats style the Laureate “ The Bard 0’ Treaty.” 

-a. E. D. . 


Toil. IjXXXH, 









^pwm""*‘'‘'ii 


"THE QUESTION OF — CANE” 

Deputy Chairman of Country School Board [there had been a row about a Child having been corrected). “ These 'eee Mastees ain't no 
CALL TO Cane the Childeen. Dame Crawly teaoheh Me, and teaohed all my Fam’ly, foe ’Ears and ’Ears, without ever 
A Seatin’ of hs, and she turned out pooty good Schollaeds, she did ! ” 


OXriDA PLAY-GIARISED; OE, HOW WOULD IT ACT? 

ScENE—il/a»<7^er[s room, ^oyal Propriety Theatre. Manager dis- 
covered keeping appointment to hear Distinguislied Authoress 
read an unvulgarised stage-adaptation of one of her own novels. 

Manager. Ah! You open the play in the smoking-room of a 
London Club? Excellent idea. Proceed, my dear Madam, with! 
your description of the scene. I am all attention. j 

Distinguished Authoress [continuing the reading from her MS.). 
“The scene represents a spacious easy chamber, lined with the laziest 
of divans, seen through a fog of smoke, and tenanted by nearly a 
score of men in every imaginable loose velvet costume. Some are 
puffing awa]^ in calm meditative comfort, others are talking hard 
and fast, while through the air, heavily weighted with the varieties 
of tobacco, from tiny cigarettes to giant cheroots, from rough howls 
full of cavendish, to Sybaritic rose-water hookahs, a Babel of 
sentences rises together. ^ As these rush in amongst each other, and 
are tossed across the eddies of smoke in the conflicting of tongues, 
loosened in the tahagie and made eloquent, though slightly inarticu- 
late by pipe-stems, the Curtain rises. 

Enter a tall fair man, with the limbs of a Hercules, the chest of 

aprize-flghter, and the lace of a Raphael angel ” ^ 

\_Continues reading for forty minutes pages of brilliant dialogue 
about horse-racing^ monkeys^ gambling^ training on venison 
and champagne^ demi-monde hroughams^ tcelshers, muscle, 
^^the Guards^ crack and other edifying trifles, carefully 
selected with a view to high-class comedy. 

Manager [sliMly lewildered). Hum I A little long, for a Prologue, 
a little long. Hum— yes I Are we near the end ? 

Distinguished Authoress. The End ? Here you are— the last line. 

“ Davis (muttering with a mastiff’s savage growl). Curse 
him. The d— d swell— he shan’t live long.” There, that brings 
the Curtain down well— eh ? 

Manager. Yes: hum: ha— very good— good. Bui [reflecting), 
do you know, I’m afraid a good deal of all that, excellent as it is, 
will bring the Lord Chahbeelain down too. 


Distinguished Authoress, Fonsense! Listen to this. [Deads.) 

“ Enter St. John Milton. — He is a delicate handsome creature, 
with a face like some pretty brunette’s, and has the air of a man 
who has been cut all to pieces a hundred times.” 

Manager [dubiously). Hum 1 Difficult part. I suppose we must 
put Smith into it. But he won’t look it. 

Distinguished Authoress. Ho, you must get a Erench Marquis who 
has matriculated in Africa : one who can speak English like a 
Sheeidah, and turn a double somersault like Pagoni. There are 
hundreds of them waiting for an engagement on the quays where 
stood the ancient Carthage. You had better telegraph. But listen 
to this. 

\^Continues more brilliant dialogue, in which a Mernber of Par- 
liament, a pleasant fellow, as gentle as a woman hut as wild 
as a grouse in November, listens to the cavalry officer's 
description of how he set the skulls of all the Asiatics he had 
ever killed, in a row on the top of the flat roof of his house, 
one illuminating night, in Calcutta, with the skulls all filled \ 
up with clay, and a candle stuck into each, lighting up the \ 
fleshless jaws and shining through the orbless eyes. 

Manager [rising). Oh, hut my dear Madam I Believe me, no 
audience— for audiences are critical now— will take that as a rational 
picture of the average British officer as commonly accepted in 
society. ^ You must, I fear, thrilling as it is, cut out the skulls. 

( Warming.) Why, ‘there would he a roar ! 

Distinguished Authoress. At what ? At the daring of a grande 
ame— a great soldier I Honsensel [Proceeds with the piece, and 
after fifty minutes more of brilliant dialogue about Phryne, Apis, 
St. John^s Wood, tigers^ eyeballs, Pommery and Greno, the Holy 
Grail, and gold-hued tropical birds, conUnuesC) “ Any (juite fresh 
scandal is a great relish. If you be discussing a divorce, for 
instance, you need not mind the presence of the relatives in the 
least,— scarcely of the husband nowadays. The only person whose 
feelings^ must not he hurt is the co-respondent. Where this last 
interesting personage is in the plural, you had better not invite two 
of them at the same time. They are sure to have either too much 
jealousy or too much compassion for one another.” 
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A MAN AMONGST THE LORDS OF THE ADMIRALTY. 

{B)iter Mr. Eendel. Semation /) 


Manager {seemg his opportunity of breaking in), Ha 1 ha ! capital ! 
Very good— very good !— pointed. JBut 1 am afraid just a little 
risquif ’EowBYev— {looking at watch) — if we could come to some 
action, now ? You ^11 permit me to say so, my dear lady, but the 
piece, admirably as it is written, does want action. 

Distinguished Authoress, Enseignez d votre grand-mere / Allans ! 
I was coming to it: what do you say to this as a bit of good 
stage-direction ? ( Continues,) “ Beltran, with his hand stBl at his 
throat, shakes him to and fro, as though he were a child, and beats 
his great shock head against the iron pillar. 

“ Nellie (listening to the dull thud, as his skull is again and again 
dashed against the iron, and gasping in awful fascination). You 
will kill him, my Lord— (she sei 2 es with both hands the sleeve of 
Beltran’s coat)— you will kill Mm 1 
“Beltran (without looking up). Why not? (He strikes the 
man’s skull yet again against the iron column, driving it home upon 
the metal as though he drove a nail in with a mallet,) 

“ NeUie (her great blue eyes dilating). Is he worth it, Sir ? 
“Beltran (with a quiet, contemptuous smile). I doubt if he be. 
(He flings the man down with a crash upon the floor.)” 

Manager {who has been listening now for two hours and three- 


miarters^ with determination), Good gracious, my dear Madam ! — 
but— the house would never stand it 1 Why, it ’s horrible, it ’s 

revolting ! In fact, it ’s— it ’s 

Distinguished Authoress, Perfectly true to nature, mon ami,' 
There ’s not a Peer in Burke who wouldn’t give a proletariat^ not of 
his order^ worse punishment than that ! 

Manager, Ah ! that may be. I don’t doubt it for a moment ; but j 
I should like to laiow who ’« to play the part f ^ ^ I 

Distinguished Authoress, Of that — Pen sais rien. That’s your 
business! Allans! Will you take the piece ? 

Manager [inspired by sudden Happy Thought), Leave it with me, 
my dear Madam ; and I ’ll let you Icnow, without fail,^ to-morrow ! 

{And he does, 

“ Those Cusses must let Jumbo come here, darn ’um ! ” 

Yes I he was right, and Jumbo goes to BAnirxria:. 

Mes. Rahsbotham tells us her married Sister has recently taken 
a charming house in Kensington. It is in the middle of a garden, 
surrounded by shrubs— indeed a perfect little JRussian Herhy, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTE.ACTED PROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Hovse of Conimons — Monday Night, March 13. — Mr. Wauton 
came dowa to-niglit prepared to do the State some seryice. Army 
Estimates down for Committee. Childers talks about the law and 
the necessity of haying a yote to-night. Gtladstone makes appeals 
on the score of public business, Mr. Wailton knows these things 
are meant for his ear, but is not to be turned aside from his 
purpose. 

“Army all yery well, and Nayy too,” he says to Mr. Whitley, 
“ but there ’s something undermining the constitution of this country, 
sucking its heart’s blood, and that is Patent Medicines. There are 
Patent Medicines and Patent Medicines. I ’ye tried ’em all. Pepsine 
Pills, warranted to strike only on the box ; Langallibale’s Lotion ; 
the Anonymous Ointment ; the Cheerful Cherry Pectoral; Cinder 
Biscuits ; Delicious Dog Soap ; Corn Plasters for the Corpulent ; 
Digestible Worm Powders; the Wonderful Wafer; the Bashful Beetle 
Poison ; Widow Whelpton’s Pills— I ’ye tried ’em all, in short, and 
now look at me ! Been a good deal of talk, I know, about my wear- 
ing gloyes. Heyer had ’em off since the Speaker took the Chaii*. 
Know what people say. Most of them think I’ye taken a yow 
neyer to take my gloyes off till Gladstone ’s deposed. All a flam, 
dear Whitley, Fact is, I’ye been experimenting with Patent 
Medicines and Powders, till I rather expect you will see something 
when I do take ofl my gloyes.” 

Interesting sight to see Warton during early proceedings, 
siirrounded by flysheets of advertisements, and treatises on the 
Pharmacopoeia. Also a choice selection of samples, bought regardless 
of expense, at one shilling and three-liaUpence the bottle, au neatly 
arranged on the Bench, with interstices filled np by pill-boxes o'f 



Signors Gorsto and Yartoni in their popular Duet, “ Why don’t he name 
the day ” 

various sizes. Wartoh hands about a pill-box for snuff, but no one 
cares for one just now. Tried very hard to get Big gar to take a 
dose of the Immaculate Embrocation. Biggar said he was pretty 
well at the moment : but accepted a small box of voice lozenges, 
and a bottle of Towle’s Cimolite, which he said he ’d try on The 
O’Goehah MaHOjN, 

A few words on Egypt apropos Army Estimates. Then, passing 
over Industrial Schools, we reach Mr. Warxon’s Motion. Unfor- 
tunately at the moment W, was refreshing himself with a packet 
of soothing powder, having first rubbed into his hair a small bottle 
of Mariam’s Meat Juice. Just swallowing a dose of Congreve’s 
Chimethloplastron (recommended for chilblains), when he dis- 
covered Mr. Eedmond on his legs talking about Ireland. The 
Irishman had stolen a march on him ! He had lost his turn ; and, 
folding up his pill-boxes like the Arab, he stole away, though not 
quite so silently, repeating to himself several times the form of 
affirmation. 

Business done, — Army Estimates introduced. 

Tuesday Night. — “ McIter is a well-meaning young man,” Har- 
cotot said just now, critically eyeing the Member for Birkenhead. 
‘ But his Parliamentary manner is uncommonly like that of a Jack- 
in-the-box.” 

When one comes to think of it, that’s true. Some kind of mental 
dynamite suddenly goes off in the great mind of McIver, and in an 
instant he is up on his feet.^ The House roars. M. holds out hand 
deprecatingly, and turns his innocent and spectacled face (so like 
the late Mr, 'Toots) from side to side, feebly smiling. Gets off a few 


words. Speaker interposes on point of order, and M. shoots down on 
his seat as if the spring were withdrawn. Up again with hand 
outstretched, and spectacled face more than ever like ilfr. Toots, 

“ If the House will pardon me,” he says, in a voice that does not 
seem to belong to him, “ I will give them a few; details.” 

House not inclined to pardon him in any cirennistances. With 
the prospect of a few details impossible. A sustained roar, as if 
Jumbo had been got into the box, and was surprised to find the door 
shut. It is now that M. is so like a Jack-in- the-Box. Momentarily 
isappears from sight. Just as the House thinks all is over, there he 
is again in exactly the same attitude, with hand pleadingly out- 
stretched, a hysterical smile spread over the lower part of his 
features, and head turning rapidly from side to side, like a Man- 
darin in a tea-shop. House howls, M. disappears, brief silence, 
M. shoots up again ; whereupon such a roar, that his glasses jingle 
on his nose. Concludes he will return to his speech another day. 

House Counted Out at half-past seven. Hot unreasonable, seeing 
it sat till four this morning. “Most astonishing place this,” says 
Mr. Lyon Playfair. “ Last night, Government night, private Mem- 
bers bring on miscellaneous motions occupying the time till a quarter 
to One, when business begins. To-night, private Members’ night ; 
might have had it ail to themselves, and they all cut off like school- 
boys, leaving House to he counted. If what took place last night 
up to a quarter to One, had been transplanted to to-night, evening 
might have been pleasantly occupied, and the business of the nation 
might have been done.” 

Curious how old Members stick to traditions of the place. Here ’s 
Lvon Plavfair who, with all he has undergone, thinks the House 
of Commons is a place where the primary object is to do business I 

Thursday Here ’s Forster been doing something agam. 

Begin to give up all hope of his reformation. Only just looked in, 
and don’t know yet what it is j evidently something fearful. Expect 
he’s shot a landlord from behind a hedge : or been out marauding at 
night with his face more than usually dirty, and being one of a 
party of twenty, has dragged a man out of bed and shot him in the 
knees ; or, perhaps, it is a woman whom, being backed np by Young 
Hopeful and supported by a body of armed men, he’s heroically 
dragged out of her homestead, with murderous threats ; or maybe 
he ’s only ruined some tradesman by boycotting him ; or x>erhaps 
he ’s been found out in the still more agreeable and gentlemanly 
pursuit of living at ease in the Westminster Palace Hotel on the 
coppers of Irish servant-girls and the dollars of American Fenians. 

Don’t wonder he looks so guilty with his head sunk on his breast, 
and his hair in a state of revolution. Sail on, Sexton ! Bowl away, 
Biggar ! Hark forward, Healy ! Come on, Callan I Never let it 
be said that because a mau is a Minister he snail not be punished for 
these things, or at least held up to the scorn of honest men. 

Say all this to Dilke. “You’d better wait till you know what 
it ’s all about,” says he ; “ it ’s as well to do that before talking about 
it.” 

^ It may be in ordinary circumstances, but it certainly is not par- 
liamentary. Dilke says all this hullabaloo which has so excited my 
ingenuous mind, is because Forster, when he went to speak at 
TuUamore, let the Irish Times know, but didn’t tell Freeman's 
Journal, If that ’s so, must tear out that leaf of my Diary. Have 
had a little too much of the Freeman and its business affairs of 
late, Healy, the other day, stopped Committee of Supply while he 
wanted to know why some advertisement was sent to “ the Scotsman 
of Glasgow” and not to Freeman's Journal, All very well to 
help a colleague ; but rather hard on the House. 

Lawson says he ’s goin^ to strike a bargain with Gray. Ask him. 
how much he ’s lost on this and similar transactions. Propose a vote 
in Supply, and so have done with it. “ Save several days in the 
Session,” ne says, “ and the country is rich.” Wilfrid is evidently 
coming round to correct views on the matter of compensation. 

Business done.—Jdg to midnight none. Then Trevelyan intro- 
duced Navy Estimates in excellent speech. 

Friday Everybody getting up Memorials to the Prime 

Minister about everything. C. Kussell wants the British 
taxpayer to buy out the Irish Landlords, and present the holdings 
to the Tenants. McFarlane wants feather-beds for the suspects at 
Kilmainham, and a sugar-basin a-pieee when they take hot whiskey, 
instead of having lumps doled out to them as at present. Hewde- 
GATE wants Mr. Labouchere expelled ; and Stafford Horthcote 
wants the loan of one of H. M, ships to be placed at the disposal of 
K-andolph, so that he can go on a cruise that will not bring 
Mm back till September. All these Memorials are extensively 
signed.” 

Must do something myself. Session wearing on, and my name’s 
scarcely been in the papers. Shall get up Memorial to the Prime 
Minister, praying that grilled hones and London porter be supplied 
to all Members on production of their cards, when the House sits 
after one o’clock a.m. Fancy this will be pretty extensively 
signed. 

Budncss done,— Hoik about Borneo. Some small votes in Supply, 
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ALMACK’S EEDIYIVUS. 


PRACTICE FOR THE BOATRACE. 


There have been rumours for some months past that there would be a revi- 
val of Almack’s this season, and this proves to be the case .” — Morning Fo&t. 


Almacz’s again ! how strange it 
^ seems, 

This last of Tashion’s changes, 
And backward in the world of 
dreams 

The Singer’s fancy ranges ; 

To beaux and belles of ancient 
days, 

When CoETDON and Phxllis 
Won tribute from Morrisian 
lays, 

Within the halls of Willis. 

They come each exquisite and 
buck, 

Who shook the dice at hazard, 
And who, when flushed with wine 
and luck. 

Scored “Charleys” o’er the 
niazard. 

Each dandy who in coat sub- 
lime 

Laughed loud, drank deep, 
made merry, 

The heroes of the golden lime, 

Of famous Tom and Jeiry, 

Once more we see Boh Logic' s\ 
“ specs,” I 

And Tom so curly-hatted, 

The wondrous shawls that swathed 
their necks, 

So terribly cravatted. 

We see them at the masquerade, 

With all its fun and fury, 

The visits to the Op’ra paid, 

And Green-room of Old Drury. 


And now shall Almack’s come 
once more, 

With all its tapers gleaming, 

The highborn dames who took the 
floor, 

Mid Stars and Georges dream- 
ing. 

Shall we at Almaek’s “sport a 
toe,” 

High destiny fulfllling, 

As that old song said long ago, 

Through mazes of quadriUing. 

“The grave Lord Keeper led the 
brawls,” 

Unless the story false is ; 

Will Gladstone, at these public 
balls, 

Lead Langtet down the 
waltzes ? 

Will Seldoehe twirl and pirou- 
ette, 

A veritable Shaker, 

And B RIGHT onWednesdays forget 

That he was born a (Quaker ? 

An age of Plutocrats and prigs, 

We may perchance laugh 
louder, 

But wit methinks went out with 
wigs, 

And epigram with powder. 

You can’t bring back old times 
to-day, 

Though some folks have a bias 

Eor standing, as the Classics say, 

Within “ antiquas vias ! ” 



BIG STOEIES FOE LITTLE HUlCAITITAEIAirs. 

“ Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! ” — Blderly Lady^ 

Ho. I.-JOSEPH AHD THE JELLT-EISH. 

Joseph was wandering along the shore at Dover, and he saw a 
poor helpless Jelly-flsh that had been left by the tide on the sand. 

His first impulse was to 
shovel it up with his spade 
and cast it into the sea: 
his second thought was to 
touch it gently. (Many 
children would not have 
been so bold, but Joseph 
knew his Tract for the 
Time by heart, and was a 
brave boy.) He patted it, 
and stroked it with the 
greatest reverence, and he 
found it icy cold. Joseph 
shed tears as he said, 
“ Ha ! Ho doubt this poor 
Jelly-fish has been out all night in the cold and the wet, without 
even a great- coat, or an umbrella, or a pair of goloshes, while I was 
sleeping in a nice warm bed, after a bountiful supper and a quarrel 
with m:ir Hurse ! ” He tenderly raised the Jelly-nsh in his spade, 
placed it in his little wooden pail, covered it carefully with sea- 
weed, and took it home. He knew there was not a moment to be 
lost, so, placing it in a large basin, he determined to give it a warm 
bath. He lifted the ketfle from the nursery fire, and poured its 
contents on his patient. To his horror the Jelly-fish vanished alto- 
gether and a savoury odour pervaded the nursery ! 

At this moment Admiral Sihbad, Joseph’s papa, came in, and 
inquired what was going on. He smiled as he listened to his son’s 
simple story. Suddenly his eyes sparkled, and placing his hands on 
the boy’s sunny curls, he said, “ Joseph, my lad, you have done 
well. Tour kindness has not been thrown away. Though you 
have sacrificed the Jelly-fish, you have probably made one of the 
greatest gastronomic discoveries of the age!” And if ever you 
dine with the Admiral, and have some of his famous Jelly-fish Soup, 
you will come to the conclusion that the grateful father did not over- 
rate the discovery of his little son. 


[By Dumh‘Crambo Junior.) 



A Siidirig Scat. 



A Steady Pall. 



Quick Recovery. 



The Crew in Comfortable Quarters. 


THE MODERN PROMOTERS^ DIARY. 

[Adapted from the Original American,) 

Jfon Jay. —Beceived Prospectuses of my new Company, “ The 
Under-the-Sea-to- Australia Submarine Tunnel Association.” Sent 
out invitations to all the principal people in the Court Guide^ 

YwfsJay.— Accompanied the Editors of the Daily Papers, the 
Members of the Boyal Academy, and the Fellows of the Boyal 
Society, to see proposed terminus of the “ U. S. A. S. T. Association ” 
at Brighton. Breakfast d la Francaise at the ‘ ‘ Bedford ” afterwards. 

Wednesday. ^CsLTTiQdi the Commander-in-Chief, the First Lord of 
the Admiralty, and their respective suites to Dover, to see if a 
branch line of the “U. S. A. S, T. Association (terminus defended 
by the Castle) could not he established under Sbakspeare’s Clifi. 
Luncheon subsequently at the “ Lord "Warden.” 

TAwrs Jay. “Conducted all the Dukes and Duchesses and Pro- 
fessional Beauties in Town to Eastbourne, to see if the sea appeared 
adapted for the construction of the^ “ U. S. A. S. T. Association.” 
Grand garden-party after the inspection, in the Devonshire Park, 

Friday , — Attended their Boyal Highnesses to Hastings, and had 
the honour of explaining to them that it was proposed to make the 
Submarine Tunnel, promoted by the “ U. S. A, S. T. Association,” 
under the sea. Was permitted to make arrangements for the special 
train to Hastings, the private Boyal Dinner in a marquee, &c., &c. 
Their Boyal Highnesses expressed their satisfaction at their day’s 
amusement. 

iS'aiwr Jay.— Acted as cicerone to a large party of guests, consisting 
, of the Members of both the Houses of Parliament, all the Managers 
of the Metropolitan Theatres, the Directors of the London General 
Omnibus Company (Limited), the Lord Mayor and Corporation of 
Loudon, the Judges, the Metropolitan Magistrates, the Commanding 
Officers of all the Metropolitan Yolunteer Corps, Captain Shaw, C.B., 
the Bev. Mr. Haweis, the Senior Master in Lunacy, the Benchers of 
Lincoln’s Inn, Mr. Alfred Teneysoh, the Council of the Boyal 
College of Surgeons, the Secretary of the Charity Organisation 
Society, the Lord Chamberlain, the Members of the Marylebone 
Cricket Club, the Commissioners of Police, the Chief Babbi, the 
Fellows of the Boyal Zoological Society, Mr. Scott (personal attend- 
ant on Jumbo) the Head Master of Westminster School, the Dean 
of Christ Church, The Coroner of Her Majesty’s Household, Messrs. 
Maskelyhe and Cooh, the Lecturers of Gresham College, and Mr, 
Palgeave Simpsoh, to Bamsgate, to see if the harbour would inter- 
fere with the “U. 8. A. S. T. Association.” Supper and fireworks 
subsequently, at the “ Granville.” 

/Sunday. '-Bent out 2,437 invitations for next week. 


A eeceht traveller in Borneo observes that, whatever his own 
impressions of the island might be, he was sure that he had left a 
wonderful immessiou behind him. Being asked to explain, he 
replied that “He had left a great Dent in Borneo.” 


“ Alice m Wohdeelahd,”— Alice at the Zoological when her 
Jumbo has departed. 




‘'READY! AYE READY 

Mrs. ronsoiibij de Tomlcyns. That Laby was EviDEJfTLY intended by Natube fob a Cuixese, Sir Chables ! I wonder 
WHO SEE can be ?” 

Sir Charles^ “She happens to be my Sister, Lady Pjlantagenet de la Zouche. May I ask why tod think Natdbb 

INTENDED HER FOR A 

Mrs. P. de T, {equal, as usual, to the emergency), “She struck me as having such exquisitely Small Feet I 


PUNCirS PARLIAMENTARY REPORM BILL. 

All] Members of Parliament to be paid an annnal salary by their 
constituents, sufficient to secure a certain standard of professional 
ability, 

Ro Member of Parliament to be a Director of more than ten public 
Companies, or to hold more than two public appointments at the 
same time. 

Every Member of Parliament to be in his place on the first of 
January, and to remain in his place, with the exception of a month’s 
holiday in the autumn, until the fi.rst of January following. 

Parliamentary, or office-hours, to be from ten o’clock in the 
morning until six o’clock at night. 

All extra hours after six o’clock at night to be discountenanced as 
much as possible ; but when inevitable, to be treated and paid for as 
“ overtime,” 

In all “cqunts-out” (if any) the Members absent, unless from 
unavoidable illness, to be fined not less than one guinea each, the 
money to be paid into a fund for aged and infirm Members. 

No Bill to be discussed more than ninety-six hours in the aggre- 
gate, and no Act of Parliament to be longer than four sheets of 
folio foolscap. 

All purely local questions to be fully discussed in departmental 
Parliament—or Committee-Rooms-' one devoted to Ireland, and 
another to Scotland, and to he brought only before the General 
Assembly when ripe for action. 

Every Member of Parliament to be subject to re-election every 
year, and to dismissal by constituents at three months’ notice. 

No taxes, on any pretence, to he voted imtil near the close of the 
working year, and after the annual stock-taking in December, 

The country to be divided^ at once, into electoral districts, so that 
population and representation may be brought into harmony with 
each other. 


No provincial Member to have a voice or a vote in or upon any 
question— such as the opening and closing of public-houses, the 
regulation of theatres, or the dismal Sabbath— which may be properly 
regarded as a purely metropolitan question, 

AE bad language and misbehaviour during debate to he checked 
by fines, and, if necessary, by suspension of salary, in the discretion 
of the Speaker or Chairman. 


THE MOST-EAYOURED-NATION CLADSE-AND EFFECT. 

Madame Julie ^ of the Chausee d^Antin, Tant mieux, we shan’t 
see so many of those abominably ugly ulsters that used to spot the 
beautiful Boulevards, and there will be an end of Ihose dowdy straw 
hats and bonnets. At last we shall be left alone with our Taste. No 
more cold cream, Justine ? How am I to put on my rouge ? It is 
shameful, four-hundred francs a pot, because of the tariff. It is 
really too dear even for a com:qlexion. What are our Legislators 
thinking of ? They are tempting Providence, for most assuredly 
if we go out in our own hair and our own skins— there ’ll he a 
Revolution, ^ 

Miss Rosie {Memheress of Bectivite Moyne Stuffs {and Nonsense) 
Society), Do without France, indeed ! Just let them see. Give us 
Huddersfield and we ’ll do without the world. Let me see, I am going 
to he married next week, and they say a nice linsey wolsey— No ; I 
can’t go to church in a linsey wolsey, and the Committee may say 
what they like about a handsome cheviot— the Committee isn’t going 
to be married, I suppose, and can’t feel like a bride. I regard the 
suggestion of cotton print as a positive insult. There is no help for 
it, Papa will have to spend his next year’s income on a Lyons silk ; 
and as for the orange-flowers, as they must come from Nice, I sup- 
pose all he gave us to begin house-keeping with must go for them. 
And oh, what will Fred think of me if 1 appear without Eau des 
and in Bloomsbury-made boots ? 










IDIOMS RENDERED LITERALLY. 

“ Aoh, Vaiter ! " “Yessik!” 

“After zis, I vottld like to become a Telsoh Rappit !” 
“ ! ! I! ? ? ? ? ” 


EEMAEKABLE EOMANCES. 

By a Ramller. 

IS^o. I -THE MARTYR. 

He was a long-legged youth, with a costly walkingstick in his 
hand, and a large white dower in his button-hole, and he sat next 
to me in a front stall at the Friyolity Theatre, Ever and anon he 
sighed and groaned with such fervour that he completely distracted 
my attention from the polished humour of the three-act Burlesgue- 
Drama (so different from the old head-over-heels-in-aud-out-of-my- 
lady’s-chamber Extravaganza), which was being performed. It was 
after he had uttered one subdued wail of more than womanly 
tenderness that my heart fairly yearned towards him, and I made 
bold to address him as to the cause of his woe. At first he either 
did not hear or did not heed me, but when I was half way through 
the fourth time of asking, he turned his eyeglass plaintively towards 
me, and murmured, “ Don’t mind me, I am a miserable martyr.” 

“ Curiosity is often the handmaid of pity,” says the late lamented 
writer, "VYagglethoepe of West Drayton, and so I proceeded to 
inquire in what way and from what cause he was suffering ? He 
pointed silently to the programme with his finger, and I read, 
“ Unprecedented Success* 2000^A night of the sparkling farcical 
play* ‘ The Fairy with the Golden Socks ; or, the Good Young Gtirl 
who Dyed: ” 

A convulsive shudder shot through my neighbour’s frame as he 
read these words. 

“ There,” he whispered hoarsely, “ is my fate.” 

“ How so ?” I asked. 

“ Because,” he whispered, wildly, “I have seen this confounded 
trash two thousand times. 1 was here the first night, and an irre- 
sistible impulse has compelled me to return on every evening since. 
Don’t suppose 1 enjoy myself. I simply loathe the piece. I knew 
all the dialogue backwards, till it disappeared in gag, which I can 
repeat with equal ease. I can imitate all the low comedians ; I can 


sing all the songs; I can execute all the dances. In short, Mr. 
Gl-U)STOne is not more versed in the mysteries of a Budget than am 
I in the ways of this burlesque. And yet it is slowly killing 

The single diamond which confined his snowy shirtfront heaved 
with emotion, and small pieces of quill fell from the toothpick which 
he clutched nervously between his teeth. 

“Do you see,” he continued hoarsely, “do you see that angelic 
being on the Prompt side, in apple- green tights and a man’s collar ? 
She has doomed me. She is the fatal Circe who lures me to this 
theatre. Y’ou must^ know, Old Chappie,” he added, in a more 
commonplace and resigned tone of voice, “ she has mashed me.” 

“Good heavens ! ” 1 cried, “ what do you mean ? ” 

‘ ‘ The fi.rst time I saw her, she sent a glance over the footlights in 
my direction. That glance, Sir, has cost me over a thousand pounds’ 
worth of stalls, and rather more than double that amount in bouquets, 
while three West End jewellers have enlarged their premises since 
I dealt with them, and a French hon-hon manufacturer talks of 
retiring from business. I tell you that if this piece is not taken off 
I shall be ruined, and probably "quit this world in a manner incom- 
patible with my birth and education.” 

Here he gave a deep sigh, like the east wind soughing in a pine 
wood, just as the performers on the stage were executing a dance of 
delight at the termination of their labours. 

“My duties are not yet over,” cried my new-found acquaintance. 
“ Come, and you shall see ! ” 

He plunged recklessly through the spectators, heeding little the 
agonised and often opprobrious cries with which his progress was 
greeted, and I foRowed as best I could in his wake. I came up to 
him round a corner, where he was standing in front of a dimly 
lighted portal of modest dimensions. Around him was a crowd, for 
the most part composed of beings arrayed like unto the Martyr. 
There was no talking in their midst ; Melancholy seemed to have 
marked them for her own ; and by the light of an adjacent gas-lamp 
I could see that a relentless scowl was fixed upon their fair young 
brows, while the determination set upon their lips was not generally 
concealed by hirsute adornments. A slight movement was presently 
perceptible. My unfortunate acquaintance was visibly affected, and 
hastily mopped his countenance with an embroidered cambric 
handkerchief. 

“It’s she,” he murmured, leaning against the lamp-post for 
support. “ She ’s always first.” 

The form of a lady with her features closely veiled, passed swiftly 
by us and entered a brougham standing by the pavement. 

“ Home!” said a woman’s voice, a door banged, and the vehicle 
rolled away. Clutching hold of my arm, the Martyr reeled into a 
neighbouring house of refreshment, and called for a glass of brandy 
diluted with soda-water. 

“Did you see that ? ” he asked abruptly, almost fiercely, after he 
had drained the goblet. 

“She didn’t seem very pleased to see you,” I observed— -by way of 
sympathy. 

“Pleased to see me!” he echoed loudly, nay, almost howled. 
“ Why, great heavens, man, J never spoke to her in my life ! ” 

I gazed on the speaker for some few seconds, pressed my fingers to 
my burning brow, and then rushed violently forth into the night. 

The fate of that man overpowered me. I think of him more in 
sorrow than in anger. The burlesque drama is stiR running. 


Crystal Palace Electrical Exhibition. 

The Daily News says that “ Johjs'SOH ahd Phillips show centi- 
pedes, buoys, and mushrooms.” 

“ Good gracious ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Ramsbotham, when this was 
read aloud to her. “ Fancy an Electric Centipede ! Why, we shaR 
be having Electric Blackbeetles next ! I dare say that was one of 
’em I saw the other day in the hall, for the shock it gave me I never 
shaR forget. I hope none of my nephews wiR turn out Electric 
Boys, or they don’t come here for their holidays. I ’ll never eat 
another Mushroom. Read on, my dear.” 


Supply I 

Though the Session, as far as it has gone, has been productive 
of nothing but pot and kettle discussions, and the prospect of any 
beneficial and necessary legislation is as remote as ever, the first 
signs of “Supply” are hegianing^ to show themselves. Govern- 
ment may be paralysed, but taxation is never prostrate. In most 
trades it has been found highly undesirable to pay for work in 
advance, but legislation and government are exempt from the ordi- 
nary laws of business. If “ Suj^pljr ” were deferred till August the 
country might get some value for its money ; perhaps ? 

Just poe a Change,— I n Romeo and Juliet^ Mr. Ievistg to play 
the Apothecary* 






142 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[March 25, 1882. 


‘‘ FOESTEETEE IJT 
MODO,” &c. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 76. 


“DEINK, PEETTY 
CEEATUEE, DEINK ! » 


(For a Kilmainham Concert 
in their extra hour and a 
half after supper,) 

The Art of IrisE Govern- 
ment 

Is as simple as can be 
With your Forsterter in 
modo and 

Your suaviter in re» 


You keep six hundred 
people 

Tightly under lock and 
. key, 

With your Forsterter in 
modo and 

Your suaviter in re. 


You don’t allow a trial, 
For that would folly be, 
With your Forsterter m 
modo and 

Your suaviter m re. 


You pass an Irish Land 
Act, 

W hich all Lawyers hail 
^ with glee, 

With your Forsterter in 
modo and 

Your suaviter in re. 

Its work will last a century 
Or two, and may be 
three. 

With your Forsterter in 
modo and 

Your suaviter in re. 

And sixty thousand soldiers 
Must always ready be 

With your Forsterter in 
modo and 

Your suaviter in re. 


The Eeht that Paddy 
wouldn’t mind Paying.— 
A Peppercorn Kent. 



ALFEED THE GEEAT. 

** What we call ode Baud ’s our Best, 

And mat his Poetry never be Werse ! ” 

Ealfred Minor, 


Mr. Hoyle has again 
done a public service in 
making up the figures of 
our Annual Drink Bill. In 
1881 he shows an increase 
j of nearly five millions ster- 
ling; the total, without 
tobacco, being over one 
hundred and twenty-seven 
millions of suction for the 
year. One hundred mil- 
lions of this represent 
drink, and the odd twenty- 
seven millions the duty or 
taxation taken by the 
Government. 

Putting it this way, the 
drinkers pay the cost of 
the Army and Navijr, or 
the interest on the National 
Debt. When sobriety be- 
comes universal, it will be 
a bad day for the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer, 

Sots wha’ hae for Glad- 
stone bled, 

Sots wham Bruce* by nose 
has led, 

Taxes are by drinking fed, 

Drink, and pay, and die ! 

* Lord Neverdare, the 
great Licensing Peer, 


If True ! 

‘*lt is reported that the 
Empress of Austria’s famous 
horse Eihihst was ridden to 
death by his mistress in a stag- 
hunt with the Duo d’AUMALB 
at Chantilly .” — Daily News, 

Nihilist lolled by ^ an 
Empress ! Eetribution. 
But this Nihilist was a 
horse. The real Nihilist is 
not so noble an animal. 


MR. GREENHOEFS EXPERIENCES. 

THE SAECASTIC ATJCTIONEEE, 

^ I HAVE just met with a curious case that seems to indicate a change 
in the habits or system of the above highly respectable and conscien- 
tious class of Gentlemen, 

lately to a sale of “ Important Works of Art,” as the 
Dms described them to be,^ and found a very small audience assem- 
bled, who were listening with most provoking calmness to the biting 
sarcasms 9^ R much-excited Auctioneer, who, having apparently 
failed .to induce those present to bid, by the ordinary persuasions of 
nis professional brethren, was trying tne efiect of the novel system 
above alluded to. 

For instance, a neighbour having offered three guineas for a rather 
large Landscape, which I thought possessed some considerable merit, 
1 ventured to bid three and a half, when, to my great astonishment, 
I was immediately assailed with a series of most ironical suggestions 
from the Auctioneer. 

He asked me, to the_ great amusement of the rest of the small 
audience, whether, leaving out of question altogether the value of 
the beautiful work of Art now before me, and scarcely hoping that 
1 would give some slight consideration to the presumed vafiie of the 
handsome frame, I would favour him with a bid for about the value 
pi the glass 1 ‘ Would not three and a half guineas,” he continued, 
be a rather low price to give for the Picture if it were only for the 

S ®® Pr, puttmg it up in my garden as a cock-shy for my 
en ? Shouts of laughter from the audience followed this 
remarkable suggestion, ^ 

Providence has been kind to me in many respects, and I have no 
children, and I am not quite certain that I thoroughly understand 
the exact nature of a cockshy. 

But, be that as it may, surely this is a strange way in which to be 


treated for the simple offence of bidding three and a half guineas 
for a picture which was eventually knocked down for five. 

I ventured once more, after allowing myself sufficient time to 
recover my usual equanimity, to again follow the lead of a neigh- 
bour, and bid three guineas for a little picture by Boddington, 
when the Auctioneer burst out again, and said he thought that, 
with another such sale, and with just such another lot of similar 
lively bidders, he should quietly go home and commit suicide ! 

Surely this was a somewhat unnecessarily strong threat, but, 
strange to say, instead of exciting in others, as of course it did in 
me, feelmgs of heartfelt sorrow for the poor man, the announcement 
was received with a shout of derisive laughter ! 

Could they; have doubted his sincerity i* 

Be this as it may, I carried off my treasure, and am quite satisfied 
with my bargain ; the only drawback to my thorough enjoyment of 
its beauty being a slight fear lest I may inadvertently have been 
the innocent cause of the death of an amiable Auctioneer, who may 
have fallen a victim to a too sensitive nature. 

Joseph Greenhorn, 


NO JOKE FOR JURYMEN. 


Lock the Jury up together, 

Lock them up the livelong 
night, 

Even in the closest weather I 
Is it rational ? is it right ? 


What pretence can lawyers put 
up 

For a rusty rule, but fudge ? 
Why, a Jury when you shut up, 
Not as well shut up the Judge ? 


* When the Channel Tunnel Company’s operations get below low- 
water mark, they wUl come under tne control of the Government,” 
said the Premier. So do the operations of most people who get 
below low- water mark, as they end in the Bankruptcy Court. 
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OUR BOYS’ NOVELIST. 

BEIXG STORIES OF mU) SPOKT AND STIRRIXa ADVENTURE, POE THE AMUSE ilENT AND DESTRUCTION OS 

THE YOUTHS OP ALL HATIOKS. 



FEARFUL FATE OF THE LAST OF THE HAZ PIRATES. 


YOUNG HARRYr 

OR, 

WITH THE HAZ PIRATES FROM THE HEBRIDES TO THE HAY ANNAS. 

(i?y the Author of “ The Madcap Middies^ and the Menniaqxic Indians of the Strait TFe&t Coast f) 


CHAP. Y. 

A PERILOUS ESCAPE. 

“ ’It ’im ! ’it ^im too ! ’it ’caps on ’em ! ” 
cried Haeet. as, in Eis excitement, he 
dropped an Haz Pirate at each shot of his 
revolver. 

Jack and Sambo now hurried to their 
friend’s assistance, discharging their pistols 
in'every direction. 

In the confusion caused by the smoke, and 
the sudden discomfiture of the Pirates, 
Harry seized Cachrca in his arms, and, 
followed by Jack hearing Daisy, joined 
Sambo at the entrance of the cave, which 
they now discovered, for the first time, was 
some hundred feet above the sea-shore. 

How to descend ? 

^‘The plan is easy,” said Harry, “Let 


us form ourselves into a line, and then drop 
ourselves over gradually.” 

The noble high-spirited girls consented to 
lower themselves for this once. 

Then, as they reached the shore, they gave 
a hearty cheer, which was echoed by a yell of 
despair from the Pirates above, as each one 
of them, in a fit of hopeless rage, absolutely 
changed colour and became a vivid yeller. 

“ Mine I Mine for ever ! ” cried Harry 
and Jack, as they embraced Caciujca and 
Daisy respectfully. 

“ Hush ! ” said Sambo, who had got his ear 
to the ground, and was Hstening intently. 

A strange sound fell on their ears. 

Was it the sound of a fish ? 

No : of a dog. 

Sambo, creeping on his hands and knees, 
beckoned them to follow him. 


I CHAP. YI. 

! PLIGHT AND PURSUIT. 

An old man in the dress of a Buccaneer 
was seated by a Pirate Ship, on whose black 
; huH was painted the death^s-head and cross- 
bones, Sambo pointed as he whispered to the 
others, “ It was him coffin we heard.” 

“ He seems to he an old sea-dog,” muttered 
Harry, 

“ And that ’s his barque,” replied Jack. 

“ Secure him! and the ship is ours,” cried 
Harry. 

The old man started to^ his feet, with a 
sword in one hand and a pistol in the other, 
when, on seeing Cachuca, he threw all his 
arms in the air, and uttered a loud cry of sur- 
prise and joy, while Cachuca turned deadly 
pale, and would have f aUen hut for Harry. 
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“I am not a pirate,” gasped tlie old man, 
corLYulsively. ‘‘I have been their prisoner 
for years, and have worn this hateful disguise. 
Behold 1 ” and so saying, he tore of the 
Buccaneer’s dress, his long beard, with which 
went a pair of spectacles, a false nose, and a 
grey wig, and appeared before them in the 
costume of an elderly Grandee of Spain. 

*‘My name,” he said proudly, “is Don 
Bolero.” 

“Ha!” exclaimed Cachtjca, every fibre 
in her body thrilling with intense excitement. 

“In consequence of political trouble, I 
became a Tabooed ITobleman. Dor many 
years I had to hide my head, as you see,” he 
added, pointing to the wig, “ and the Pirates 
stole me while I was asleep. Disappointed 
at not obtaining a ransom, they made me 
their slave, nay more, their bunoon, for in 
the evening they compelled me to dance to 
amuse them. Fortunately, when I was 
young, I was an accomplished dancer ” 

“You were ! ” sobbed CACirtJCA. 

“ Yes,” he said, as turning a pirouette and 
standing on one pointed toe, with his left leg 
in the air, he gracefully extended his hands 
to the weeping girl, “,yes, you inherit the 
talent. You are Cachtjca, the dancer ” 

“ And you ? ” inquired Harry, eagerly. 

“ And I ?— I am her Grand Pa I ” 

“I thought my Grand Pa was executed 
long ago,” said CACHtrcA, simply. Then they 
embraced. 

“ She is nobly born, then ? ” asked Harry, 
sadly. 

“She is,” replied Don Bolero. “Her 
father was my son, whose mother did honour 
to a long line of Spanish Springds Hun-hy- 
unos ; her mother was of the great Fandango 
family, and her uncle was Don Cliquo ni 
Castagnetto.” 

“And I am nameless!” sighed Harry. 
But there was no time for mournful thoughts, 
as the Pirates were already on their track, 
and in the offing appeared another vessel 
of the same build as that which they were 
now launching. 

Don Bolero now introduced them to the 
other captives, who having been his com- 
panions in misery were eager to serve as 
their crew. They were a Tiller, who had 
been kidnapped while he was ploughing the 
ocean ; a Painter, who was strongly attached 
to the ship when the Pirates captured it ; and 
a small British Ensign, made prisoner in an 
engagement. 

They all worked with a wiU, and in less 
than ten minutes the vessel was quite at sea. 

“What’s she doing?” asked Harry, as 
he watched the Pirate Ship through his glass, 

“Forging ahead,” replied Don Bolero. 

“ Another crime ! ” murmured Cachuca, 

“I’ll bring ’em to,” said Jack, who had 
just loaded one of the biggest guns, “I’ll 
send ’em a hundred pound note. You fire 
the other,” he said, turning to Harry. 

“I’m better with mjr pistol,” replied 
Young Harry, citing his revolver as an 
instance in point, 

Boom—bang—bash I 

“ Hooray ! ” shouted Sambo. “ Haked her 
fore and after ! shot away her rudder and all 
her masts.” 

Young Harry and Jack had had some ex- 
perience as pupils at a boarding school, which 
was now of the greatest service to them, as 
they knew how Pirates could be boarded by 
the weak * so the three lads at once seized 
the grappling irons, and knocking all who 
attempted to oppose their attack into the 
sea, th^ stood on the deck of the redoubtable 
Pitch-- Falcon^ havingfirst entrusted Cachtica 
and Daisy to the care of Don Bolero, and 
the two Ship’s Companions fore and aft. 

The Pirates drew their swords, the ominous 
dick of their pistols was heard, and they were 


about to rush on the three hoys, who were 
prepared to receive them with their revolvers, 
when a loud authoritative voice cried — 

“ Hold ! ” 

CHAP. TIL 

THE COMBAT— ‘THE REVELATIOX— TEARrUL END 
OP HOHETO. 

It proceeded from a tall, fierce-looking man, 
in a Greek dress. In one hand he carried a 
sword, in the other a pistol, and a couple of 
the national stikkars were in his girdle. His 
eyes were lit up with Greek fire, as he 
addressed the crew. 

“ There shall be no more blood shed than is 
necessary,” he said, sternly. “I love Ca- 
CHHCA.” 

“ So do I ! ” retorted Harry. 

“We will fight for her. If you conquer me, 
this ship, with everything in it, is yours. If 
I conquer you ” 

“ I accept the terms,” cried Harry ; “ but 
first, who are you ? ” 

“1 am Hoheto, the last of the Haz 
Pirates, Hy first-lieutenant, Tom Dapper- 
MEiBOMEXOS, will swear the men to obey yoa 
should I fall. They know the nature of an 
oath.” 

They did : the nature of their oath need not 
here be recorded : enough that they did swear. 
Cachuca and Daisy, on the other vessel, 
heard and shuddered. 

Then the struggle for life and mastery 
commenced. 

First they fired their pistols with so excel- 
lent an aim that the decks of both vessels 
were cleared as if by magic. 

Then they drew their swords and daggers. 
One, two, three, four — over ! 

One, two, three, four — ^under I 
The sparks fiew about. 

Hoheto drew back, and made one tremen- 
dous lunge at Harry, who at that instant 
was fortunately carried away by excitement 
to some distance out of the Pirate’s reach. 

Immediately returning, Harry saw the 
Pirate change colour, but,^ not to be taken in 
by a faint, he rolled his shirt-sleeve np to his 
shoulder, to give himself more ease in strik- 
ing, and, as he took np his sword-carriage 
preparatory to driving the weapon home, 
Hoheto gasped, fell back, shrieking, as he 

pointed to Harry’s arm 

“Those marks! — an ‘H’ and a coro- 
net ” 

“ Yes, yes I ” cried Harry, stooping over 
him. 

“I am — I am your Wicked TJnele. Your 
father was the Earl of Hare-akb-Harpori). 
He married the girl I loved. To be revenged, 
I stole you out of your little cradle on wheels, 
— your draught Bass-inet — and left you by the 
roadside. Then, as there were warrants out 
against me, I joined the Revolutionary 
Greeks, and pronounced for the Haz Pirates,” 

“ But my father — ^my mother ” 

“ Alas I your mother, the Countess of Haee- 
ahd-Harforb, fell a victim to drains ; and 
our father stood too long at the bar of the 
ouse; — when somebody came up to him 
after some hours he was found there flat, and 
within a quarter of an hour he was quite 
dead.” 

“ Then I am ” 

“ You are the Earl of Harf-ahb-Harpord, 
Marquis of ' Froth, Enight of Malta, 
Owner of mines of Guartz, lands from Beeritz 
to Beersheba, your coronet set in early purls 
with the ancient motto of the family round 
it, ‘ Homo suniy nihil aluminium^ me 
pewter .... the papers are in the locker 
-bless you!” 

“ Oh, Uncle, you ’re not going to leave us,” 
cried Harry. 

“ Yes, teE it . .to my old companions . . the 
Marines,” gasped his Uncle, faintly. “My 
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hours are numbered: from one up to twelve. 
I can’t go beyond twelve.” Then with a sigh, 
he added, “ I have lived fast : I am dying as 
I lived— dying very — very — fast.” 

Once more he turned towards Harry. 

“Farewell!” he gasped, “forgive your 
Wicked Uncle — and — remember to bury him 
as becomes one' of the Harf-and-Harfords.” 

“We will get you the best bier that money 
can procure,” sobbed Harry, “ and it shall 
be carried by four stout porters.” 

His Uncle pressed his hand. 

Suddenly the sky darkened — there was a 
roar as of a volcano— the sea rose in a huge 
spiral cone, . . . 

♦ * * 

When they recovered themselves, Harry, 
CAcnrcA, and the others, found themselves 
sate on their own vessel. The Pitch- Falcon 
and her crew had disappeared for ever ! 

The Wicked Uncle had gone up in the 
water-spout, and had been dashed down to 
the depths of the sea. 

The crew, unable to swim, sank to rise no 
more, the last fiercely shouting their well- 
known motto, “ Sink and die ! 

Such was the end of Hoheto and the Haz 
Pirates. 

CHAP. YIIT. 

DISPOSING OP ALL HEROES AXD HEROINES. 

A BiTTE ft tempestuous night: “A sort of 
night,” as Parson Bye, as he sat by his fire- 
side, said to himself, “ when one wouldn’t 
even turn one’s toes out.” So he kept them 
in the hot water in which, during the greater 
part of his life, he had mostly found himself. 

A knock at the door ! A knock ! 

“Yes,” cried a fresh young voice, which 
he instantly ^recognised, — “ a knock and a 
ring ; ” and so saying, Harry, wearing an 
Earl’s coronefc, accompanied by his blushing 
betrothed Cachtjca, knelt before the good 
old man, holding up fhe wedding ring. 

“Bless you, my children!” exclaimed 
Parson Bye, quite taken aback. He was 
taken aback so far as to return to that night 
when Harry borrowed the fifty pounds. 

“ Here is the sum twice told,” said Harry, 
as Don Bolero stepped forward and pre- 
sented a purse to the astonished ecolesiasuc. 

“Now then! marry us!” cried Harry 
and Cachhca together. 

“ By all means,” replied Parson Bye, joy- 
fully. “ No Fees ! ” Then he paused. “ Are 
you licensed to be married on the pre- 
mises ? ” 

“lam the Earl of Hare- and -Harford,” 
replied Harry, proudly. “And am entitled 
to all the prerogatives of the Licensed 
Wit tiers.” 

“ Then you know the sign ? ” faltered the 
Clergyman. 

Harry gave him a peculiar tap. 

“That’s it!” exclaimed Parson Bye, 
gleefully. “ You are, indeed, the Earl of 

Harf- atot-Harfoed. ’ ’ 

* * # * # 

The next week the Earl and Countess of 
Harf- and- Harford gave a succession of 
splendid hops to all their tenantry. Jack 
married Daisy. Sambo took to novel- writing, 
under the name of Mr. Black, and was very 
successful. Don Bolero occupied himself 
in gardening. One day while instructing a 
hoy how to ciit capers, he broke ofi short, 
and was' never again half the man he had 
been. Subsequently he took to his aspa- 
ragus-hed, from which he never rose again. 

The Earl and Countess lived happily ever 
afterwards, and heard no more of the Haz 
Pirates, except in ordinary conversation. 

The next in Our Boys' Novelist's Series 
will he full of thrilling %ncidents^ hut of a 
rather more domestic and scholastic character. 


uo case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a StaJUped apd Directed Enyelope. 
Copies should b© kept* 
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SLOPS ALL SOUND ! 

Tctitujsoti Teeiotalised, 

[The Manchester Good Templars haying expostulated yith 
the Poet Laureate for countenancing “ in his latest so-called 
patriotic song, JSaadsall Rouncld^ the heathen and intoxicating 
custom of di inking toasts (in anything stronger than toast and 
vater) it is understood that the conscience-stricken Bard has 
prepared the follo\7ing ‘’revised version” for the special use of 
the I. 0. G. T’s.] 

Fihst pledge the Alliance, friends, and then 
A health to Wilfhid, champion dear ! 

He honours best that best of men 
Who drinks his health in ginger-heer* 

May La^vsox’s jokes for ever live, 

With washier shine from day to day, 

He ’s Freedom’s true Conservative 
Who Zoedone imbibes alway. 

Slops all round ! 

Heaven the Wittler’s hopes confound ! 

To the great cause Teetotal swig, my friends, 

And the great name of Lawson round and round ! 

To Local Optionists who long 
To hold the laud in leading-strings, 

By boldly banning liquors strong. 

For lemonade and such sweet things. 

To all who ’neath onr watery skies, 

Wonld English wits with water whelm, 

To Toastandwaterdom’s swift rise. 

Till the Good Templar rules the realm. 

Slops all round I 

Heaven the Wittler’s hopes confound ! 

To the great cause Teetotal, swig, my friends. 

And the great name of Lawson round 'and round ! 

To all our Statesmen, so they he 
Forwarders of our League’s desire, 

To both our Houses, if with glee 
They’ll quench, in water, Freedom’s fire, 

What odds though Freedom’s flag should sink. 
Whilst high the Temperance banner waves ? 

Shall Britons bondsmen he to Brink 
Through fear of being Slopdom’s slaves ? 

Slops all round ! 

Heaven the Wittlers’ hopes confound I 
To the great cause Teetotal swig, my friends. 

And the great name of Lawson round and round ! 


Elephantiasis. — A disease very prevalent lately in 
and near the Zoological Gardens. 

ENGLISH NIHILISTS. JIJDaES’ JUSTICE. 

The English NihiUst is a mncli more eantions creatnre tEan his “ r.a.c^g.'’-Blac7cs(c,te’s Joke. 

Eussian protot^^e. The Russian works with dynamite and other Moh, Oh, here ’s a lark, Bill 1 I have got the office. Two coves 
explosive material, and comes out boldly as a self-evident assassin, is a going to fight in that there field behind the plantation. It ’s all 
but the English Nihilist skulks behind a brick wall or underneath a been arranged. ’E got it up for the nobs. There ’s the Book, 
drain-pipe, and uses nothing more criminally destructive than the Them there two is Earls. And there ’s Joe. And there ’s old Jack. 
forces of Na^re. ^ ^ ^ ^ Why, all we jolly roughs out of London is ’ere. There they are. 

The Russian Nihilist may or may not be a mechanic, but the I ’ll back the little ’un. Give me the cove with the sandy ’ead. 
English Nihilist is always a plumber or a builder. He lays his Shake ’ands, and get to work. Brayvo I right on the conk. His 
poison- traps without prejudice or favoritism in the “ eligible man- heye is bunged up. Bid you hear that a sounding on the ribs ? My 
sion,” or the residence,” — in the “rustic retreat,” or the hoptics, but be won’t want a dentist for a bit. There’s his bother 

rus in urhe dwelling-house.” He is not too proud to work destruc- heye gone I Bon’t he bleed from the month, neither ? The little 
tion in a hovel, but he is seen at his best when he is engaged in ’un can’t see, you Juggins ! The sandy-’ eaded bloke can’t stand, 
constructing a palace. He followed the Prince of Wales to York- you fool ! Bown ’e goes. There — ain’t ’e got it on the side of the 
shire, some ten years ago, and nearly killed him in the hospitable edd ? Ooray t more teeth out. Another heye bunged hup — oh, 
but unhealthy ‘ ‘ Lodge ” of a popular Peer ; and after this he tried lovely ! There ’s a smash ! Why, what is he a-lying down for ? 
all he could to make old Marlborough House a fever-den. What ?— says he ’s sprained his hankie. Stick ’im hup. Well, I 

His latest triumph has been at Bagshot Heath, in the mansion can see he ’s knocked down again. Put him hup— put the bounder 
lately occupied by the Buke and Buchess of Connauoht. With hup. Why ? Ain’t I got arf-a-erown on ’im, Let ’im go on till 
thirty or forty thousand pounds to 'spend in porticos and stucco, he ’e ’s killed. Let ’em both on till they ’re dead. Bo you thmk 
planned and constructed the drainage system with the most perverse we is a come ’ere, at great hinconvenience, to play marbles ? 
ingenuity. Wherever there was a hidden pipe, he nearly always Hepresentative of Law {in hlue^ and a helmet) * Now, then, you 
made it communicate with filth ; and not content with the ordinary really must he good!enougli to go away. Do you know that you are 
methods in use for poisoning a household, he put on a special pipe to assisting and abetting at a prize-fight ? 

carry sewer-gas into the body of the dwelling. Having nearly killed Oh, you be jiggered ! See what old Cave, and old Stephen, 

the Duchess of Connaitoht at a time when she innocently thought and old Lopes, and old North, and old ’Anging ’Awkins, and old 
she was breathing the pure air of the country, and certainly required Manisty, and old Denman says. We are ^ere by haccidenti we is I 
it, he shields himself in the well-worn armour of brutal trade {Exit Hepresentative of Law* 

stupidity. While his Russian brother is hanged or goes to Siberia — — 

for nis crimes, the English Nihilist would probably seek for damages 

in a Court of Law for defamation of ebaraoter I AirTHORiTT eor the Clot fee. —M r. Bitree. 



Country IVotnan {to Parson, who had called to ash why Johnny, the eldest, had not 
been lately to School). “Why he was Thiutben Yeab old last week, Sir! 
I ’m sure he ’ve had School enough. He must enow a’most everything 

NOW ! ” 

Parson. “Thirteen, Mrs. Napper. Why, that ’s nothing. I didn’t 
E iNisH MY Education till I was Three- and -twenty I ” 

Country Woman. “Loe, Sir ! You don’t mean to say you were such a 
‘ Thick-head ’ as that I ” 
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longevity for young laeies. 

The Corset sans Aretes, Tkis newlj’ in- 
vented article of apparel derives its name 
from a similitude to the sardines of the same 
name. It is a boneless corset, newly de- 
signed and invented by students of Girton 
and Newnham; ladies of course whose 
studies have rendered them duly conversant 
with anatomy and physiology — sciences 
applied in its construction. 

Whilst affording aU requisite support to 
the frame, the Corset sans Aretes behaves 
as such in not compressing the ribs and 
contracting the waist, thus in not arresting 
the circulation in vital organs which those 
bones inclose, and into which they ought 
not to be squeezed, but often are by ordi- 
nary corsets. The adoption of the boneless 
corset will therefore, by preventing the 
fatal effects which the common corset too 
commonly produces, tend to preserve the 
person of the wearer from premature reduc- 
tion to that mere bony framework of which 
the form and arrangement constitute the 
foundation of the Figure. On view at the 
Hygeienic Wearing Apparel Exhibition, 
Cavendish Rooms, Mortimer Street ; where 
also may be inspected various other novel- 
ties in female costume, calculated to admit 
of health and comfort, and avert a great 
and distressing variety of sufferings and 
ailments. 

An elegant costume is, in the language 
of milliners, sometimes styled a correction. 
In its somewhat different way the Boneless 
Corset must, as a sweet thing in corsets, 
be allowed to be a hon-hon to Beauty. 


Cambridge Nursery Ithyme. 

[Thomas George Tucher, Scholar of St. 
John’s, Cambridge, March 23. Though First in 
the Classical Tripos, he is the Last of the Senior 
Classics under the old Regime.] 

Clever Tom Tucker 
Worked, came no mucker. 

What did they give him ? 

Tripos and butter. 

Now he can’t cut it, Classic for life, 

And he may marry, “ Fellow” with wife. 



TROUBLES OF A DANCING-MAN. 

“Good Heavens ! what ’s the matter, old Chappie ? Indigestion?” 

Indigestion, indeed. I 've promised this Waltz to Lady Gorgonzola Grimshaw, 
The Music ’s actually begun— and— and— / Ve lost the Solitaire out of my Shirt- 
Front / ” 


THE NEW ALMACK^S. 

[A Chapter from Life in London?^) 

“ So this is the new Almack’s ! ” said Corinthian Tom to his Coz 
Jerry, “ Times have changed indeed since you and I sported a toe 
among the Exquisites, and danced with the Marchioness op 
Diamonds ! ” “ Yes, indeed,” returned Jerry, “ it seems to me to 
be more like ‘ All-Max ’ in the East than the place where the Pa- 
tronesses were the arbitresses of Fortune. “Tell it not on the 
Corinthian Fath^'^ said Tom, “that we have been here, though I 
see some Characters of the Great World who have come to hum 
these dames like a quack doctor, and inspect the curiosities gathered 
here by Gillett,” “ If this be tbe Cream of Society,” quoth Bob 
Logic, who joined the pair at that moment, “ it is evidently a good 
deal turned.'^ All laughed at this Sally^ and the Oxonian went 
off, as the Corinthian remarked, to join his Sally in a corner, for 
it was evident that here was flash part of mankind. 

It was certainly an omnium-gatherum, for one or two Sioells had 
arrived to look at the Menagerie. There was an Earl who had 
seen Nautch-girls in the far East, which, as the Oxonian remarked, 
was nautchy of him, a piece of Wit at which Jerry laughed 
till reproved by his Coz : there was a Scotch Duke who often 
makes a mull of it, Lord Woodcock, and another Lord who, the 
Corinthian observed, was the tulip of the Turf. A politician with 
a Fantaloon-like countenance, was “ having his fling,” and there 
was even a Royal Duke come to look on at this Raree-Show. 
Tom, as we know, was the Go among the “ Goes,” from Blue Blazes 
to the Royal Institution, and his peep into All-Max was, as he 
observed to Jerry, only en passant , for the heau monde was to be 
found elsewhere. But to amuse his Coz as they walked up the room, 


Tom pointed out the starched-up Lady, the consequential Eair One, 
Csienpstart Mrs., the prof essional Beauty, the turn-up nose Demure 
Qseature, and other birds enticed by Gillett, scsA fondly supposed 
to be Society. But Hwas all a sham, and no more like tbe Al- 
MACx’s of other days than the Sluicery or the Whistling Shop of 
the EasUFnders. True, there were one or two great Men, come 
there out of Curiosity, the eloquent Gladstone, the philosophic 
Punch, and others well-known in Life in London, to stare at the 
strangely arrayed divinities who had got in, as Tom said, with a 
Golden Key. 

“ It appears, my dear Jerry,” said the Corinthian, “that any- 
one can enter here who chooses to ‘ sport his Hunt ’—that is, to pay, 
and that is a very different thing to passing the scrutiny at 
Almack’s! That was in old days the meridian of fashion, the 
rallying point of rank, but these worthy people are only playing at 
being iu Society, are but smatterers and marks for ridicule to 
shoot at.” Jerry fully agreed with his brilliant Coz, that this 
attempt to revive Almacx’s had nothing to do with the great or 
little world in the Metropolis, and that the tout ensemble was rowdy 
in the extreme; As the Corinthian said, knee-breeches, even when 
worn by a Quaker, do not make a man the arbiter of Life in London. 


Little Bumbledom and Big Bumbledom. 

The St. Pancras Yestry have refused to give the Metropolitan 
Board of Works as much money as they have asked for, on the 
^oond that they are opposed to the Income-Tax in Advance Screw 
invented by Robert Lowe, and are not in love with the extravagant 
sjrstem adopted by the London School Board. We quite agree with 
Little Bumbledom in this instance. For the way they hit all round, 
they ought to be called St. Spankus. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

Monday Kight, March 20. — Mr. Raises offering a few remarks 
on the Cloture resolution. Not a cheerful man Mr. Raises, but I’m 
told by seyeral Members, that at one time he was the gayest of the 

gay. Spirits always overflowing ; 
full of zest and humour and cheerful 
views of the universe. 

“And what happened to bring 
about this remarkable change ? ” 1 
asked, looking with renewed interest 
at the Plight Hon. Grentleman with 
his whitening hair, his leaden-hued 
face, his drooping knees, his lack- 
lustre eyes, to all of which his 
melancholy voice is so well attuned. 

“Why,” says Sir Wileeid, “he 
was Chairman of Committees for 
several Sessions with the Major roar- 
ing at him every night. Mr. Biggajr 
hooting him, and Mr. Parnell 
eternally prodding him. Could see 
him waste away night after night. 
Blood faded from his cheeks ; hair 
growing grey, and gradually steal- 
ing^ over him the air of depression 
which he now disseminates through 
the House. Lyon Playfaie will go 
the same way unless we get these 
Rules' through. Beginning to show a strange pallor already. Rajees 
thinks he ought to have a little longer experience of it in the old 
style. Not fair to him, he says, that his successor should be relieved, 
and thrive amid progress and business.” 

Most interesting man, Sir Wixi'hid. 'Hardly anything yon can 
ask him about that he does not know. Often And he knows things 
that nobody else has heard of. Wish he was a little more sociable. 
Can’t bear to see him drinking his toasts in water. 

Later in the evening when Members getting a little sleepy, H. 
Fowleb fairly waked us up. There a voice of which a Borough 
may well be proud ! Base notes really charming ; used with great 
effect to increase the natural horror of anything Conservative. H. F. 
as usual in a state of white-heated indignation. Casting withering 
glances at the Opposition below the G-angway. A stout fist shaken 
at the front Opposition Bench at the moment happily empty. Mr. 
Wabtoh evidently terrified into sHence. Takes pills in rapid 
succession, and drinks nervously from a tumbler_containing Widow 



* ‘ Drawing Gladstone.^ ^ 


Wheepton’s Hair- Wash for Inward Application. A great loss to 
the Stage when Mr. Fowleb turned his attention to Politics. In 
remote country towns wouldn’t he have made the rustic’s hair curl 
in Othello, Hichard the Third, or other parts where chest-notes are 
useful, and opportunities for groans expressive of withering scorn 
notunfrei^uent I 

Business Q-ot on a bit with debate on Cloture, 

Tuesday Down early. Found House in a state of intense 

excitement. Lobbies crowded. House full. Signs of agitation 
everywhere. Thought Bbajdlawh had got in, and sworn terribly, 
like our army in Flanders. Sir Ckables Fobstee running about m 
state of excitement. 

“ What ’s the matter, Sir Chabxes ? Found your hat ? ” 


“ No,” said the Hon. Baronet, mopping his forehead ; “ Seaswan, 
Mumblemouth, and Oysterpattie Railway Bill.” 

“ Ha ! ” I said, “I’m glad of that.” Never wise, especially for a 
new Member, to look surprised. At the same time determined to 
get to know about it. Met Whitley with a look of stern deter- 
mination banishing the accustomed smile. 

“What’s this Oysterswan, Mumsea, and Mouthbles Bill?” I 
asked. 

“ Don’t know,” he replied. “ Haven’t the slightest idea but am 
determined to vote for Second Reading if I lose my seat. You come 
along with us, Toby.” 

Met Sir Robebt Caeden on other side of Lobby. Repeated the 
question. 

“Why, it’s a Bill, you know — Dyingswan, Scalloped Oyster, 
and Mumstheword Railway. Most important thing. You really 
must vote against it.” Things getting alittle mixed, and not clearer 
after further investigation. One man teRs me it ’s a Bill to bring 
Oysters to Mumbles. Another says it’s to remove Mumbles from 
the Oysters. Mr. Caine says he has heard it ’s to "provide a new 
set of teeth for Oystermouth; but then, as he says. Oysters don’t 
want teeth, and if they did, the demand should be resisted in the 
interest of the consumer. Fancy having a set of false teeth rattle 



The Crown and the Hat. 

Tichard {very) Cross, Off with his hat ! . . . So much for ! 


inside you after having swallowed an oyster! Confusion and un- 
certainty everywhere. Only thing clear is, that out of 216 Members 
55 made up their minds to vote for the BiU, and 161 against. 

More than ever impressed with the wisdom of Parliament. We 
can’t get on with public business, and as for the Indian Budget 
we shall probably have it brought in in August. But, as Sir 
Chables Fobstee says, “Perish India! only let’s look after the 
Mumbles.” We don’t know anything about it, and can’t very well 
learn when a thing is sprung on us in this way at i>rivate business 
time. Still, it ’s our system, and we must stand by it. 

Business Swansea, Oystermouth, and Mumbles Bill thrown 

out. Debate on County Franchise indefinitely adjourned. 

Thursday Night — ^Everybody, except a few sour Radicals, sup- 
posed to be in ecstasies to-night. Two young persons about to marry 
—Prince Leopold and Princess Helen. Message from the duEEN 
to .say, perhaps the Commons would like to make a little extra 
provision on the occasion. Of course we wiH. ^ Mr. Q-ladstone not 
quite as cheerful as might have been expected in the circumstances : 
Sir Staepoed Noethcotb even less so. More Hke a funeral than a 
wedding. Spirits depressed by long speech from Mr. Labohcheee, 
in which he stumbles about a thicket of figures. Mr. Beoadhtjest 
less funereal ; but Mr. Eealy superb. Objects, he says, to “ giving 
these people” (meaning the Royal Family) “anything whatever.” 
Perhaps, if they were to join the Land League, and would undertake to 
make themselves disagreeable on all occasions, might have a weekly 
allowance and hotel-quarters. Otherwise not a penny. * ^ Never saw 
a Prince ; don’t know what a Prince is like,” he added reflectively, as 
if he had some suspicion it was a natural curiosity, and perhaps had 
three pairs of hands or two heads. 

“ Fact is, Tm said to me confidentially afterwards, “ we ’ve 

got so many descendants of kings amongst ourselves that I haven’t 
time to look after your Prince. Biggae ’s the only man amongst us 
who isn’t a more or less direct lineal descendant of Bbian Boetj.” 

But if Mr. Healy hasn’t seen a Prince, H. R. H. has several times 
seen him. Often looks down upon them from the Q-allery over the 
Clock. Takes quite a friendly interest in Joseph Oillis. 

Stoey next, with a tremendous discharge of penny rockets at 
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Royalty. Everything large about Stoex except bis stock of modesty, 
iail man, large beard, large voice, and large pockets, into wMcb 
bands. "W ent on for balf-an-bonr. 

Wish tb^’d make a long Story short I” 'Wilfeti) plaintively 
wnis^red. Gl4lI)sto 27E wound up with speech better than the first, 
and House glad to be done with it. 

JBmtness done, — Vote of Royal Dowry carried by 387 votes 
agamst 42. 

Saturday Morning, — House of Commons pleasantly engaged last 
night m reading papers on Free Trade. Heard it all before. Read 
most of it in Cobden Club papers, which the genial President regu- 
larly sends me. 

Looked in at Lords. Much better debate. For seven weeks Lords 
h£ge had nothing to do. Met regularly at five, and alter saying 

How dYe do ? ’’ across the table, went home. 

“ Happy thought ! ” says Lord Cxxpeedown, “Got no work to 
do. Let ^s meet an hour earlier, and do it.’’ 

Took immensely. “Have a wonderful efiect on the country,” 
said Lord Salisbtjey ; “especially with the Conservative working 
men.” “Couldn’t we, a-hem! ” said Lord Cottesloe, getting as 
near the door as possible, in case of things being thrown at him. 

Mightn’t we— shouldn’t we— in fact, wouldn’t it do if we met once 
a week ? ” 

Well for his Lordship he had Ms famous short jacket (made by 
IToah’s tailor) on, and was ready to run. Table having been cleared 
of ink-bottles, Blue-Books, rulers, and other missiles (subsequently 
found heaped together by the doorway by which Lord Cottesloe 
had disappeared). House passed Resolution. 

“How,” said Lord Saltseuet, rubbing his hands, “let them 
talk of abolishing^ the Lords as the^r will. Country will see we are 
! in earnest. If this doesn’t do, and tide of revolution still advances, 
WE ’ll MEET AT THREE ! ” 

Business Revolutionary proceedings in the Lords. Com- 

mons discussed quite new and fresh subject. 



“'TIS AN ILL WIND,” &c. 

Portsmouth v, Brighton. 


SHatieitoortl) EonsfcHoto. 

Born, February 27th, 1807. Died, March 24th, 1882. 

A Life Psalm, staidly sweet and simply strong 
As any the dead Singer gave the throng, 

Sinks to its close. But Fame will yet prolong, 


BIG STOEIES FOR LITTLE HUMANITARIANS. In eetoes clear, across two worlds mde winging, 

.. , , . , ^ . I T. f „ r» 7 ^ , x ^ ^ Enghsh hearts like home bells ringing, 

Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! Lady, Qlad memory of the Singer and his singing. 


Ho, II.-OLIYIA AND THE OYSTER. 


Olivia had been a very good girl, and her Grandmother had given 
her a whole silver sixpence to spend entirely on herself. She went 

tripping throngjh the vil- 
lage, looking in at the 
shops and wondering what 
she should buy. As she 
passed the shop of Blo- 
PECE, the Barber, she 
. heard ^ fearful screams. 
^ She did not run away as 
some girls would, she was 
a courageous girl, so she 
paused and looked inside. 
There ^ she saw a poor 
decrepit Oyster securely 
tied in the Barber’s chair. 
The features of the poor 
creature were almost ohsoured by lather, and the Barber was just 
approaching his victim with an enormous razor. 

“ Oh ! oh ! Mr. Blopecr,” said Olivia, “ Stop, pray stop ! What 
are you going to do ? ” 

“I’m just going to take off Mr. Oyster’s heard in a twinkling, 
that’s what I ’m arter, Miss,” answered the Barber. 

“ Oh pray, pray, Mr. Blopeck, spare him 1 He has never wronged 
yon, Mr. Blopeck, I wRl give yon a whole penny i£ you wDl let me 
take him away.” The Barber paused and shook Ms head, and 
flourished Ms razor. “ Stay, stay 1 ” shouted Olivia, “ I wiR give 
yon my silver sixpence to spare the poor thing ! ” 

The Barber, who was but human after all, and very thirsty, was 
not proof against the little maid’s entreaties, backed with a silver 
sixpence. The Oyster was released, and Olivia took Mm home, 
washed the soapsuds off, brushed his beard, and anointed it with 
Macassar Oil. The Oyster long lived as one of the most valued 
retainers in Olivia’s family, and his patriarchal grey beard was 
revered throughout the county. He never forgot Olivia, and when 
the little lady grew up and was married, he prepared a pleasant little 
surprise for her. He invited a couple of clever lobsters, who danced 
the Tarantella, and a dozen of his cousins from Wilton’s, who 
snapped their shells gaily as a castanet accompaniment. Olivia 
never regretted her silver sixpence, or her kindness to the poor 
friendless Oyster. 


BOW WOW; OR, SALISBURY AND THE SPECTRES. 

I The following letter has been received by the Secretary of the 
Hole-cum- Corner Constitutional Club, in reply to Resolutions passed 
at an important and influential meeting (of ten all told) held in 
the upper room of the ‘‘ Pig and PaRadium,” Hole-cnm-Comer, to 
inaugurate the first Session of the Club. [TAe letter is being hand^ 
somely framed^ and will henceforth hang over the chimney-piece^ 
beneath the stuffed dodo and rached blunderbusses^ at all Club 
meetings j 

20, Arlington Street^ March 1882. 

SiRj— I am much obliged to you for your letter of the 10th inst. 
I am infinitely gratified to receive the enclosed Resolutions, passed 
by so imposing a meeting of patriots and constitutionalists in the 
important hamlet of Hole-cnm-Corner. At a crisis— a desperate 
and agonising crisis— when the Majority in the House of Commons 
are madly and miscMevonsly wrong ^ it is comfort to know that the 
majority at the “ Pig and Palladium ” are sanely and sotindly riqhU 

The Government has its cloven foot on the neck of our Religion, 
and its nnhaUowed hand at the throat of our Liberty ! An impe- 
rious and dictatorial Minister, having thrown the dust of verbosity 
in the eyes of the People, is now endeavouring to clap the pitch- 
plaster of enforced silence upon the Kps of ParKament. With a 
beglamonred country and a gagged House, that evil man hopes to 
work Ms wicked will, wMch plainly is to haul down the British 
Flag, root up the British Oak, cut the claws of the British Lion, 
play loggats with the British Crown and nine-pins with the British 
Uonstitution ; in fact, to rob us at once of our Freedom and aR our 
favourite Figures of Speech. Without the former, Creation would 
be one huge Radical Canons ; without the latter, the Hole-cum- 
Corner patriots— and myself— would be deprived of arms and of 
arguments. It is only in such “ Resolutions ” as yours — I receive 
heaps of them every morning— and in such horror-teeming repKes 
as mine— I indite piles of them every evening— that there lies hope 
of averting the spectral prospect of the rule of Anarchy and Atheism 
which,— thanks to the great Atheistic Anarch Gladstone,— looms 
in the immediate future. I am yours f aitMuKy, 

Salisbury. 


BURNABY BALLOONINa A BOULOGNE. 



Oh where and oh where has our Khivan Colonel gone f 
“ Speak by the Card.”— The Post-Card Reply plan will soon be In a Cockle-shell Balloon aU from Dover to Boulogne, 

in working order. But I hope in my heart that he now will stay at home ! 
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AN EQUIVOCAL COMPLIMENT. 

’ I 'ai so glad to meet you here, Captain Spinks— and so glad you ’be going to take me in to Dinner ! {Captain S, is 
delighted ) “You 're about the only Man in the Room my Husband isn’t likely to be Jealous op ! ” 

[Captain Spinks's delight is no longer unmixed. 


FISH ALL ALIVE, OH ! 

There are certain statements on this subject that, in Mr, Punch's 
opinion, have been demonstrated to the meanest capacity as incon- 
trovertible facts. 

Ho. 1. — "We all want more fish, and better fish, and cheaper fish, 
and we don’t mean to cease agitating till we get it. 

Hq, 2.— Fish brought to London by water arrives fresher, nicer, 
and in better condition in every respect, than fish brought by rail. 

Ho. 3.— Billingsgate Market, from its confined space and wretched 
prroundings, is utterly inadequate for the purposes for which it was 
intended. 

Ho. 4.— London requires two wholesale fish markets, one for fish 
brought by water, and one for fish brought by rail. 

So far so good. 

But now comes the mystery that no fellow can explain. 

The Corporation, who boast of being Lords of the Markets, showing 
they recognise these demonstrable facts by having nearly completed 
a capital Market at Smithfield for the reception of fish brought by Rail, 
and by refusing to expend the enormous sum it would require to im- 


ai Shadwell, on the ground that it interferes with some imaginary 
rights granted to them by some musty old Charter of Edward the 
Third I 

What do we care about Edward the Third’s opinion upon London 
Markets ? 

Bother Edward the Third ! 

We want more fresh fish, and he, with his dead hand, stands in 
the way of our getting it. 

We might as well he forbidden from eating fish with a fork 
because Edward the Third always ate his with a knife. 

^ Mr, Punch has a sort of sneaking kindness for the old Corpora- 
tion, especially when he reads about their boundless charity, and 
their famous School, and their splendid Free Library, andEpping 
Forest and Burnham Beeches, and— no, not about the Grif&n,— but 


they must wake up to the necessities of this great Fish question, 
and, throwing Edward the Third to the rightabout, withdraw 
their opposition to the proposed Hew Fish Market, and so earn the 
goodwill of the great masses of the ijoor of East London, and of all 
who want more of this delicate food for their overworked brains. 

Surely this last thought should have its full weight even with the 
Members of the Court of Aldermen. . 


NEW LIGHTS FOU OLD. 

Modern Magician sings 

Hew Lights for old ! ’Tis a taking cry. 

Swift to my call will the Public fiock ? 

Hew Lights for old ! Will they haste to buy 
At this Liberal rate all my glittering stock ? 

Light I Here ’s a light that would quite outshine 
The magical lamp that amazed Aladdin, 

And yet, though to push the exchange must be mine, 
There is something the bargain exceedingly sad in. 
If ancient lamps fiickered not dreary and cold, 

I never would cry “ Hew Lights for old ! ” 

But darkness has gathered obstructively round,— 
How to disperse it ? Aye, that is the crux. 

Must I not, learning of Edison, sound 
’Midst Parliament’s chaos a new flat lux I" f 


Can I, like Ajax, fight on in the dark ? 

Hay. Our old riiles are all sixes and sevens. 

This IS the day of the carbon and arc ; 

Science must lend ns a hint at St. Stephen’s. 

Y'et, if the old lamps could he trimmed or controlled, 
I never would cry “ Hew Lights for old ! ” 


H.R.H.’s Motto por Sandown. — Fairplay h a jewel! ” 
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Tile Cock-swain and his Crew 
in Excellent Feather. 


THE UNIVERSITIES" BOAT-RACE. 


From Dumh-CrarnWs Point of Vieir, 



Got “ Off” I And pulling well together. Soon drew a-head. 



AUT FOR ALL. 

“Let us hare a dramatic school,”— J/>\ Zeivis Carroll in iSt. James's 
Gazette. 

“Let us have a musical school .” — The Prince of Wales anrl the Pest of the 
Poyal Family, in St, James's Palace. 

MATEICULATION PAPEE. 

Dramatic School, 

1. WhicE do you consider the most comfortable stage-door to •wait 
outside in London ? 

2. {a) How many theatres have adopted the no - fee system ? 
[h) Name them. 

3. In which theatre and over which play have you been to sleep 
most often ? 

4. {a) Whom do you consider the worst Actor on the Stage? 
(6) State your reasons. 

5. In how many burlesques haye you heard the word “extra- 
ordinary” pronounced “ eggstraordinary ” ? and what was the 
general context ? 

6. From what piece are these lines taken ? — 

“ Aren't they the sources of our sweetest joy ? 

When they get all they want, they are, dear boy ! ” 

7. Write short biographies of Mr, Barry Sulltyait, Miss Coitnie 
Hilchrist, and Little Sandy. 

8. Draw outline maps of the Eoyal Box at the Court, the Omnibus 
Box at Drury Lane, and box A 1 at the Oaiety, and indicate which 
seat in each you would take for choice, 

9. Sapposing yourself seated in the stalls where, in case of fire, 
would you make for in Covent Garden, the Haymarket, the Strand, 
and Sadler’s Wells. 

10. Who is your favourite Acting-Manager ? 

11. How would you distinguish between a paper and a paying ! 

audience ? ^ j 

12. What is your honest opinion of the dramatic works of 
Shakspeare, and would you take shares in a National Theatre, | 
started to revive the classical drama ? 

13. Beyond taking notes behind the scenes, what are the duties of i 

a fireman? | 

14. Define the following— (a) Flies. (5) Sky-borders, (c) Mash. 
{d) Eefreshments of the purest quality, {e] Fire-proof. (/) Money 
turned away nightly, {g) Succes d^estme, 

15. Do yon think a dramatic school is needed by playgoers ? 

Musical School, 

1. Would you rather be served with a writ, or receive a card in 
the lower corner of which is printed “ 9 o’clock, music ” ? 

2. In the event of capital punishment being abolished, how woxdd 
you reward— (fi) an amatenr tenor ; (Z>) a middle-aged baritone, who 
was once told that his voice resembled that of “Charley Sant- 
LEY ” ; (c) a commercial gentleman with a taste for the violin ; and 
{d) two sisters whose duets are greatly admired at evening parties 
inBrixton? 

3. What oratorio do you dislike the least ?— and why ? 

4. Suppose Handel’s father had been successful in quelling his 


son’s love for music, why do you think it probable that Dr. Arthur 
Sullivan would have coimposed “ In mg first hushand'^s ” 9 

5. Hum the tunes of the songs from which the following are 
Bxcerpts:— , . , 

(<i) The dear old Dutch endures too much 
You really must reform. 

{Jb) We are, we are, we are ! 

(c) There never was a coward 
Where the Shamrock grows. 

(d) Ri-folderiddol, 

It ’s a rum, rum world. 

(e) Isn’t it fimny what money can do ? 

(/; Get out your Macldntosh and mush. 

Put on your Sunday faice. 

(g) Nicer than lamb. 

Sweeter than jam. 

(h) We’ll all get toozy-hoozy 
Now the good time ’s come. 


6. State approximately the number of glasses of refreshment a 
Dhairman of a Music-hall consumes in an evening. 

7. In the event of a musical critic committing murder, would the 
nention of his profession be in your opinion a sufficient plea of 

hsa nity ? i i 

8. "^at crimes will diminish the most thorough universal 

jpreading of musical education ? , i . n? i • at.- 

9. Supposing every child is taught the piano, what eiiect is tins 

ikely to have on inf anticide ? i i? 

10. Do you think we can struggle on without a National School oi 

Music ? 


TOUCHING I 

“ Dear Jumeo, . , . - 

“ One who rode on you ten years ago as a girl, sends you her 
Picture drawn by herself Irom a Photo, in loving remembrance, 






[QSiBSHBHIffli 



Photo (not sent), ' Copy. 


The Eeeorm Club.— A Building celebrated for its Pillers. 
“ 0 Reform it altogether ! Shakspeare. 
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"SCOTT WHA HA’j” 

Or, Jumho's Address to his Keeper, 

Scott wlia ha’ your Jumbo fed, 
Scott wham Jumbo aft hath lea, 
Soonest mended least that ’s said 
Of your shabby victory ! 

Wha dare ask how I behave ? 
Here I ’m caged up like a slave ; — 
Gruess if I ’d got loose, a shave 
They ’d all had to turn and fiee ! 

What’s the good of British law ? 
Chitty only finds a flaw ! — 
Though I bang my head half raw, 
Their sole game is “ On wi’ me I ” 

There, —I call the whole thing 
low ! 

E’en my trumpet I can’t blow ; 
Off I Here, let me gang below — 
Steward ! Let me do, or die ! 


'^Jordan y. The New Niver 
Company , in the Court of Appeal 
last Wednesday, We were curious 
to learn what cause of complaint 
such an Old Eiver as Jordan could 
possibly have against the iN'ew 
River. But as Jordan seemed to 
be at low-water mark, the case 
was not heard, but dismissed to 
“t’other side of Jordan” till 
further notice. 


^ Truth, alluding to the probabi- 
lity of Lord Mayor Ellis obtaining 
a Baronetcy on the occasion of the 
Oueen’s visiting Epping Forest, 
calls Mr. Ellis “the last of the 
Mohicans.” It would have been 
more appropriate to have said, 
“ the last of the Mayoris.” 

Mes. Hamsbotham says “Invi- 
tations arethesincerest flattery.” 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 77. 



COLONEL FEED BUENABY. 

OuR Khivan Colonel, with the Pluck op a classic Horatius 
Cockles, ought to be Member por Aie-Shire. 


A PHILISTINE TO AN 
AESTHETE. 

{By an Oxford Undergrad who 
makes hay^^ in an jEsthete^s 
room while the sun shines,^') 

Ie I were big Nat Langhaat, 

And you the Suffolk Pet, 

I ’d struie out from the shoulder. 
Between your eyes, you ’ll bet. 
And give you such a drubbing, 
As you would not forget ; 

If I were big Nat Langham, 

And you the Suffolk Pet. 

If I were Jockey Archer, 

And you my racing horse, 

I.’d give you such a breather 
Across a stiff race-course, 

That you would think your for- 
tunes 

Had altered for the worse ; 

If I were Jockey Archer, 

And you my racing-horse. 

If you were an old dog-fox, 

I Master of the ftuorn, ^ 

I ’d hunt you every morning 
With hounds, and horse, and 
horn, 

Until you wished, “ intensely,” 
That you were never born ; 

If you were an old dog-fox, 

I Master of the Q^uorn. 

If I were a wild Indian, 

And you were my canoe, 

I ’d shoot with you the rapids, 
Like the wild Indians do, 

And care not if by drowning 
Myself I could drovm you ; 

If I were a wild Indian, 

And you were my canoe. 


An Important Member to 

BE AFPECTED BY THE CLoTUBE, 

—The Tongue. 


BOB’S DIAEY; OE, HOW SOME OF ’EM LIVE NOW. 

{Being an JBxtract from the Haphazard Note Booh of a Fast Young 
Man about Town — “ all of the Modem Timef) 

Sick to'death of Aldershot,^ and sent in for leave at half-past ten 
this morning. Ought to get it, I am sure, for I haven’t been up to 
town for three days, and anyttog drearier than this hole I can’t 
imagine. A man must have change in 
this life, not only of scene but of com- 
panions. Here it is the same men day 
after day, till one is driven wild at the 
sight of their faces. Didn’t feel much 
inclined for breakfast at eleven, till I 
remembered that a man had told me at 
Charley’s the other night that you could 
eat anything however bad you were, if 
you only ponred a sauce composed of egual 
parts of mustard, Worcester and Harvey 
(but chiefly mustard), over it. Tried it, 
and worried dovm some food. 

Forget who the man was, but he had a 
greater idea of the truth than Charley, 
who told me he had driven that little girl 
from the Frivolous Theatre down to Rich- 
mond last Sunday, and I don’t believe he 
ever spoke to her in his life. How men 
do lie about women, even I— but Stables I 
Got my leave, and those wretched 
Stables not being over till one, as near as 
nothing missed the train, and got no 
lunch. Had a brandy-and-soda at Woking, however, which did as 
well. 

Blessing to be in London again^ and see a new face. Drove 



straight to Club. Met Frebby, whom I hadn’t seen since the last 
time I was up. Swore that Troll would win the Two Thousand, 
but I haven’t forgotten him and his confounded Shinglass last year. 
Saw Harry, who has backed Iroquois to win City and Suburban, and 
wanted me to stand in half his bet. Thought he was off his chump, 
and told him so. Coolness ; but a “ split ” put it right. Met Jack, 
who told me he was going to marry one of the Leicestershire girls. 
Asked how about Baby? Says he has made settlements. What 
with ? His monetary condition strongly resembles that of the his- 
torical soldier whose bankruptcy read: — “Liabilities, £16,000; 
assets, a little fisbing-tackle.” Saw a lot of other men whose names 
I have forgotten. What with champagne-cocktails, asked about a 
dozen of them down to Aldershot for the next meeting. How they 
are all going to be accommodated in one room, don’t know. But it 
don’t much matter ; as though everybody always promises to come 
down, nobody ever does. 

At four went for a stroll down Piccadilly, and saw everybody I 
knew. Met Johnnie, who had had a good night with the Jews, and 
paid me the pony he owed me. Good fellow, Johnnie. Saw Baby 
in a hansom, and she saw me, worse luck ! and stopped. Just off to 
the Club to wait in the hall for Jack, and then to speak her mind 
about his marriage before everybody. Evidently Jack’s day out. 
Swore that Jack had left the Club before I got to town, and had 
gone to the Gun Club. She wouldn’t have it, and said that we men 
always backed each other np in any lies when girls were concerned. 
Do we ? Thought we generally crabbed each other’s form. 

Discovered that while I was talking to Baby, the carriage pulled 
up in front of the cab was my eldest sister’s, with her husband* 
They’ll tell the old man, and there ’ll be no money from home for 
this child. Felt cheap at this, so went up Bond Street and had a 
B. and S. at Tall’s. They give you more brandy there than at any 
other shop in London— wbach is good. I suppose this made me order 
a bangle, rather pret^ too, pearls and diamonds, to be sent down to 
the stage-door of the Joyous, Took a stall there for to-night. 



Ordered some cigars and some new shirts. Felt like ordering the 
whole street, so drove to Jermyn Street. Found a man in the 
Turkish Bath I hadn’t seen for ten days. He hasn’t altered much. 
Bath full. Nobody seems to have been to bed for three nights. Old 
PoLT won four thousand last night at the Underdise. I know I am 
in luck, so shall have a go there myself to-night. Send out a man 
to wire for leave from Adjutant’s Drill to-morrow. Found Ton and 
CoBKY being shampooed. Asked me to dinner. Ton had dined with 
me three days ago, so accepted. Had a cup of tea, and felt very ill 
afterwards. My constitution is not what it was, and I musn’t 
tamper with it in this manner. 

Went back to Club. Read telegrams. Mal-de-Mer has won a 
race at last, and of course I hadn’t a “ confer ” on. Dressed. 

Dined with Tom: and Cobet at a new place they had discovered, 
and raved of. Of course, beastly dinner, but very good Boy. Had 
two magnums of it. Cobxy suggested another, but Tom and I 
wanted to see the First Act at the Frivolous, so we all went together. 
Got in in the middle of the Second Act. A lot of people there— 
Ch ABLET, Fbeddy, Regie, Habey, the Johnnies I have asked to 
Aldershot, Jack, Johnnie, Old Poly, and a lot of others. The 
Smasher looked awfully fit. Waited at stage-door for her, and 
took her to the Orchid to supper. She didn’t wear my bangle, 
and had got on a big emerald necklace. I hate emeralds. Who 
gave them to her ? General row. She cried, as usual. Somehow 
this made me remember that I had never had an answer to my 
telegram about leave. Told her so, and said I would send her home. 
Would I see her home ? Did so. Fight the whole way in the cab, 
and parted for ever on the door-step. 

Through this got to Waterloo in time to see the cold-meat train 
steam out of the Station. Swore like mad at everybody connected 
with the South-Western. 

Back to Club. All sorts of men. Had a lot to drink. Heard 
some new stories, and put them down on my shirt- cnfi, and then 
some ass spilt a glass of Kiimmel over it, and I couldn’t read them 
then, and have quite forgotten them now. 


Went to Underdise at three. Any amount of good play. Had won 
a “ monkey ” by four. Kept steady for an hour and a half, and 
then lost a ‘*thou.” in three coups. This means Cork Street on 
Monday. Caught six o’clock train to Aldershot, and slept till eight. 
Extra hrandy-and-soda, and tub. 

Colonel wants me in the orderly-room. What shall I say ? I 
can’t kill another grandmother. Colonel in a very unbecoming state 
of wrath for a married man and a father of a family. Said I 
thought as there had been no answer to my wire, that it was all 
right. Wanted to know if I also thought that he and the Adjutant 
were going to sit in all day waiting telegrams from me. Leave sus- 
pended for a week. Collapse, Leave, Love, and Cash all gone in 
twenty-four hours I 

‘‘UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE.” 

Mb. Punch learns with great satisfaction that the Q,ueen, with 
that kindness and good taste that seem so natural to her, has inti- 
mated to the Lobd Mayoe, through H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught, 
that it is her intention, some time in the merry month of May, to I 
dedicate to the People’s use the magnificent recreation-ground in 
Epping Forest that they owe to the public spirit and munificence 
of me Corporation. 

What a grand thing is true womanly courage! and how readily 
it shows itself in comparatively small things ! 

Now mark the difference, one among many, between the good 
sober sense of our “ Tight” little island— (can Sir Wilebyd ever 
sing^ this song ?)— and the want of it under the influence of the 
Nihilistic terror in Russia. The Q,ueen of England is fired at by 
a wretched lunatic, and on the first opportunity; she has of show- 
ing herself in public, actually suggests that it should be on a 
Saturday afternoon, that as many of her People as possible may 
partake in her joy. 

We are a Loyal Family, we are, we are, we are I And a Favoured 
Nation, too ! Vzvat Regina ! 
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NEW ZOOPRAXISCOPIC VIEWS OF AN EMINENT ACTOR IN ACTION. 

{By Our Oictz Zoopraxiscopist) 


NOTES EEOM GATCHINA. 

{Communicated ly the Proprietors of the Bostmi Intruder f') 

March 1. — Tkere are few places wMch the Boston Intruder does 
not reach ; and fewer still into which their Correspondents do not 
penetrate. Grot in here by pretending to be a Surveyor, comims- 
sioned to report on a projected railway, for which an American firm 
of Contractors would buy up^ any quantity of land at proprietors’ 
own estimate. Liberal commission all round. G-entlemen in attend- 
ance seemed to see it. Arrived quite safely, though in a state of 
considerable alarm. But no one fires at me; my food is not 
poisoned, and I have not once been blown up. 

March 2. — The Emperor is monarch of all I survey. With the 
exception of Colonel Tchokijiopp, Commander of the Garrison, Count 
Ealuxut, High Chamberlain, and Dr. Hosopf, ^ Sworn Analytical 
Chemist, there is no one at Gatchina his rule to dispute. 

AfarcA 3,— Colonel Tchokimoff has just come in to say that at 
about a hundred yards’ distance from the Park-gates a suspicious- 
looking stranger has been observed. Troops called out. Becon- 
noitering party sent forward. ^ „ 

4/^erwoon.— The suspicious-looking stranger,^ Correspondent of 
the New York Personal^ anxious to interview His Majesty. Hot if 
I know it. Possibly Nihilist in disguise. JEx nihilo nihil fit J Out 
of a Hilfilist nothing can be made. He would say anything. So 
would the Correspondent of the New York Personal, 

March 4,— Got up early, went to the top of the palace, and had a 
good look through the telescope. All serene ! Took, in the garden, 
what, if I were not in an autocratic country, I should call a con- 
stitutional. The gardeners were digging. Thought it might be a 
mine. But Count Falutin' said^ it was a trench for celery. One of 
the under-gardeners had something like gunpowder in his hand, and 
kept scattering it about the ground just as we were passing. Yery 
unpleasant ; though on being analysed by Dr. Hosoff, it turned out 
to be only onion-seed. So, at least, Nosoff says. Gunpowder or 
not, that so-called onion-seed gave me a shock, 

March 4. — Pognons sautes to-day at lunch. Hope there will be 
nothing else saute as long as I stay, Don^t like the word, and told 
Faltjtin so. Wish the Emperor would discharge him. Don’t like 
that word either— it suggests pistols. At dinner saw Bomles glacees 
written at the end of the menu. The very idea of such a thing 
took my appetite away. Couldn’t dine a mite, 

March 5. — Tchokdioff explained to me that Falutust, if dis- 
missed, would join the Nihilists, and set the place on fire before 
leaving. I wonder whether, if I stayed here some time, I could 
learn to look upon Gatchina as my home. Of course there is no place 
like it. It might get monotonous, though, after a time. My poor ; 
friend, Chables Keistkey, used to say, that he liked “Home, 
jSweet Mome ” with variations ; and perhaps he was right. 

March 6 .— Asked Falutik whether it was difficult to carry on 
government of country from place of retreat. Said he should like 
to know how it could he carried on from anywhere else ! At Peters- 
hurgh lots of people waiting to he presented. This General calling 
out for the orto of St. Anne, that one for the cross of St. George, j 
Emperor would have to sign ukases and rescripts to appoint Com- i 
missions, to entertain, and get shot at. Much better here. i 

March 7. — Colonel Tchokimoff, returning from^ Petersburgh, 
brings news of Nihilist meeting at which value of lies, spies, and 
revolvers, as instruments of political progress, discussed. Besolu- 
tion to abandon assassination of individuals, and try agrarian in- 
surrection, and the corruption of the masses, adopted by large 
majority. How does Tchokimoff know ? Is he one of them ? 


March 8.— Faltjtin has just made a very interesting discovery. 
One of the scullery-maids is a Panslave. 

March 9.— Why should not His Majesty retire from business? 
The empire is still a going concern, and he might hand it over to 
a Company. Call it “The E-ussian Monarchy (Limited).” The 
Grand Duke CoirsTANTrNE could finance it, and Geadstoi^e might be 
asked to join the direction. Kothschili), unfortunately, would not 
touch it. That business about the Jews has estranged him. 

March 10.— Walked in the park, and met a beggar who had 
somehow got in. What culpable neglect on Tchoeimoff’s part ! 
Falutest gave signal, and Tchokimoff, hurrying out at the head of 
his battalion, turned both the enemy’s flanks, and hemmed him in. 
In the course of the interrogatory to which he was subjected, beggar 
was asked whether he was a Nihilist. Said he thought he must be, 
for he had nothing in his pocket. The Emperor might he glad to 
give him a crown 1 

PANIC-MONGERING. 

Wheit the public mind is unduly; excited upon the subject of 
“Fires in Theatres,” the excitement is not likely to be allayed by 
describing a wooden shed in a tea-garden at St. Petersburgh, as a 
“ Boufie Theatre,” and a second-class music-hall at Marseilles as a 
“ Theatre” or a “ Crystal Palace,” because they were destroyed by 
fire. Nor is it altogether wise or necessary that two fussy but well- 
meaning provincial Members of Parliament, who represent places, 
the whole population of which could be put into Covent Garden or 
Drury Lane Theatres, should career round the town on a fire-engine, 

‘ on a Saturday night, and visit certain theatres and music-halls in 
' company with half-a-dozen amateur firemen. 


TUVIES HAVE CHANGED, 

A BOLD peasantry — a country’s pride 
If now destroyed, need never be supplied. 


The Poet Wilde will probably leave America on the arrival of the 
Proser Jumbo. Two such great personages could not possibly exist 
in the same Continent at the same time. The Yankees, who have 
enjoyed^ the Oscarity of Oscae, will subsequently revel in the 
Jumbosity of Jumbo. 

The Bestjlt of the Gsand National {hy desire of Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson), — Seaman and Zoedone placed together, and Pau de Vie 
nowhere ! 


Not Woeth the Candle.— “ ’ 


“ OXTR BOYS’ NOYELIST.”— Impoetant Notice.— In answer to impa- 
tient inquirers, we have great pleasure in aimouncing that a new Serial, 
to be completed in three numbers at least, will be commenced next week. 
The delightful Author informs us that as to Ms “ basis of facts, it is on 
the strength of his own personal schoolboyish experience that he has on 
this occasion relied.’’ We confess to mistrusting the use of the word 
** re-lied/’ but we do hope that as the Author is the soul of honour and 
the embodiment of chivalry, he is not deceiving us ; yet probably his 
boyish experience of ‘‘re-lying” must have been painful. Still we 
believe him ; as, if his work is both instructive and amusing, he will reap 
the benefit of a considerable crop of Serials. — E d. 


TO CORKESPONDEH'TS.—In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies should be kept. 




Apbil 8, 1882.] 


PUlv^CH, OE THE LO^T)OX CHAEIVAEL 
















A STORY OF A SEAMSTRESS. 

Thhee ’s nothing in life like an English Spring, 

When it colours the joys of onr holiday time 
With a cowslip crown and a primrose ring, 

A tuneful song and a perfect rhyme. 

A moment more, and the world ’s away 
To the countless joys that the country yields ; 

How few will listen, when free to play, 

To a cry that ’s uttered from Coldbath Eields ! 

A woman just married, at twenty-one, 

To a brute who could work hut who skulked instead, 
Was awakened to starve by the morning sun, 

Having slept on a bimdle of rags for bed.* 

There wasn’t a stick and there wasn’t a chair 
To rest her young body when sewing—ah well, 
When men are on bicycles, living in air, 

Young women are dying in Cierkenwell. 

This sewer of seams hadn’t tasted a crust 
For three days past—but her tears had drunk— 

So she cried, in her agony, “ Perish I must ! ” 

As down on her tottering knees she sunk. 

Then she asked herself, in a helpless way, 

Would it be very wrong— well, to loan a relief 
By detaining some property, just for a day ? 

Detaining ! ” quoth Justice. You ’re simply a 
thief 1 ” 




You ’re simply a 









THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

Eost&ss [to middle-aged, hut still festive MairoTi), **A — me inteodtjoe 
Me. Gkeen to tou, Mrs. Brabazon ! ” 

Mr. Green. with a view to Dancing, I presume 1 ” 


So the Law took away six long weeks of the Hfe' 

Of the girl who had starved— but had stolen as well ; 

And they punished this poor little down-trodden wife 
With the comfort of food and the warmth of a cell, 

From nine in the morning till eight in the night 
She had tried to be honest at home, pretty lass ; 

But she failed. Oh, Morality, witness the sight 
Of this newest recruit to the criminal class I 

The carpenter spouse of this felon— his wife— 

Will continue to sulk, as such reprobates can. 

He will preach of injustice, the bane of his life ; 

On my honour, I ’d sooner be woman than man ! 

’Tis only a simple romance of despair, 

But the men who can fight and the women who feel 

Should refieot, as they fiourish in holiday air, 

’Tis moral to starve, bnt it ’s wicked to steal ! 


“Proposed Hew Dock foe London.” — Probably 
instead of the Old Bailey. But where ? 


THE NEW CODE. 

[On the Thames EmbanJcment . ) 

At the weekly meeting of the School Board, an animated discus- 
sion took place respecting the Hew Code ; and our Reporter states, 
that he was positively bewildered by the infinite variety of opinions 
expressed upon the subject. With regard to one of the points of 
controversy, he has forwarded to us the following note ; — 

Miss Blihebodt called attention to what she emphatically described 
as a fatal defect in the Hew Code. There was no provision for the 
compulsory teaching of the higher branches of education. In this 
age of progress and enlightenment, we ought not to be cont^t to 
fSlow in the footsteps of our grandfathers >nd grandmothers. We 
ought to lead— and we must lead. 

An Hon. Member asked where the Lady wanted to go. 

Miss Bluehody. I want to fulfil our duty to the people by teaching 
them the great scientific truths which have now superseded the old 
worn-out theories of ignorant and barbarous ages. I would refer 
the Hon. Member for example, to the great and glorious theory of 
Evolution which has now been adopted by, the entire scientific world 
of Europe and America, without a dissenting voice. 

Mrs, Busybody, Hot so, Miss Bltjebody, there are many dissenting 
voices. 

Miss Bluehody. I spoke of the scientific world, Mrs. Bxtstbody. 

Mrs, Busybody, To which you would insinuate I do not belong. 
Well, Miss Bltjebody is quite entitled to believe that she is descended 
from a tadpole. She may be quite right for anything that I know or 
care. 

A Reverend G-entleman here rose to Order. Whether Miss Bltje- 
BODT was or was not descended from a tadpole, was not a question 
before the Board. If it had been intended to discuss it, due notice 


ought to have been given. These were great questions involving 
great principles, and ought not to be dealt with in this haphazard 
kind of way. 

Another Hon. Member, whose name our Reporter did not ascertain, 
said, the Evolution theory was a piece of pure humbug, and he pro- 
tested against any such rubbish being taught in the Board Schools. 

Upon this, there was something very like a general uproar, about 
a dozen Members shouting at once at the top of their voices, and 
before order was restored. Miss Bltjebody rose from her seat, and 
walked majestically out of the room. 

The Chairman then reminded the Board that the discussion 
I respecting Evolution and tadpoles was altogether irregular, and that 
there was a good day’s work before the Board. The Finance Com- 
mittee then proposed a variety of estimates, and the perfect 
unanimity with which the money of the Ratepayers was squandered, 
afforded a striking contrast to the previous discussions of the Board. 

There were new Turkey carpets ordered for the ShufOlebury 
Training Ship, and also a library for the use of the Stokers. A box 
was ordered at the forthcoming Wagnee Operas for the use of the 
I musical Teachers. It was only to cost £20 a night, and was reckoned 
I a great bargain. Then there were a few hundred thousands voted 
i for new schools, birch rods, increased salaries, &c., without a whisper 
of dissent. The voting of money acted like magic on the perturbed 
spirits, male and female, who a little before seemed to be drifting 
into actual collision. The proceedings became so very tame, that 
our Reporter informs us he actually fell asleep. 


The Prize-Fight in a Chapee.— Only the oo-irreligionists of 
Mr. Bbadbaugh or M. Paul Beet would see the fitness of things in 
a place of Christian worship falling into the hands of some pro-* 
fessors of the philosophy of “ Mill,’* 


VOL. Lxsxn. 




THOUGH LOST TO SIGHT, TO MEMORY DEARP^ 

JDr. LumUcdore {who thought he heard a False Quantity ”). “Scan it, Sib 1 *’ 

Scholar, “Txttbe tu PATULis eecubans stjb tegmtnb Jumbo ! ’ 

\^At this slip of the tongue the Class hursts into tears, folloxoed hy the whole School, and the Doctor, uncontrollahly affected himself, gives ^em a 
Half Holiday on the spot, and puts an end to a Scene as painful as it loas unexpected / 


EEMARKABLE ROMANCES. 


{By a Mamhler,) 


Ho. II.— THE SECRET OF SUCCESS. 


Thebe was no matter of question but that be was a G-enins. His 
name was Rasselas Richeliett be Roncesyalles, and be wore bis 
bead shaved with a pig-tail after the Celestial or Chinese fashion. 

Moreover, be affected green boots with 
yellow tips, smoked Manilla cigars be- 
tween bis soup and fish at dinner, and so 
I distorted the Q,ueen’s English, that the 

i Treasury consnlted the Law Officers of 
^ 1 Crown as to whether be should not 

\ 1 ^6 subjected to a Public Prosecution. 

chief est of all his many virtues, 
I was the reverence with which he had 
y inspired his disciples for that vegetable 
! of culinary importance which is called 

: Onion. In this highly- scented bulb, as 

^ ' exemplified by its long-lasting fragrance, 

! , he had detected a symbol of Everlasting 

I ffn ' Endurance, and it was in the character 

M 0 of its Bard or Seer that he became famous 

MM. Founder of the Onionic Cult. His 

appearance, indeed, was held to be typical 
^ of his Faith. His shorn head, with its 

dependent pigtail, was known mystically 
to represent the legume of his choice, while the colour of his boots in 
no less occult fashion, typified the savoury horticultural product’s 
! combined hues, which range from the rich ochre of the Spanish, to 
the delicate green of the Spring. 

The Social process, or rather ascension, of Be Roncesvaxles 
was indeed one oi which any follower of the Muses might well be 
proud. Any father would have been proud of such an offspring, 


any cousin fifteen times removed would have claimed him as a 
blood relation. Duchesses sighed for his sonnets (which came not), 
Marchionesses scented their handkerchiefs with no other perfume 
than Triple JSxtrait de V Oignon, and the fruiterers of Covent Garden 
daily reviled his name as they surveyed the piles of pine-apples and 
peaches which remained unsold by reason of his infiuence ; though 
their maledictions were more than counterbalanced by the humble 
benediction of the green-grocering hucksterer, and the hearty bless- 
ing of the “string ’’-selling costermonger. When questioned as to 
the secret of his success, Be Roncesyalles would invariably reply to 
the Peer as to the Interviewer of the Press, “lam the Living Lesson 
of the Infallibility of the Five Mystic Letters.” He would say no 
more and no less. It was in vain for the Good and Great to ask his 
I meaning, the confidential agents of Prince Bismaeck, though 
specially despatched to this country, returned to Berlin, sadder, but 
not wiser men; and Mr. Geobge Lewis and the Public Prosecutor 
were reported to have shed tears over their inability to discover the 
slightest clue to the import of the Bard’s speech. Certain there 
were, of course, who derided him, the Philistines, the Goths, the 
Iconoclasts, the Huns, and other Outer Barbarians. But at these 
the Seer and his disciples smole. 

It was about the time that men seriously debated whether a statue 
of the Bard should not be placed upon one of the vacant pedestals in 
Trafalgar Square, when the price of Collodion rose seventy-five per 
cent., owing to the demand for his photographs, and when it was 
rumoured that the Commander-in-Chief and the First Lord of the 
Admiralty had decided upon the imperative necessity for re-intro- 
ducing pigtails in the Army and Navy, that the Poet was delivered 
of his first work, after Messrs Cheistie and Manson had knocked 
down the right of publication at a fabulous figure to a specially 
organised Limited Liability Company. The book was splendidly got 


up. It was bound in white velvet and vellum, it was lettered in 
platinum and gold, and it was printed from silver-faced type ; while 
the rough edges of its leaves were taken as an antithesis to the polish 
of the Author’s mind. It contained only a dedication and a poem, 
but it ran through one hundred and fifty-six editions in four days, 
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A "WORD FOR THE 
DOCTORS. 

It is assuredly Rigli time that 
research was protected, when 
medical men engaged in investi- 
gating a case of poisoning are 
obliged to prosecute their in- 
quiries in France, in order to 
bring a criminal to justice in 
England, No wonder, then, see- 
ing how foolish and fanatical 
people are raving about subjects 
they do not xmderstand, that the 
medical profession, under the 
Presidency of Sir William Jen- 
iO!E, are taking steps to “bring 
the legitimate Muence of the 
medical profession more effec- 
tively to bear on the promotion 
of those exact researches in phy- 
siolopfy, pathology, and thera- 
peutics which are essential to 
sound progress in the healing 
art.” Yivisection conducted with 
ansestheties has saved thousands 
of lives, and yet a prominent 
female opponent of the practice, 
who goes about denouncing it, 
ignores that indubitable fact; 
while, as a aat’csniupon whom she 
caRed pointed out to her, she 
wore ostrich feathers taken from 
the living bird, and a bird of 
paradise which must have been 
skinned alive, and thus while sbe 
raved against all experiments to 
aid Science, she had no objection 
to the inffiotion of cruelty for 
her personal adornment. 


Public Opinion. 

Moee “ public indimatiou 
has been excited in LuRow and 
its neighbourhood by the murder, 
or unsportsmanlike killing, of a 
fox, than is excited in London by 
the outrages on the Thames Em- 
bankment, or in Ireland by the 
daily murders in the streets of 
Dublin. This shows the value of 
public opinion. 



PUNCHES FANCY PORTRMTS.-No. 78. 



SIR JOBC^ miTER EUBDXESTONE. 

OITE OP THE 

« LAST OF THE BARONS. ’’ 


LITEERARr IMPUDENCE. 

It is kiigk time that someone 
jiv.'oice of authority should 
tell N oyeslists that their claims to 
aT-romdi ccpv right are impudent 
ami ric: Uc-is . Their position is 
strictly odeined by the laws of 
ElDflaid, , and the laws of England 
ame siipoly perfect. Those who 
ttaiak otba^rwise are Atheists and 
Penia-ns. A Novelist should not 
oxaly vrilte as- many novels as 
p-ossib>le, bui should write them 
lo a more dr ansatic form, so as to 
give ada£)ters ifar less trouble. 

Ho oaes but those in the trade 
can imasgine the difficulty an 
adapt er bias io encounter in copy- 
iog the * dialogue, incidents, 
cinara-cterrs, and names of the 
lU ovelisfss creation, Novels that 
long ©.gc have been through the 
i^erce fraB of ocr ideal wrath, are 
jost fche Iboois that an adapter is 
jastifiLeiihi laying his hands upon. 

does a fiuhlic service by 
dma^gdiig: thenL from their obscu- 
rLty, and subjecting them to the 
puirify ing* ijLliuence of the Loed 
C EiiCHEEJim and the playgoers, 
and a : repetition ot adverse 
exriticlsm-. Ee is fairly entitled 
to all tlhe pwaise he gets for 
a'tteia.ptimg a difficult task, and 
tine IT ovellist omg-ht to he thankful 
for a.ny piLblicity obtained for 
hds Tc^oilc:, eve=u ii it is largely 
leayemei mil abuse and misre- 
pnresemteion , 

k retmm f®r the privilege of 
hsivin g tlhe re-fusal of the Lau- 
reate’ s leT play, Mr. Ieviko will 
pmobaHy giy e Biim his acceptance, 
liBrncQ sand are two 

good na-mes to a bill when 
CPwp-ied Ttogether. 

Mr , (xEGAi si»oiTE IN The Crttio 
— ‘ ‘ N 0 scandal about 
Otueen Elisabeth, I hope!”— 
[See 8HOBmL2{’s Masterpiece, 
A^ctlXS*o.l.] 


The dedication was, ** To the Beneficent Lafluence of the Five Mystic 
Letters ; the poem, which (owing to the magnifieent size of the 
printing) filled ninety-eight pages, was nevertheless in but tyyo 
couplets, called “The Onion — A Harmony of Scents.” The con- 
cluding lines of this remarkable poem were : — 

0 1 Subtle Essence of the field and yalley. 

Of lonely moorland, and of wind-swept fell, 

"What can I sing ? 'What can I tell 

Save this, For ever I would dally 

’Mid thy rank rhapsody of Saintly Smell !” 

The greatest curse which can afflict the human mind is Envy. The 
honest appreciation of his feRow-creatures raised up this vice in the 
mind of Beadds. Beadds was passing wealthy. He had started 
three theatres, and had an onmiDus load of securities in Tnrldsh. 
Bonds. But despite these advantages, despite his dinners, despite 
the fact that he knew the Lord Mayor, and changed the Gardenia in 
his button-hole three times a day, Beadds was not a Social Success. 
Even Baronets (of the United Hmgdom) fought shy of his entertain- 
ments. JSe envied DeRoitcesvalles tmth the hitter envy oj a UigJiUd 
existence* But Bbadds was a practical man of business, a man, who, 
when he bought an article at two and elevenpence three farthings, 
always waited till he got his change out of three shillings. Lke 
Walpole, he knew that every man has Ms price, and he resolved to 
acquire the secret of the Five Mystic Letters. He wrote to Be 
Rohcesvalles. 

On the morning of the first of April, when the sale of human 
beings, notwithstanding the Anti-Slayery Laws is asanually efieeted. 


the Bard had sca-rcely finished hds ffiugalimatTitnLal meal of yellow 
chartreuse, preen, ^geir and ca;wiar^e, w^heni Bbabls was announced 
and nshered into his presence. Bmirns, -yho liad bought a new 
white waistcoat (witti sis^penee dtiscount, cash) ion* the occasion, was 
unusizally excited. Jn kais right hand he elLiite:hed a twelve-to-the- 
sheet che<que hooi. ‘The secret’s miiiLe foor twenty-five thousand 
pounds,” he said, mt:hoTxtinore s-do, “toes^ecret of the Five Letters 
fortvwenty-i-vetliousaiii pcimds And be siglesd deeply. 

“ Gkuineas,’ ’ corrected “the Toefc, “ II am. abooye thie aureous influence 
of Lucre, hut I am tine Apostile of Accuracy 

“ So be it — guinea-s,” unufctere-d B- eadzds, ■ teaxing a slip from his 
cheque-book and fiOm^ it in, ^vbile tEe ijSeeZkesr after the Truth 
simuLtaneouslypencOlel somLethdng ontMeunmsei' side of a trades- 
man’s bill. A dead silence occurred , dmingg which an observer, had 
he been present, vyould assuredly ha-ve kaear-d tie# muffled thud of a 
pin Txpou the Persian. carpet. Tfcne voice t of tie Poet broke the 
monotony of the silence. ‘‘^Xfnencossed! ^ ’ h.ee|aenlated. 

“It is,' ' replied Bblamds, hand iag him thee document to which he 
hadjnst appended his signature. ^'^And. n*.ow foe: the secret of the 
Five Blystic XetterB.'’’ 

The Seer pressed tlie paper u“pa which ! le had written into the 
eager fingrers of Beai>i)s. It simply bore tEeimsexiption “GHEE H,” 
irt a quaint scholarlT” hand, 

That same night ifc was rTMomredL thsattlhe Seer of the Onionie 
C-olt^liai retired from iDiisiness in order t*o espouse the lovely but 
penniless daughter o£ a Celtic Noble mam. CConcisrrently the aorunt 
departure of dBiiAJDDS the MiLEonmaur o, for a tour in Central Africa, 
was amo-cmced in. the cheaper ev'cning journals.. No one has as yet 
anthoxitatiYely contr^adieted “theete stntemeat ;s. 



160 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Apeil 8, 1882. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTBACTED PBOM 


THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 



GETTING GLM)STONE»S COLLAR UP. 


^ Monday Nighty March 27. — Mr. Walpole in Ms seat at question 
time. HoesMt often come now. Unlucky he should have been here 
to-night ; his feelings having been sufficiently worked .upon during 
the course of a long and honourable career. If he M only been ten 
minutes later all would have been well. Came in just in time to 
hear Mr. Sexton put a question. It seems there is a prisoner in 
Kilkenny Gaol, to whom a blood-thirsty Government have refused 
the use of a harmonium. Attorney- General of Ireland con- 
fronted with the question as to whether the Executive had’declined 
to allow this Gentleman the use of a harmonium, fenced with it in 
customary Crown-lawyer^ style. Could not answer without notice. 
That ’s all very well, but in the meantime this Nobleman languishes 
in prison unoomforted by the strains of the harmonium. 

“ No one can suspect me of associating with the Land-League lot,” 
Mr. Walpole said to me, with the tears streaming adown his face ; 
“ but to think that a Gentleman sent to gaol, having asked for a 
harmonium, should be refused I It ’s worse than anything done in 
Naples during the reign of Bomba.” 

Perhaps,” I said, wishing to comfort him, “ they couldn’t getlit 
in at the door, and the windows are, I’m told, always incon- 
veniently narrow in gaols.” 

“ Then,’' said Mr. Walpole, with honest indignation, and a fresh 
tear, “ they should have built another prison, or should have taken 
care to put a Gentleman of musical tastes in a gaol where the door- 
way was wide enough to take in an ordinary harmonium.” 

” Peradventure,” I remarked, “the other Gentlemen in prison 
: might not like a harmonium going. I have heard of people who 
objected to a piano ‘strumming,’ as they brutally call it, in the 
^xt room, and I have seen the harmless organ-grinder driven 
from the door-step by the hard-hearted householder.” 

“Oh I” said Mr. Walpole, weeping afresh, “that’s the diffi- 
culty of the Government. I am glad I am out of it. Can’t please 
one party without offending another. What ’s one man’s harmonium 
IS another man’s abomination. Full of difficulty, full of difficulty ; 
yet I cannot refuse the natural tear when I hear these cases 
Governmental tyranny.” 

Wish the estimable old Gentleman would look a little nearer home, 
and waste some of his sympathy on us. Here ’sithe Cloture Barrel- 
Organ been a-grindiag all night, and we are promised another night 
of it on Thursday. 


Thursdat/ -House crowded again, and every sign of excite 

Thought at first it was the Scalloped-Oyster, Swan-with 
Iwq-Necks, and Mi^gatawny Railway Bill in another stage 
Begm to be sorry hadn’t looked it up. But shall vote one way o 
the other this time. Shall foRow Dillwyn’s lead. He seems t 
more about it than any other man, and the other night observei 
higMy judicious course. Moved an Amendment, and then votei 
agamst it. More cannot be expected from a Borough Member, 
Imns out not to be Stewed-Oyster, Black-Swan, and Mumble 
Bee Railway, Our old friend the Cloture on a^in. Going to settl 
It now, I expect Been at it long enough. Here’s Easter Reces 
close at hand. Nme thing to get it all over before we start afresh afte: 
the holidays, WJen we come back shall have a chance of gettinj 


„ ^ the W, does look palei 

says we ve hardly touched the frmge of the question. Seems thei 


are fifty Amendments before we get through tMs first Resolution, 
and there are eleven more Resolutions. Sir George Elliot, who 
can do any sum in his head, reckons that at present rate of progress 
shall have reached the third Rule on 12th of August. Sir George 
looking very well, but complains of cramped space. 

“Egypt’s the place for me, Toby,” he says. “Hike a place 
where you can cock your legs upon the bench, and no questions 
asked. In Egjrpt you can take your dinner lying down if you like ; 
but here have to sit bolt upright, as if you were being photographed. 
The other night got on a back bench, where I thought I could not 
catch the SPEAXER’s'eye if I wanted. Spread myself out ; just be- 
ginning to think Parliamentary life not so bad after all, when up 
comes Sergeant-at-Arms. Says this isn’t manners. ‘ No, but it ’s 
comfort,’ says I, But had to sit up.” 

Nice genial man, Sir George. Joseph Gillis quite taken to him. 
Pleasant to see them together. J. G. instructing him in politics, 
and fancies he ’ll make something of him. 

I “ Worst of him is,” Joey B. says, “ whenever I talk of his noble 
esj^ousal of our cause at the Election, and his pledge about the 
prisoners, he changes the subject, or sees someone on other side who 
he must speak to.” 

Pretty speech from Mr. Bright, and short too, which is something 
in these days. Almost gentle with the Conservatives, but came 
down heavy on the Land-Leaguers, to their pained indignation. 
Have observed before that your greatest sticklers for Order are to be 
found amongst the Land-Leaguers. Also, here are the most sensi- 
tive minds who shrink from the use of harsh language. Mr. Callan 
positively gets red in the face, and his words tumble over each other 
in generous haste, when he hears any imputation on the honesty of 
purpose, purity of motive, or general decorum of Land- League 
party. Man of exquisitely refined mind is Philip. Also of 
polished manners. Shrinks instinctively not only from anything 
that is absolutely rude or vulgar, but from speech calculated to hurt 
the feelings of the least-considered^ Member. Land-Leaguers 
shocked at Mr. Bright’s language to-night. Mr. Sexton retires for 
four hours, to prepare impromptu reply. When he comes back goes 
hot for Bright. Mr. Callan and Mr. Healy must be absent, else 
we should hear protests against these insinuations and imputations 
on the part of their colleague, 

Friday Iforwwy.— Division at last. Elderly Members who were 
here even before Mr. Newdegate, brought gently in by the new 
Ambulance Corps, Members asleep waked up. Mr. Warton’s 
snuff-box iu great request. Members being half asleep, terribly 
afraid of going into wrong lobby. Wideawake Members with an 
eye to the scarcity of cabs, get into the lobbies as soon as the ques- 
tion is put. Mr. Biggar bustles out between Colonel Stanlet and 
Sir Walter Barttelot. 

“ Landlordism and.No-rent,” says Sir Wilfrid Lawson, coming 
in from the Bar, where he has had a “pick-me-up,” composed of 
the refreshing lemon and the invigorating spring water. 

Mr. Healy rubs , shoulders with Sir Stafford Northoote, and 
Mr. Callan leads the way for Mr. Christopher Syhes. A constant 
stream from either doorway ; a rising hubbub of voices ; a succes- 
sion of Members breaking through the throng, bringing in the latest 
figures polled ; search for Lord Richard Grosvenor, who has been 
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tellmg the Opposition ; dreadful whisper that he has 
been burked, dropped over the Emhankment, and will 
j ^ Parliamentary Eetnrn that is being 
inoved lor, showi ng how many bodies picked np out of 
tne river iDetween W estminster and Blaokfriars Bridge : 
a welcoming shout as he breaks through the crowd by the 
beaker s Cha^ ; more delay on account of Mr. Cowen’s 
difficulty mth his hat. "What shall he do with it ? Can 
he bnng it up before the eyes of Mr. Speaker and the 
watchful House ? He can not. 

^ter a moment's pause, and a rapid survey of Members 
below the Gangwayj he selects the Lord Mayor of 
lJublin, walks up to him, publicly deposits the hat in his 
cha^e, chivahously refuses to take a ticket, and rejoins 
the lellers. ^ They pause a moment whilst the Liberals 
make weak imitation of a Tory cheer ; then advance, a 
thin streak of black, up the floor of the House with the 
excited throng on either side. Lord Kichaild announces 
that the Opposition Amendment has been negatived by 
318 votes against 279. 

“ Marrt-ott, come up ! ” says Sir JoEif Lubbock, who 
sometimes lapses into Ancient Monumental speech, “I 
hope my Amendment wiH be as handsomely beaten." 
Home at three o'clock in the morning. 

Friday Wish the Lord ^vocate had been 

allowed to finish his speech on herring-brands. Hever 
heard a Lord Advocate's opinion on herring-brands. Ho 
can say when we shall have another opportunity, j 
There is a subtle something about the personal aspect of 
the Lord Advocate which indicates that he would have 
been able to add something striking to the stock of human 
knowledge on the subj ect. Eager look, as one who sought 
for knowledge everywhere, and sometimes found it in the 
writing burned in upon small kegs that smell of fish 
come from Scotland, and probably contain herrings. 
Withal a gentle, kindly aspect, as one who, if he caught 
the fish himself, would follow old Izaak Walton’s in- 
junction, and handle the worm tenderly, as if he loved 
it. [Hot quite sure as to Izaak Walton's age, but 
people always say Old Izaak, and generally speU the 
name wrong. Also, am not quite clear whether they 
catch herrings with worms. But let it pass.] Lord 
Advocate just opened his speech—as it were, laid a keg 
of herrings on the table— and about to call attention 
to the brand, when the deathless Joseph Gulis appeared 
on the scene, and the House Counted Out. Mean to ask 
the Lord Advocate to print his speech : sure to have it 
in manuscript. Great orators, I 'm told, always do. 
Business done. — Hone. I 


SKETCHES FROM BOZ.^^ 

{Adapted to Well-hwvm QhmmUrs.') 
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First Critic. “Well, have you seen the Great Tragedian in Bomeo astd 
Juliet 

Second Ditto, “ I have ; and I coneess he didn’t come up to my Ixpic- 

TATIONS. To tell YE THE TRUTH, I NIVER THOUGHT HE WOULD 1 " 

GYE^TUL NEWS. 

Tee programme of the Opera Season for 1882 promises some good things. 
We are to have Patti, Albani, and Lucca, who has been too long absent, 
Yalleria and Fusch-Madier, with new singers named Olga Berghi, and 
Stahl, and the ever-welcome Trebelli, For tenors we have Miebzwinsky 
(what a delightful name to have aU to yourself), Frapou, Yergnet, and 
Lestellier, while there is a strong list of Baritones and Basses. The repertoire 
at Covent Garden is to be strengthened by the production of Boito's Mejistofele 
and Bizet’s pretty opera Carmen^ which is so full of dramatic Bizet-ness, A 
new opera, Velledaf will be given for Madame Patti’s benefit, and VAfrieaine 
for Madame Lucca. Massenet's Serodiade is also promised, and Mr. Gye 
has had the libretto thoroughly re-written, and the objectionable features 
expunged,* a process which we imagine must have been by no means an easy one. 

Still more news comes to us concerniug the Opera. There is to be only one 
house open. Messrs. Gye and Mapleson have buried the hatchet, t and formed 
a Limited Company, with His “ Ail Serene " Highness Count Gleichen and the 
Earl of Lathom among the Directors. Mr. Ernest Gye is Managing Director 
here, and Mr. Mapleson goes to America, where he has had large experience. 
The^ two Operas used to cut each other's throats like Italian bandits. One 
Italian Opera at Covent Garden ought to be a great— no, more, a Gye-gantio 
success. 

* We are glad to hear this— as we dislike “objectionable features" on the stage — 
especially in an Opera.— Ed, 

t Where ? This will be a curiosity for the Antiquarian of the future,-— Ed. 


^ Dinner to Sir Henry Irving begauMiss Lavinia, reading the heading ^ 

^ paragraph in the Times of Thursday last. “ Good gracious I ” exclaimed 
her excellent Aunt, Mrs. Eamsboxham, “that's very sudden! Why, he 
must have been Knighted since yesterday evening, or, of course, we should ; 

have seen it in the bm,— JRomea by Sir Henry Irving. Well, I am glad, for ' 

“ Hare and Kendal ” as Codlin and Short really Lawy dear, I do think he deserves it.” “ Oh, Aunt, dear ! ” exclaimed 

.. , . . Miss Lavinia, “this was a dinner to Sir Henry T* Irving, K.C.M.^., on the occa- 

■ sion of his departure as Governor of British Guiana.” “Ah! Well, it doesn't 

Mrs. Hamsbotham says her Hephew at Oxford comes sound nice, my dear,” returned Mrs. Eak, “ and I 'm glad Mr, Irving is going 
home at Easter for a month's Yacoination. to stay at the Lyceum, How read something else.” 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 

Mrs, Mundy {wife oftlie Dean of St, Boniface's College^ Oxbridge), “And so you used to be at St, Boniface’s, deae Lord Full- 
acres > How TERY ODD THAT I DON’T REMEMBER YOU AT ALL ! ” 

Noble Earl {who succeeded his Cousin)^ “Ah, well, you see— I was only Mr. Dobbs in those days — not even Honourable !“ 


THE MILLENNIUM IN MONACO. 

i {From the Tales of a Traveller,) 

I POUND Monte Carlo virtuous. The dreadful Casiuo had been 
oonverted into a Worldng Man^s Literary Institute, and the croupiers, 

[ once the miserable employes of a degrading establishment, had found 
new places as Superintendents of Coffee-Palaces. Far from being 
shunned by the virtuous residents of the Hivieraj the little Princi- 
pality was in their high good favour. As I arrived, the beautiful 
walks on the terraces were thronged with the pupils of an English 
Sunday-School, who had come in a pleasure- van from Mentone to 
enjoy their annual treat on the loveliest shore of the Mediterranean. 
Bun-shops were seen in all directions, and many of the resident 
merchants had amassed, so I was told, large fortunes by the sale of 
muffins, crumpets, and ginger-beer. Altogether, the place was in a 
most satisfactory condition. 

On the second day of my visit I was honoured with an interview 
by the reigning Prince. The heir of the G-rimaxdis received me 
most graciously when he discovered that I was a member of the 
Society for the Perpetual Abolition of (Gambling Propensities. He 
had long white hair, and a most benevolent expression characterised 
features which were at once handsome and int^ectual. He told me 
that he heartily rejoiced in the suppression of the vice which had 
once rendered the home of his ancestors a hotbed of misery and 
dissipation. 

“ Ah I I shudder at the recollection I he murmured, with a sigh. 
Itouge et noir and trente et quarante were so silly, so wicked.” 

I in the purest Parisian, to show bis Highness that 

although he spoke in excellent English, I was a perfect master of 
the French tongue — “ Om] but votre Altesse seems, in fact, to be 
very copafortable.” 

observed the Prince, glancing at the signs of 
wealth that met the eye on every side. “ I have discovered that it 
is within the resources of civilisation to make a good income without 
descending to gambling-house keeping. The representatives of the 


late M. Blanc have disappeared, but I still enjoy my little per- 
centages,” 

“ Yes ? ”• I answered, interrogatively. 

‘‘For instance,” he continued, “I have my Monte Carlo Stock 
Exchange. We have the same rules as those used in Capel Court. 
Notlmg can be more respectable. The brokers pay me a sKght com- 
mission upon their transactions, and at the end of the year I find 
my account with them has realised a nice little sum to swell my 
balance at the inker’s.” 

“ Commerce is a noble thing, your Highness. England owes her 
great to her mercantile ramifications,” 

“ Quite so,” the Prince acquiesced. “And then we have started 
a copy of TattersaU^s. Beally, you might almost fancy yourself in 
Ehi^tsbridge in the grand salonP 

“To sport our great country owes its love of pluck and fair play,” 

I cried with enthusiasm. 

“ You ^^e indeed right,” responded his Highness, “ and as I am 
paid a trifling sum upon every entry in the ledgers of the Book- 
I makers. I do not do so badly. Then we have Clubs, where only 
I Whist IS permitted.” 

I “Ah, a splendid game,” I observed, “ a good whist-player must 
I be a man of wonderful attainments,” 

I “Certainly,” smilingly rejoined his Highness. “And to keep 
down the stakes to a reasonable amount, I charge a small per-centage 
upon all gains and losses.” 

“An excellent regulation. And so, Prince, it is really the fact 
that you do not permit gambling in any form or shape ? ” 

“ My dear Sir, replied His Highness, solemnly, “I have taken 
your great country as my model, and I permit no more gambling in 
Monte Carlo, than is countenanced i in London!” I was satisfied. 
Later in the.d^'y, I assisted at a performance of an amateur pantomime 
in which the Prince himself took a part. True to the instinct of his 
ancestor, the great CRUiiXDt, His Hig^ess appeared as clown. 

V ^ ^^ought you would like iV^ said fiie good old man subsequently 
as he took his leave of me. “ The EngHsh are never better pleased 
than when witnessing— a farce I ” I 
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DON SHA-W-VANNI AND THE STATUE ; 

on, 

THE VIRTUOUS LOTHARIO AND HIS HAPPY THOUGHT. 

CHAEACTEES. 

Don Shaw-Yanni [of the Office^ Worh)* 

II CoioiENDATOEE (II Duco di Ferro], 

Leeorello (from Fleet Street)* 

Scene— /I n unseeluded spot in a Green Park. As 

Don Sha^-Yanni is discovered hsiemng m some distress to ths 
following mvisihle Chorus, 

Choetjs. 

Heaven preserve ns and defend us, 

Jammed and wedged in hopeless tangle . 

Who HI assist us ! Wko 'H befriend iw— 

End the struggle, strife, and wrangle i 
Is no route direoter, shorter ? 

Halkin Street to Pieeadillyrp 
Though pedestrians we slaughter, — ] 

Takes an hour and a quarter. . , 

Heaven 1 Such waste of time ^ • . 

Don Shaw- Vanni, Yes, there ’s truth iu what they say I 
With remorse my soul it fills ! 

Ah I This is the pace that kills I 
Fnter Lepoeelio. 

Zeporello. P’r’aps there ’s something in thek'roy ? 

Don Shaw- Vanni. Custom, tashion, Yested rights,— 

One can’t see one’s way I . , 

Zeporello, r i.- i, 

Don Shaw-Vanni. Higher? H Commendatore ! 

Jl Commendatore {with an approving nod). 

I’mhoredtodeathuphere! 

Leporelh. .. , ,, You see I 

He ’s only waiting to get down : 

He doesn’t want to block the town. 

Whv don’t vou ask him home to tea r 

Bon Shai^vlnni. Ha! ch^l^site! A teJAant measure . 

{Addressing the Statue.) You ’U more a step or tw^ , 

II Commendatore, ^ i 

Baeoaeolb. 

I won the battle of Waterloo, 

Aid I tried to serve the Nation, 

And in my day an honoi^ or two 
I had, and a fair ovation. . 

And whon I had finished my long ’s maroft^ 

I qounted on peace and quiet 


But they stuck me up here on the top of this arch 

In the midst of rumpus and riot. 

So, if you regard either me or my hagr , 

You ’H oblige us by movingus both tether back. 

Don ShaW‘ Vanni, Yes, Certainly: Have hte let do^ with te hack. 
Lenorello Yes I cart him right off — ^but—don’t put him back . 

[Scene closes in upon a moving picture^ and^ 
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The Dook comes down handsomely. 

TEE CHANNEL OS’ COMMUNICATIONS. 

Ta if in fV Fortniohtlv. Contemporary, or the Ninet^n^ Cen^ry 
iv + a,^rStoat n (.ftiTiat Sir EdwAb’s luEuel oceurs ? The guhjeot 

Sy mme perple^g md^ed. Aad why '“e 

and^ENEYSOE Uoth against it? BsowEiEas reasons, most 0 
Wa Me nrobalb^^unintelligible to the majority, and 


Krr«/K?sw.=thrc» itiah’t 

undCTtheSeeof lYestmiost^! 

CoEpBaaElSCt A Novbi. APP^s.-The last weeta are anaomaoed of 
Prince Leopold as “ the Bachelor of the iJbaiiy. 



A SUPERIOR PERSON WITH THE aUOBN. 

Sats the Daily Telegraph : — 

“Among- the distinguished strangers present was the Eey* Gregoise 
SiMiRiOTTis, Superior of the Convent de St. Minas, Island of Chios, who 
mounted his steed in front of the hall in full ecclesiastical costume. , . . The 
brush was presented to the Eeverend Superior to carry back to Chios.” 

And this Reverend Sportsman is, according to the Morning Post 
of last Thursday, now raising subscriptions for his Monastery in 
Chios. What is it for ? A Subscription Pack P 

“When he next doth ride abroad” (perhaps he doesn’t do it at 
home), “ may we be there to see.” Imagine an ecclesiastical fox- 
hunt, with all the Bishops in full canonicals I This would be a real 
specimen of a “ Lawn Meet,” 


Warning. 

kss Atheist ’s “ The Pool ”— the Psalmist saith. 

Will France risk suckling such a brood of Pools ? 

Irreverent youths, with neither Hope nor Paith, 

Will be the product of your Godless Schools, 

The Proof of the Baeff Bono-aiTCERrDio PuDDiEa,— -Por 
further particulars apply immediately to the savants who partook of 
the Professor’s little six-month old dainties at the last week’s 
supper at the Society of Arts ! 

CoiiMissiOH OF Inquiry,— In Ireland, the prisoners convicted of 
Moonlight outrages to be examined by the Commissioners in Lunacy, 
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A PROTEST AND A SUGGESTION. 

{Addressed to the First Cmnmissioner of WorJcs hy an 
Indignant Tory.) 

The remoTal of the TTellington Arch and Statue is the only . 
difficulty in the improvement of Hyde Park Comer,’’ — Daily 
Taper. j 

So the Park ’s to he altered— not Hyde Park, I mean— | 
Bat the one, being brown, that we know as the ‘"Green,” ' 
And the place that as “ Corner ” so long has been known, 
Will be buried in wood or be covered with stone ; 

For as “ Corner ” no longer ’twill live above ground, 
Though a miniature Square, yet its shape will be round, 
But the “ Corner” shall die without threat or rebuke. 

If you only will say what you ’ll do with the Duke ? 

Do you think 0 ! Commissioner horrid and coarse. 

That a Londoner lives who could part with that horse ? 
Do you madly conceive that John Bull, aye ! or Pat, 
Can be callous to all that is dear in that hat ? 

If in this you are wrong— do you really suppose 
We would suffer the loss of that cloak and that nose ? 

Oh, yes ! women may whimper and children may puke, 
But all men will demand, “What you’ll do with the 
Duke ?” 

Come, just look at him now with his baton in hand, 

He ’s more than sublime, he ’s ineffably grand. 

I can fancy he ’s speaking as once he did do, 

For though up on that arch he is at Waterloo. 

And (perhaps though you nowadays think this is stale) 

“ Copenhagen ” * is telling the fact with his tail ; 

’Twas a glorious victory, well won— no ffuke ; 

He was iron— is now— here ’s a plan for the Duke ! 

My suggestion is this, take the Duke as he ’s now, 

Fix him hat, horse and all on white Dover’s cliff-brow. 
He ’U protect us, for should that new Tunnel be made, 
Mark my words, ’twill be giving invaders free trade. 

Let him watch o’er the Channel as once he would do ; 

He has kept the Cinque Ports t as he kept Waterloo ; 

He ’U be better than fortress, or rampart, or trench, 

JFor ty Wellington canH — then who can stop the French 9 

* The Duke of Wellington’s favourite charger, ridden by 
him at Waterloo. 

t The Duke of Wellington was Warden of the Cinque Ports. 



A Public View. 

ScEN'E— Interior of a Studio in St. Stephen’s. Artist and 
Critic discovered. 


A SPECIALITY. 

“Hang ir, you’ve got an Umbrella of tour own. Why the deuce 
don’t you stick it up ? ” 


Mr. J. BAl {going the rounds), I say, William, my 
boy, you haven’t got on much with your Great Work. 

W. E. Gl-dsUne^ P.R.A. Well— no— I am a little 
behindhand — been rather interrupted, you see. But 
after Easter I ’ll push on like a house-a-fire ! 


“ Not if I know it, Old Man ! This Umbrella was done up last May 
BY Monty Brabazon, and has never been opened since ! ” 

“ Monty Brabazon ? Who ’s he ? ” 

“Hot KNOW Lord Montague Brabazon? Why, he’s about the only 
Man in London who really kvows how to do vp ah Uhhrella J ” 


A ST-EPPING STONE TO GREATNESS. 

The Committee appointed hy the Corporation of London, to con- 
sider the ceremonial, &c., to be observed during the forthcoming 
Royal Visit to Epping Forest, have sat with closed doors. In spite 
of this, it is an open secret that the following programme will be 
followed without much modification 

2 p.M. — ^Arrival of E^er Majesty in the City, Cordial reception 
by the Lord Mayor and the Sheriffs. Baronetage promised to the 
former, and Knighthoods to the latter. Great loy. Seventeen 
addresses presented hy various officials. Introauction to Bjer 
Majesty of the readers, Universal satisfaction. 

2*30 p.M. — Inspection of the Temple Bar Memorial. Lecture hy 
the Architect upon the beauties of the Griffin. Presentation to Her 
Majesty of twenty photographic albums and thirty bouquets. In- 
troduction of the presenters. 

3 p.M.— Arrival of the Royal Procession at St. Paul’s Cathedral. 
Introduction of the Dean and Chapter. Clerical address from the 
chief ecclesiastics. Presentation of Preachers. General salute from 
Canons and other big guns, 

3*30 p.M.— The CIueen reaches the Stock Exchange. Deputation 
from Bulls and Bears, who have the honour of exi^ainmg to Her 
Majesty the meaning of Contangoes and Backwardations. Presen- 
tation of the Directors of the Bank of England, the Committee of 
Lloyd’s, and the Brethren of the Trinity House, The Queen 
graciously replies to twenty-six Addresses. 


4 p.m. — Inspection of the famous Aldersgate Pump. Addresses 
from the Aldermen and the Masters of all the City Companies. 
Introduction of the speakers to Her Majesty. The Queen pro- 
motes the Common Sergeant at this point of her progress to he a 
Deputy-Lieutenant. 

4’30 P.M.— Arrival in the Forest. Presentation to Her Majesty of 
sample of Epping Butter, with other Addresses of a similar cha- 
racter. Introduction to the Queen of the City Liverymen, the 
Teachers of the Charity School Children, the Recorder, the Con- 
stable of the Tower, the Master of the Mint, the Whipper-in of the 
City Hunt, the City Chamberlain, M^'or and Adjutant Savory of the 
Royal London Militia, Messrs. Tedes, That, and T’other, the Board of 
Conservancy, the Head Master of the Merchant Taylors’ School, the 
Chaplain to the Mercers’ Company, the Superintendents of the City 
Police, the Hon. Secretary to the Saturday Hospital Fund, the 
Deputy-Governor of Newgate, the Aunt of the Lord Mayor, the 
Cousins of the Sheriffs, the Janitor of the Blue-Coat School, several 
Browns, many Joneses, numerous Robinsons, the City Marshal, 
the Commou Crier, and ‘^Monceton, Town-Clerk.” 

4*55 P.M.— Five minutes allowed for the Royal Inspection of 
THE Forest, And 

5 P.M.— Weary and rapid return home I 


Hands All Round song for the Photographers and arrangers 

of “ hand albums.” The Laureate is quite up to the latest drawing- 
room fashion. 
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DISCUSSIONS TTITHOUT ^^ITOEDS/^ 

{To the Editor of Punch.) 

freqtieuter of tlie Monday Pops, who pays for his ticket, 
is frequently repaid with the performance of a piece, say a septet 
by BEETHOTia?’, in which he seems to listen to a 
musical conyersation. Each instrument speaks 
‘ J ■ i taking a yiew, discnssion^ follows, 

^ doubts are courteously mooted, amissions and 
' explanations are made and given, lines of reason- 
■ ' ing are wrought out uninterrupted except by 
approval, and every interlocutor is heard atten- 
_ twely on to the conclusion of his discourse. The 
or j/ina/e, is a general concert consensns, 
sf,/ or agreement of opinion, at which the harmo- 
_ , „ . nious party has arrived. Surely, a conyersation 

Bara and Ivotes. capable of being musically illustrated as above, 

should, however imaginary, be quite possible amongst gentlernen. 

Or, here ’s another idea. ^ Jnst imagine a quintet corresponding to 
a conversation between Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr. BxmKE, Dr. 
Goldsmith, Mr. Boswell, and Dr. JoHjrsoif ! I presume the 
utterances of Dr. Johksos* would he assigned to the donble^ bass, 
because in chamber-music there is usually no big drum, and it was 
only metaphorically that he liked playing fet fiddle. ^ , 

Might not the idea of a musical conversation, the parts therem dis- 
tributed as above, Dr. Johhsoh especially and expressly imper- 
sonated in the Double Bass, be really well worth trying ? Call the 
Op, quintet or other, indeed, Er, Johnson.^ Let the Double Bass 
preponderate ever so much over the combined power of the other 
instruments — all the better. The dogmatic oracular declarations of 
the Double Bass would be irresistible. They would even sometimes, 
if not often, snatch a grace beyond the reach of Beethoveis', who 
never makes you laugh — unless he* means to. Bnt Hahdel is 
perhaps rather the master that a musician would now study as a 
model for a composition, with Dr. Johhsoh for hero, impersonated in 
the Double Bass. Sir I Thus feebly attempting to utter a Double 
Bass note— I remain only Yonrs truly, 


Bass note— I remain only 


fonrs truly, 

Tweedle Dee. 


P.S, Of course musical conversations analogous to tbe talk of 
modern society would take tbe larger form of the symphony, with 
due prominence given to the ophicleides, cornet-i-pistons, and other 
brass instruments breaking duly in upon all manner of slow airs and 
melodies. ”We shouldn’t “ have words,” hut come at once to blows. 


CEUFS DE PAQUES. 

ScEKE — Shoj^ on the Boulevards^ transformed for the moment into a 
fairt/ hen-roost A Panorama of Purchasers, 

A Modern Poet {tvho looks for all the world like You and Me), ISfo, 

I deddiment^ it would look too— what shall I say, suggestive 9 to pre- 
^ sent one to the Great Man, particularly as I am going to extort a 
i Preface next week to my new volume, of verse, Les Incomprehensi- 
hilitis. One to Geoege and one to Jeahite will be the thing. And, 
ah ! I ’ll have a song-bird in each — touching poetic allusion. Or, 
better — (^0 Shopwoman)—*^ Mademoiselle, yon will put an eagle in 
one and a linnet in the other.” Eh^ mais, I ’ll have it in the papers, 
and the Incompreh&nsibiliUs will sell twenty copies, at least, this time. 

I ^Arry, Je rCay pas whatdoyeroallit— preference^ Maddy- 
moysel ; quelherchose de—d^ expensive. The Missis can’t cut up 
rou^ if I do stop over Monday, when she gets this— bnt must go to 
the Pally Royle for the jewellery. 

Prudhomme, I want five, and solid, and ranging from thirteen to 
four. Capital invention, the (Eufs de Pdques uiilitaires. Stockings 
; in the eldest, shoes for the boys, and a pinafore for the youngest.^ 

Mdlle, Nastasie des Eeclassements Cyniques, Something lite- 
rary, Monsieur V Employ if you please. It’s for au author, a 
Dramatic Author. And something inside that will hint to him 
delicately that a part of four lines and a pirouette is not enough for 
the most modest ambition. How can you express that ? On, put 
an inkstand in, with my card: ** Mdlle. Nastasie, Premier Grand 
R61e~Maet.” They like hprit^ those writers. 

Mdlh, La Jeunesse, *What meanness ! lon-bons in an ivory case ! 
And there isn’t a girl at the Convent who won’t have pearl earrings 
at least I What are Papas coming to ? 

M, La Jeunesse, It’s a stupid old-fashioned custom altogether, 
and when one ’s uncle gives one an egg with a microscope in it instead 
of the cigar-holder, one had a right to expect— suisplus. 


It ’s for 

Shopman, M. Gambetta^ I know ; but they/re all sold out, 
Ga^nhetta, A Phoenix’s egg is what I want. With a Scrutin*-de- 
Liste inside. 


IlEPRESSIOX DE GAIETY THEATEE. 

{Bij Ossian Wilderness,) 

IsoT thine the common Continental art. 

That stands on tip-toe like a marionette. 

Or bounds in air, half clad in white, or jet, 

With ghostly smile that knows not Cupid’s dart. 
More wisely didst thou choose the better part 
Of neatly-fitting skirts of satinette, ^ 

All garnished with white foaming frills, that set 
Fancy dictating to my wandering heart. 

Sweet new Salome of our English land, 

I fain would ofier thee a Beadlattgh’s head,^ 

If I could keep my word— take this, thy right, 
JoHx-KEATS-like poet of sweet motion, tread 
One other poem, and I ’ll clap my hand,^ 

And take another stall to-morrow night. 


BIG STORIES FOE LITTLE HUMANITARIANS. 

“Be alvays kind to animals wherever yon may be ! — Elderly Lady, 
No. III.-WINIFRID AND THE WORM. 

WmEEiD saw a long red Worm crawling along the garden-path, 
and she straightway took her little spade and cut him into three 

pieces, and gleefully 

f watched the three pieces 

wriggling in various 
^rections. Winieeid’s 

^ B before executing her 
^ ^ ^ threat she asked her little 

girl she had to say 
for herself.^ 

“ I thought,” said Winhie, whose father was a Railway Director, 
“that he had such a long train to drag, that he would get on so 
much faster and easier if it was divided into three. I ’ll try and 
couple them together again.” And then she sobbed as if her little 
heart would break. Her Mamma took her on her lap and gathered 
her brothers and sisters round, and in her clearest manner explained 
the difierence of organisation in railway-trains and worms ; she said 
she should not pxmish WiHinE, as she had erred from ignorance. 
“Bnt,” said she, in conclusion, “beware, above all thmgs, my 
children, of mistaken kindness.” 


SPORT ON THE FIRST I 

Last ^Satueday, “All Fools’ Day,” was everywhere celebrated 
with extraordinary festivities. Prince Bismabcs kept his birthday ; 
though, whatever he may have made himself occasionally, when 
causing Mr, Punch to be arrested in Germany, everyone knows that 
he is not a born fool. 

The French Atheists of course held high festival, and arranged 
that, “ to spite the Clericals,” “ nothing bnt beef and pork should 
be allowed” at their special Good Friday’s banquet. But why 
“pork” ? 

Is “pork” peculiarly “clerical” except in England, where, 
years ago, it might have represented “ the tithe pig.” However, 
may good digestion wait on appetite. At the War Office, Sir Chables 
Ellicb, sentry on duty, was relieved by Sir Gahot "Wolseley, 
who, as OUT “ Only Organiser,” played a lively Military Measure, to 
which both the Duke of Cambbidge and Mr. Childebs danced with 
every outward sign of gratification and enjoyment. 

There were the usual number of Fools in Town, bnt nothing par- 
ticular happened to caR for any remark, except “ Oh, you April 
Fool I” 

IMPORTiiNT NOTICE . — "We are deeply sorry to disappoint our readers, 
but we are compelled to defer the first number of the next “ Our Boys’ 
Novelist ” serial, for at least another week. It will be entitled “ Wet 
Boh; or. The Adventures of a very little Eton Boy among the Biotwhata 
Cannibals J* It is tbe most exciting thing we’ve read for sometime, 
and once put down, it is impossible to take it up again — as some one will 
be sure to bare walked off with it. Come in your Thousands and order 
« Wet Bob ! ” ' No extra charge. The new story may be considered as 
really given away ! 


TO COKRESPONBEIirTS.— In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope. 

Copies skonld be kept. 
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CHAPTEE I. 

It was becoming slow in The Shades, as Coeinthiah Tom 
observed to his Coz Jeeet Hawthoeh, Esq., and be proposed a 
visit to the Upper World, a lounge tbrongb the town, a saunter 
through the scenes of their old sprees, and, in fact, a visit once more 
to the ne plus ultra of “ Life m Londok.’’ Jeert eagerly assented, 
for the Conversation of the Immortals was not equal to that of the 
Metropolitan Heroes of Literary Eenown, and the Swah of Avon’s 
habit of reciting his own plays at all times and seasons, made J erry 
long for the Feep o’ dayboys, while the Oxonian had suf ered so 
from Samlet, declaimed after the un^sw Irving mmriBT of s, famous 
actor, that he did not scruple to declare that the Bard was a 
Literary Cripple. Tom’s meridian, as we know, was^ the Bead 
Monde, and he longed to be “at it again,” while his airy manner 
had made him a great favourite with Kino Pldto. Indeed, his 
sahle Majesty had been heard to declare, “ ^pon honour,'^ that were 
he not Monarch of the Shades, he would be Corinthian Tom. Thus 
it was that the Corinthian had no difficulty in obtaining leave of 
absence for himself and Jerry from the Tartarean Tyrant, and the 
Oxonian could have accompanied them too, but he shook his specs 
and laughingly declined. “ Ko, my dear Tom,” said Lo&ic,^ “ I have 
been in the Fields of Temptation before, and prefer the Blysian fields, 
so I will remain here : but I have a son, a gay spark, now “ow the 
tour,^^ who, they say, is very like his father, a real “Bit of Blood.” 
Seek him out, for you will find the truth of Tempora Mutantur, and 
he will prevent you being blown up at Faint Nonplus F “We 
shall indeed be glad to meet j/owwy BoB,” said the Corinthian, 
“and if, as I suspect, he belongs to the^ Tribe of Fops, he will 
be very useful to us in our en passant view of the new Life in 
London. So accompany me, Jerry, or we shall be too late for the 
Stygian Coach, which is to start immediately from “ The Shades.” 

Old Bob Logic saw our heroes ofi, and they promised to “ tip him 
the wink” as to what went on in the upper world. As the coach 
whirled them along, the Corinthian called Jerry’s attention to 
Charon the Coachee, who appeared to be a queer card,” “ He was,” 
said Tom, however, ‘ a first-rate whip ; ” and as he tooled along ne 
laughed at Ldcy, sighed at Sarah, ogled Olivia, and captivated 
Charlotte like one ,of the “Grood Old School.” They changed 
horses and coaches on the borders of the Elysian Fields, and having 


tipped Old Coachee, went away at a spanking pace in the direction 
of the Metropolis. Tom and Jerry enjoyed their ride, though, as 
Tom remarked, he would not give much for the ^^prads” at Tat- 
tersall’s, while the freedom of some of their companions made the 
Corinthian state his opinion that the coves were evidently on the 
“ look-out,” and they had better beware of flue-fakers. When a 
modest tavern, which was now called an Hotel, invited them to 
alight, Old Boniface came out, and the Corinthian immediately 
ordered dinner and the fine old wines of the House, Mine Host 
replied, that he had orders from Mr. Egbert Logic of the Albany to 
have “lunch ready,” and he offered anchovy sandwiches and a 
magnum of Mdmm’s Champagne. “How is this, Old Boni- 
face ? ” cried the Corinthian. But the Tavern-Keeper said that 
was the wine Sis Royal Sighness the Prince of Wales drank, and 
the tip-top fashionables would have no other ; so Tom and Jerry 
partook of it, the Corinthian saying to his Coz that Boniface knew 
Ms business, and that if Master Bob’s manners were as good as his 
wine, it was evident he was a “ gay party,” and a worthy son of Ms 
comical SiRE. 

Thus the Corinthian and his Coz Jerry Hawthorn journeyed 
to town, and at certain stages Tom prevailed u^on Jerry to 
“ handle the ribbons,” which the Young Squire did with great dex- 
terity, not forgetting, in true Coachee fashion, to bestow a wink on 
the fascinating fair ones on the road. The Corinthian too had 
some conversation with one of the “ Knowing Ones ” near him, as to 
what London was now like, what was to be “ seen there ” to get rid 
of ennui, for, as he said, “ a little mirth in this melancholy life is 
a good thing,” “ Well,’’ said the stranger, who was rather 2, flashy 
Cove, “we have had a little fighting lately, though the Bobbies are 
down on us precious hard, stiU we manage to get up a Mill now and 
then.” “ Do you hear that, Jerry ? ” said Tom, “ it is evident we 
have returned to the Metropolis at an opportune time ; you remember 
our visit to Cribb the Champion, and the set-to at Mr, Jackson’s 
rooms, I shall he cxmions to see who now patronises the Koble 
Art of Self-Defence ! “It is evident,” said the Corinthian, “ that 
rich scenes are awaiting us, though the primest touches of Life in 
London may not be here. But times have changed, as the Oxonian 
would remark, and we must he on the qui vive* At all events, my 
dear Jerry, we shall observe character and nature, and, as Boniface 
remarked, Mdmm ’s the word.” 


Barren Honour. ^ 

The following is from the Thnes .— 

N orth ITALY.—To be sold, an ancient CASTLE, charmingly 
situate, with or witliout Farm and Tiueyarda of 40 acres. Purchaser 
can have the title of Baron. For full particulars, apply, &c. 

TMs is better than dancing attendance on an ungrateful Minister. 

St. Andrew’s Hall, Tavistock Place, late Archdeacon Ddnbar’s 
“ Chapel,” which is let for prize-fights, jballs, comic-singing, d;c., 
might, with more propriety, be called St. Merry-Andrew’s Hall. 


Spain V. Ireland. 

There has been a collision between the people and the military in 
Barcelona, but the “authorities” have triumphed very rapidly. A 
few nuts cracked, more or less, iu that neighbourhood, have no 
disturbing influence. 

PARLIAMENTARY NOTICES ON THE CL5tDRE. 

Mr. Parched Pea to move a resolution applying the Cloture to 
Theatres, so that two-thirds of an audience, dissatisfied with a play 
or a performance, can ring down the curtain. 
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AFTER ALL-iS THE TUNNEL WANTED?! 

CHANGE AND BAETEE. 


business bas been a little slack, should 
communicate at once. Managers in any 
dnancial embarrassment would also do well 
to negotiate, as, when in the Provinces, a 
judicious display of this noble creature in 
the Treasury on Saturday has been known, 
on more than one occasion, to reduce the 
personal attendance for salary to that of 
the Call Boy. As the purchase will in- 
volve a first charge on the ;^rofits of any 
performance of life annuities for the 
widows and representatives of five Lion 
Kings, no reasonable offer will be refused. 
Travels easily in a double bathing-machine 
under infiuence of Bromide of Potassium. 
Would change for Imitation Jewellery.— 
^ppiy by letter to — Tyeo, Esg., The 
Dens, Great Boring. 

R ape pbofessiokal chance.- 

A Dentist, who has been hitherto 
enjoying a large Practice, hut who, owing 
to an unfortunate dispute with his land- 
lord, has suddenly been deprived of most 
of his furniture and the whole of his in- 
struments, wishes to Dispose of his Con- 
nection as speedily as possible to an 
enterprising successor. Nothing need he 
req.uired hut energy and a pair of ordinary 
carpenter’s pincers, and, as the business 
has long been conducted on sharing terms 
with a local “ Toothache Tincture,” which 
infallibly increases the malady, the takings 
considerable. Purchase-money would 
include services of a Page, who is accus- 
tomed to open door to patients and ad- 
minister chloroform. “^en dose 

has been tolerably stiff, can be relied on 
also to manage extraction.— T. Bench, 
Gumley Boad, S. 

T he music of the futube. 

Unusual Bargain.— A splendid, nobly- 
sized, Hungarian OBCHESTBIPHONI- 
KON to be disposed of. This really fine 
Instrument, possessing all the power and 
producing more than the effect of a full 
mud and string band of ninety performers, 
having been originally constructed, regard- 
less of expense, at the direction of a refined 
and luxurious Nobleman, who had the mis- 
fortune to become totally deaf soon after 
the realisation of his elegant hobby, and 
having subsequently supplied the inci- 
dental music, with surprising snccess, to 
a moving Panorama of the “Siege of 
Seringapatam,” may he safely entertained 
by any p^chaser wishing to provide him- 
seif and his immediate neighbours with the 
complete effect of a permanent Promenade 
Concert on the premises. As it was once 
a^ little damaged in a “money-returned ” 
has since played the Overture 
to Wdbam Tell, the Mue JBelh of Scot- 
land, and a Selection from Norma, on the 
OMs alone, omitting one note in three, 
while the treble portion proceeds, in another 
. of Yariations on the beautiful 

^ 7 -Ss- any ardent admirer 

£ Wagnee would find in the performance 
of this unique instrument an unfailing 
source of satisfaction. Would make an 
appropn^e and handsome present to a 
Musical ^phan Asylum in want of a ser- 
jpceahle Washing-Machine. Has a spare 
barrel set with the Overture to Zampa, 
that has been used for years as a garden- 
roUer. Would he changed for a Bushel 
01 Potatoes, or any suitable equivalent. — 
Apply, Mozaet, Blowers’ Buildings, E.C. 

The House or Commons.— This used to 
be considered the best Club in Loudon. It 
IS fast degenerating into a second-rate 
Music-hall,— only withoht the harmony. 
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LA-DI-DA! 


^aiOUNT EOYAIi,^' 

Miss Beaddon’s new “ Mount is one of her old 
hobbies re-painted and the spots changed. It is another 
variation on the original theme which suggested Joshua 
Haggard^ s Daughter , Just as 1 Am^ and Barbara, 

The ascent of Mount Eoyal is not in the least 
fatiguing; once commenced, you are bound to go on. 
Old landmarks may be recognised from new points of 
view, and the interest carries you to the end, which in 
this case is a somewhat disappointing jGbiish. By the 
way, d propos of Barbara^ in the memorable controversy 
about The Sguire^ the Dramatist, while admitting^ having 
read Far from the Madding Crowd between Ms note- 
making and his play- writing, denied in toto his obligation 
to the Novelist. Now, it is seldom that a novelist is ac- 
cused of borrowing from a dramatist, but every playgoer 
old enough to remember La Dame de St, Tropez--oi 
which an English version was played at the St, James’s, 
with Miss Heebeet and Mr, Alpeed Wi&an in the chief 
parts—must, on reading Barbara, have been struck by 
the striking resemblance between the two most impor- 
tant situations in the novel and the above-mentioned ^lay. 

In both, the old lover with a knowledge of medicine 
turns up, and, discovers that the illness of the husband 
is due to poison ; in both, the innocent wife is supposed 
to be the poisoner; and in both, the real poisoner is 
discovered by a mirrored reflection. The two first of 
these situations also occur in a five-volume novel by M, 
Xaviee be Montepin’, written long after La Dame 
de St, Tropez, but whether before or after Barbara, 
is not here to the point. No one, as far as we know, 
has ever charged Miss Beadbon or ^ M. be Mon’tIipin’ 
with plagiarism, and yet the coincidences are, with 
one strong exception in the Hardy-Pinero case, as re- 
markable as those in The Squire and The Madding 
Crowd, 

Whatever argument would acguit the French and 
English novelist, would, so far, acquit the dramatist. 
That^s all: but to return for a last word to Mount 
Boyal; the more we have of Miss Beaddont, and the 
less of Miss Bhoba Dekbeok and "Weebee the better, 
in our opinion— which is not a Podsnappish one— for 
all novel-readers, old and young. 



SiE "Watkin’s Chaiti^el Ttustkel Domaut.— B oredom. 


ON THE THREE R^S. 

Edbicashun I Wot ’s that? Anythink good to "eat? ’Cos if it 
is, J’m on, anyways. Food for the mind, eh? That ain’t where 
J’m’ungry; quite t’other. Wot’s it like, this ’ere food ? Does it 
make a cove feel more cumfable, like wittles, keep the wet and cold 
out, like drink, or ’elp ’im to forget the lot, like a good doss on a 
snug doorstep when there ain’t no Copper ’andy ? Didn’t I never 
get none? Not as knows on. Oh, yus, I’m aweer them Board 
Blokes is arter a lot on ’em, — sharp as Peelers a’most, they is, — ^but 
they never take no ’count o’ me. Not likely ! Look at me ! Nice 
kind of ornymink I am, neat little lot to mix among the reg’lar 
’spectables as wears boots, and don’t tie their bags together with bits 
o’ string. Walker ! 

Where do I live ? Lor’, where donH I ?— ’cept in ’ouses. That is, 
if yer call it livin’. Knowed a dog once, knowed ’im fermilier like, 
’cos we chummed in and slep’ together now and agen, ’Spectable 
dog wouldn’t know 7ne, in course, but this’n was a waggerbone, like 
me, Of0[e thin he were, one eye and a limp, and not enuf tail for a 
rat to ’ang on to. Not arf a bad sort thou^ only no one wouldn’t 
never take up with ’im, ’cos he was ugly. Wonder why some on us 
is made so. Praps them Board Blokes could teU, but it licks me, 
Knocked about a good while, this dog did, but alius on the shiver, 
with his stump atween his legs, as if someone was goin’ to ’it ’im, or 
’eave a stone at ’im. ^ That ’s ’ow you get when yer chewied. Found 
’fin dead one day, with quite a meaty bone in front on ’im, as he ’d 
bin too weak to ^aw. He looked so easy and independent like, 
that I begun to think that arter all death wasn’t a bad lay, and 
wishe^ amost, I could chuck myself into the river along of him. 
Only / wasn’t dead,— no such luck. 

But eddicashun. Wot ’s it do for a Cove ? Dive ’im good togs 
and ’ot tripe when he likes? If S(x I wish them Board Blokes 
’ud put a little on it inter me. But 1 knowed a chap as earned ’is 
two bob a week— fancy !— at labelling, and he got so bloomin’ tidy 
the Board Blokes copped him, and sent him to larn things out of a 
book, and his mother, a widder, with no ’usband, and a consump- 


shun, ’ad to work that extry, ’ard to keep ’im, that it killed her. 
Is that eddicashun ? ’Cos it it is, I don’t want none of it. But if 
lamin’ lifts a cove up in the world without starvin’ of ’im, or 
killin’ ’is mother, lor ! shouldn’t I like to ’ave a go at it, that ’ all P 
Only it don’t come my way somehow. Let-alonest cove in London 
I am— ’cept by the Bobbies. Are they eddicated, * I wonder, or 
them stamping, puffing old parties as alius blows theirselves pupple 
if we arskses ’em for a copper, and wants to know where the Perlice 
is. Where ’s the Perlice, indeed ! Where ainH they, I should like 
to know ? 

No, they don’t nail me and my sort not the Board Blokes don’t. 
Wonder wot they ’d do with me if they did. I ain’t got no mother 
to cMwy afore the Beak, n’yet no father neither. They can’t drop 
on me At my ’ome, ’cos wy, I ain’t got ne’er a one. Praps that’s 
wy they’ve lost the run of me. Only, if tMs eddicashun is ’arf as 
good as they say, I should like to try a slice on it— jest for luck 
like. Three R.’s, sez you ? Oh, yus, I’ve heered o’ them. Broken- 
down old cove, I knowed— bin no end of a scholard, he ’ad— and much 
good it seemed to ha’ done ’un— told me about ’em. Do ’em out 
o’ books, and on slates and things, don’t yer? Jesso! Dunno nothin 
furder about ’em though, I don’t. Only Three R.’s J’m formiliar 
with is the three, the broken-down old ’un told me was my share. 
** Jo,” he sez, sez he, your three E.’s, mj poor boy, are Rags, 
Eheumatiz, and the Rumbles.” And blowed if he warn’t right too I 


IiT THE Peess (with our dress-coat, probably left in one of the 
pockets), and to come out iu our next number, in Nubibus ; or, Fly-- 
Leaves from a Record of Fly-Leaves in Air and Sky, from Colonel 
Balloonbyh Journal, Fuhlished with his entire assent. 


The new steamer, the Invicta, London, Chatham, and Dover line, 
m “ expected to perform the sea-passage between Dover and Calais 
in one hourj* Hear ! hear ! With such a passage we shan’t want 
a Tunnel. Cloture for Watxih I Rule, Bextaotia 1 
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REMARKABLE ROMANCES. 

{By a Pjxhihhr.) 

Xo. III.-THE mSH TrXXEL, 

It had become evident to all men that a submarine tunnel, con- 
necting’ the island ot Great Britain with that of Ireland, was not 
merely a luxury but a necessity of everyday international life. 
When I say “ all men/’ I refer to the dwellers on this side of St. 

George’s Channel. In the Green Isle 
the scheme evoked, on the contrary, 

/ violent opposition ; and this was per- 

haps not much to be marvelled at, 
considering that the Home-Rule Par- 
' liament had just passed three Bills, 

Boycotting the LoED-LiErTENAKT 
aiid his successors for ever, a second 
^ authorising every tenant-farmer to pay 
'> '' wages to his labourers, and a third 

instituting a Land Act for England, 

'' ^ Scotland, and Wales. It was almost 

'M'P ' universally felt that the completion^ of 

[I i -- the Tunnel would re-introduce British 

^“*fa upg -v hrandy, civil taxation, military op- 

/ 0 W J ; pression, and a thousand other ills 

1 0^'*' under which the land of Pxenell and 

potatoes had groaned in days gone by. 

The new scheme had, however, one 
powerful supporter in the person of that great patriot, The O’Fligh. 
Possessed of boundless wealth, mainly derived from the fabrication 
of ‘‘ poiheen,’’ and returned at the General Election for ten boroughs 
and dve counties, The O’Fligh was justly regarded as one of the 
chiefest props of the commonweal. Amid the shooting of landlords, 
the maiming of cattle, and the annihilation of process-servers, The 
O’Eligh had ever maintained a dignified, statesmanlike, sympathetic, 
and Hibernian attitude. He it was who compared his native country 
to “ the Upas-tree which had withered Saxon oppression ; his was 
the hand which tore the first brick from the walls of Xilmainham 
when an enthusiastic mob razed that degraded prison to the ground, 
and from him—it was no secret— came the funds which provided 
ribbon for the Ribbonmen throughout the length and breadth of the 
land. His advocacy of the Channel enterprise excited some surprise. 
Not a few men on receipt of the news whispered ‘ ‘ Ochone I ’’ and not 
a few women sighed “ Alannah ! ” hut these exclamations did not by 
any means turn him ficom Ms purpose. The only information he 
vouchsafed to inquirers was, “lam determined to put an end to tMs 
state of things.’’ It was a dark, enigmatical expression, and when 
the PiiESiDENT of the United States cabled to inquire its meaning, 
the O’Fligh merely replied, “A nod is as good as a wink.” The rest 
of the saying he omitted, for though rich he was also economical. 

When the share-list came out it appeared that he^ had subscribed 
far more than two-thirds of the capital. As he practically controlled 
the subterranean passage, he was consequently chosen Chairman of 
the Company. The intelligence entirely did away with any previous 
opposition on the part of his countrymen. One universal^ shout of 
“ Begorra! ” rose up into the blue heavens, and the shooting of six 
landlords, together with the general illumination of Dundalk, Port- 
arlington, and the Giant’s Causeway, testified to the joy of the Celt. 
It was felt that something great would be developed. Politicians 
gravely Mnted that when the Timnel was completed there would be 
fear and trembling among the pampered menials of Windsor and 
Marlborough House, sportsmen prophesied that the Curragh Races 
would be transferred to Epsom, and the Derby be run at Rathoooie, 
and among the fair sex there were long vituperative and interesting 
debates as to the baUs and parties which The O’Fligh would give at 
Buckingham Palace, the Mansion House, and the Tower of London. 

The constant and continued absences of the great man in the 
English Metropolis, were reasonably taken as aJfiording more than 
colourable foundation to these surmises. The report of his many 
interviews with the “ Sassenach ” Premier, was construed into Ms 
natural desire “ to beard the effete old lion in Ms Augean den at 
least, so a powerful national organ put it. 

Meantime, the submarine works went on apace, and it was noticed 
with considerable glee, that, by a simple mechanical process, the 
tunnel could be fiooded from the Irish end at five minutes’ notice, 
thus precluding any danger from “invasion.” ^ In fact, such confi- 
dence was established, that the Excelsior Irishmen (as the most 
pronounced party called themselves) made no secret of severing all 
connection with England when the Channel Tunnel should be com- 
pleted, and of proclaiming The O’ Jligh as the President of a new- 
born Republic. The proposed recipient of this honour, however, 
only smued the smile of the utterly incomprehensible. TMs excited 
no comment, for such was Ms custom. 

At last everything was ready— the last bore had bored, the last 
drill had drilled, and a spacious subway ran from Kingston to Holy- 

head. Then it was that the mighty mmd of ^ The 0 /sserted 

itself. “On/y those who are 

advance, he announced by advertisement, placard, and lia.ndoiU, 

“ shall first tread the newly -acquired ternary. I need 

I refer to the JSxcelsior Irishmen. They, as of their 

countrfsmiQhi, shall have the proud privilege ^ leading the I 

our Cmquertng Armt/.” Here was a scoff to the SaxoB abroad, aJid 

a rebuke to the timorous and vacillating at home ! 

On the day of tbe opening of tbe Channel, tbe disaffected, 
the disloyal, and the disunionists, appeared in thousands at the 
entrance, and with cries in complete harmony with their opinions, 
disappeared down the shaft. 0 ;Fmsh,. ie H™, watc^^^^^^ 

the procession as it passed and greeted him with shouts of congratu- 
latiou. Ave, Ccesar, morituri te salutant, he murmured enig- 

matically, and many supposed that he was practismg Mmselt m the 

^lute^Tthe evening there came rumours from those who gone 

in first that a massive iron door closed the English end of the 
passage. But this did not prevent the remaining few Excelsiors 
from following their brethren. “ Any more for the Channel t 
cried The O’Eligh repeatedly, in the voice of a ’bus-cad. Ihere 
was no response. Then he silently turned on the flooding apparatus. 

The Irish Channel-Tunnel has never since been used, but the Sister 
Isle has been distinguished for its peaceful condition. No one even 
hurls brickbats at a constable. The only turbulence has been that 
of the sea which separates Liverpool from Dublin, and^ Dublin from 
Cork. Otherwise, harmony and the Sovereign have reined. 

There are those who declare that The O’Fligh should never have 
been created Duke of Tippeeaet, or, indeed, have been invited to 

settle the Egyptian Question, wMch he did. 

* # * * * * 

If, when a man has a story to write, he will read letters about the 
Channel Tunnel, eat Welsh rare-bits, and fall asleep, he cannot be 
blamed by his Editor. Is not this justice all the world over r 

THE SONG OF THE CIYIL ENGINEER. 

[The Duke of Edinbuegh said at the dinner of the Institution of Civil 
Engineers, that no society so important existed anywhere throughout the 
World ] 

Well may they sit and banquet, who show the rule of man, 

O’er earth and sea, who with the bridge the rolling waters span. 

Who tunnel underneath the sea, who climb like mountaineers, 

”^^0 drive the great steam-eagles, — the gallant Engineers. 

They combat Nature ’s forces, and earth, and sea, and air, 

Find men to bend them to their will who labour everywhere ; 

They bring the lightning from the sky to grace our chandeliers, 

And plough the furrows of the sea, — the able Engiueers. 

Then here’s a health to Aemstkong, and each engineering star, 

To F&aser of the Woolwich guns, those mighty babes of war ; 

They civilise in times of peace, and aid when strife appears, 

The Titans of our modern times,— our Civil Engiueers. 

A SALYE FOE BURNS. 

At a meeting of the Inverness Town Council, a letter from Lord 
Archibald Campbell, suggesting that Scotland should give a 
wedding-present to her “ Junior Duke,” Prince Leopold, created 
quite a “ scene.” One Gentleman, a Mr. Burns, declared that Lord 
Archibald “ had made a fool of himself already, and had tried to 
make a fool of the people of Scotland.” It is impossible to say 
whether Mr. Burns is a relative of the celebrated “ Robbie Burns,” 
hut he might well address the following lines of Ms great namesake 
“ Tb a Gentleman whom he had offended,*^ to the object of Ms 
anger 

“ Mine was the insensate frenzied part, 

Ah ! why should I such ‘ scenes ’ outlive I 
* Scenes * so abhorrent to my heart ! 

'Tis mine to pity and forgive.’ * 

But as the subject which raised Mr. Burns’s ire was, to quote Ms 
speech, “ in connection with the tartans,” he will probably do nothing 
of the sort I 

James Kelly got all he deserved for helping in the theft of 
Mrs. Besant’s dog. Mr. Cole, counsel for the defence, suggested 
that the prisoner was “ only a cat’s-paw.” Pretty powerful cat’s- 
paw to snatch away a St. Bernard mastiff, which was returned to 
its owner without a scratch. But it was on Mr. Bradlaugh’s 
iMormation that James Kelly, who belongs to a family of profes- 
sional dog-stealers, was brought to justice. After this there won’t 
be a single atheist among the dog-stealers, they’ll all yield to 
their convictions— as Mr. Kelly has been compelled to do to Ms- 
become confirmed dogmatists, learn the Catechism, and vote against 
Mr. Bradlaugh’s admission into Parliament. 
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A SHORT SHAKSPEARIAN CATECHISM. 

(Subject — “ Borneo and JidieV^) 

Question, Admitting Shaespeaee to be the greatest genius the 
world has ever seen, and that — 

“ The flight of Genius is abore all rules 
Made to guide talent, and to fetter fools,” 

what evidence is there to show that, as a practical Dramatist, he was 
not up to the requirements of either an eighteenth or nineteenth 
century stage or of an audience, A.n. 1882 ? 

Answer, Because not one of Shaespeabe’s plays, from GtASEICe’s 
time till now, has ever been given intact as he wrote it, but every 





The Merry Cap ulet FumUy at home. Small and early. “There’s another 
jolly row up-stairs !” 

play has been altered more or less according to the experience of the 
Manager who catered for the taste and fancy of his public. 

Q. What is your opinion of the plot of this play ? 

A, The first part excellent,— up to the banishment of Romeo : after 
this, it is forced and unnatural. 

Q. Explain yourself . 

A, With pleasure. Two such desperate lovers, ready to die for 
one another, would have been far more eager to live for each other, 
and therefore would have eloped. With the opportunities at her 
command, Juliet had only to join her husband at Mantua, and live 
with him quietly out of the way till the storm had blown over. 

Q, What is yonr opinion of Romeo ? 

A, Perhaps,^ with the exception of Werther, there is no such 
contemptible nincompoop in romantic filction. 

Q, Do you thmk this character can ever find an adequate 
representative on the stage ? 

A* lio, Mr. Forbes Robertson-, perhaps, went nearest to it by 



All our own Vault, or, Tbe Last Resting-place of the Rnight-Capulets. 
(A Pall Veronese.) 

making him as much like a modern effeminate aesthetic young man 
as possible ; but even then, he was too manly in his combats with 
Tt/balt and Paris ; though had he fought with Mr. Irving^s vixenish 
fuxy, he would have been as near completing his picture of the ideal 




The “ Nurse ” at the Lyceum. A Sterling 
Actress. 


Romeo as it is possible for any but a hopeless lack-a-daisical Qrosvenor 
Gallery young man to he, 

Q, if the representation of this character is so impossible now, 
how was it possible in Shakspeare’s time ? 

A, Don^t know : but I suppose it was because Juliet was played 
by a boy, and Romeo by another hoy, Julie fs tone is far more 
masculine than her lover’s, and when the part was played by a boy, 
this colouring would be brought out into stronger contrast. The 
uncritical audience wept over the sorrows of a pair of love-sick young 
noodles who had lost their hearts and their heads. 

Q, What do you think of Mr. Irving as Romeo f 

A, I think that he does his best with a part, which the Author, 
“ had his own opportunities been brought up to the level of our own 
time,” — to quote Mr. Irving’s own preface,— would never have 
chosen for him, in spite of the advantages offered by the “fuller 
development of onr present stage.” 

Q, Do you think the Nurse an estimable person ? 

A, She is a wicked old woman ; but I never saw her made even 
tolerable on the stage, 

until I witnessed Mrs. ) 

Stirling’s marvellous im- ^ 

personation of the cha- " 

racter. As long as Mrs. 

Stirling can play {ad ^ ^ v 

muUos annoSf with all my 

heart ! ) let no other Nurse \ - 

be seen. It is perfect. ^ 

She shows us how she is a ^ ^ 

mixture of foolish fond- 
ness, low cunning, and the 

vulgar piety of the Nea- ■ 

politan Thief, who, saying 
a prayer and picking a 
pocket ^at the^same tinrn, 

fears, and sins because he 
does not love.” Her out- 
ward display of devotion 
at Juliefs death-bed, her 
devout attention to the " 

Friar^ and her way of 

mentioning her deceased The “ Nurse” at the Lyceum. A Sterling 
husband, are things to he Actress, 

seen and studied. 

Q, Have you any other remarks to make on the play generally ? 

A, Yes. The Capulets are a very objectionable set, hut deci- 
dedly true to nature. Old Capulet is the very type of the good- 
hearted jolly old Father, who is so sociable and [peasant “before 
company,” and such a tyrant and bully within his^ own family 
circle. Mercutio's speech about Gneen Mab, was evidently intro- 
duced by Shaespeare in order to induce a good actor to play a 
slight part, and, but for the few words be has to say, the part of the 
Apothecary might be given to a clever pantomimist like Mr. John 
D’Auban, The general merits, the artistic taste, and the magnifi- 
I cence of the present revival at the Lyceum having ' been already 
I duly treated of, I have nothing more to say on the subject. 


AT THE WINDOW! 

I KNEW ’twas your house, my beloved Angelina, 

So I watched from the opposite side for a while. 

In pink you were clad, and I never have seen a 
Much handsomer dress, or a daintier style. 

Said I to myself, “ That dear charmer has led me 
Round Love’s thorny maze— I shall never be free. 

Her nod means assent when I ’ll ask her to wed me ; 

She ’s smiling because she is thinking of 

One lily-white hand held the bun you were eating, 

With the other you wrote on a tablet, you know ; 

You were counting, I ’m sure, the sad hours till our meeting : 
Oh, say, Angelina dear, was it not so ? 

“ My good Sir,” you replied, “you are strangely mistaken, 
And all your fond rapture of lunacy smacks. 

By your senses, I ’m sorry to say, you ’re forsaken ; 

We were getting in coals— I was counting the sacks ! ” 

In a trice on my tricycle trusty I bounded. 

‘‘ I hope you ’ll be ofi ! ” you exclaimed, then. Alack 1 
It is “ all off ” with you ! Yes, your heart I have sounded. 
Now you ’ve cellared the coals, I will give you the sack. 


“ Ex Nihil,” «&o,— What they call a Nihilist in Russia, we call a 
Good-for-Nothing in England. 






AN OVERTAXED INTELLECT. 

**And what is yotjs new Regiment?” 

“Mr NEW Regiment ? Oh, it 's the— a— a— a— a — they *ve got Geeen on the Cdff, you know, and you go to it fkom 
THE 'Watekloo Station ! ” 

** Something attempted, something done.” Precisely I 
A friend of mine, who much inclined to scofE is, 

Declares when Fawcett’s plans hare ripened nicely, 

The World will be a branch of the Post Office. 

Let the Wit wag. The World won’t find salration 
In parcels or reply-cards, stamps or thriftiness ; 

Danger there may be in “ centralisation,” 

But, after all the s(iuabbling, hobbling shiftiness 
Of the cantankerous, rancorous jaw-jaw-jaw set, 

’ Tis a relief to turn to Heney Fawcett I 


THE JTJMBOLOOICAL OARDEHS. 

Since Elephantiasis has been cured at the Zoo, the number of 
visitors hare decreased. So they have tried another sensation, namely, 
the Baboon with the Toothache. If this does not draw the British 
public, now that the tooth has been drawn, we advise Mr. Bahtlett 
to try the Lion with Lumbago, the Bear with Bronchitis, the Hyena 
with a Headache, the Tiger with Tetanus, the Antelope with Asthma, 
the Kangaroo with a Cough, the Marmoset with the Measles, the 
Hippopotamus with Hysteria, the Cobra with Catarrh, the Rhino- 
ceros with Rheumatism, or the G-irafie with the Gout. 


Go, or ETo-GoP 

The c[uestion of safety in Theatres is gradually taking a ludicrous 
form, since it has been discussed by a body calling itself the Fire 
Brigades Association. In addition to the suggestion that iron 
verandahs and balconies should be erected outside theatres, to hold 
the audience while the house is burning, it is solemnly proposed 
that the audience should hind themselves to leave a burning Duilding 
quietly when the word “go ” is exhibited on the curtain I 


THE MAN EOR THE POST. 

John Bull loquitur : — 

Well, well, here ’s comfort— and, by Jove ! it ’s needed — 
Amidst the chaos of cantankerons cackle, 

Here is one man has silently succeeded, 

One man who a tough job can stoutly tackle. 

O si sic omnes ! In my blatant Babel 
Business is a lost art — at least it seems so. 

All tbe more honour to the Champion able 
Who still can realise my hopes and dreams so. 

To serve the State, to sagely shape and plan for it. 

Is the true Statesman’s post, and here’s the man for it. 

Ho epic hero ! Well, I ’m getting weary 
Of the huge windiness now dubbed heroic ; 

“ Arms and the Man ” — and a fiasco dreary, 

Too oft repeated, irritate a stoic 
uch as I ’m grown. And then I ’m not quite certain, 
Applied to him the name is pure misnomer. 

Fawcett, though seldom “called before the curtain,” 
Perhaps in more than one point pairs with Homes. 
Although one sang Achilles and his host, 

The other schemed, not sang, the Parcels Post. 

Perhaps the large ambition that loves spangles 
And warrior lame, might pooh-pooh the projector’s, 

But I ’m inclined to fancy Red-Tape’s tangles 
Are tougher foes than many Trojan Hectors, 

Achilles as Laocoon might have thundered 
And thrust tremendously, and yet been throttled. 

St. Stephen’s sponters long have fought and blundered, 
And long my rising wrath I ’ve choked and bottled. 

But I am glad to see one silent, strong fellow, 

Who emulates the hero sung by Longfellow. 



A Hatueal Suppoetee of the Cl6tuee.— T he Earl of Cork. 
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PUTTING HIM AT HIS EASE. 

Miss Blandish, I suppose you 'he out Dancing evert ISTight of touk Life ! ” 

Young GawTcson, ‘‘Oh ! N— n— no, I assure you ” 

Miss Blandish, “Oh, come now. I’m sure you must be !” 


In a pew, with 'ard seats and no elber-room, pen’d up aH 
day without drink, 

Tw'elve uncumfable men 7yiay see square and good- 
tempered-like. "What do you think ? 

Nothink in it, dear boy, I assure you,— no comfort, no 
fun, and no pay ; 

Twenty minutes is all they allows you for “pecking’^ 
the ’ole of the day, 

.Jest time for a rush and a “ stand-up,” and back to your 
bos like a shot, 

And for chaps as is “ Gents of the Jury prisoners 

— it ’s landing ’em ’ot. 

The old jokers in scarlet and erming who lounge in their 
red bedroom- chairs. 

And the cinder-wig’d toffs in alpaca who cackle and give 
themselves airs. 

Are paid for their little bit, Charlie, while we has to 
waste a ’ole week. 

And put up with the cramp and short commons, long 
jawings, and everyone’s cheek. 

As to w^erdicts, oh well, J got mixed ; I suppose it was 
all quite O.K., ^ 

And the Judge mostly give us the tip, when the parties 
’ad all ’ad their say. 

But they cobweb bed it up so sometimes, that I wasn’t 
quite clear where we ’d got to, 

And there was one Jew chap let hoff I should like to ’ave 
given it ’ot to. 

But if we ’re so precious important, — us Gents of the 
Jury, I mean,— 

As must judge ’twixt the pris’ners at bar and our Sove- 
^ reign Lady the Gtjeen, 

With all sorts of oaths and queer patter, whose meaning 
1 didn’t quite twig, 

I ’d suggest they should treat us aB round with a gownd 
and a dust-coloured wig. 

Then perhaps we might be in the swim, ’long o’ Judges 
and Cotinsel and such. 

And the civil straight tip and some comfort might not be 
considered too muck. 

But if penance on nothink per day, and as much ’orty 
snub as you ’ll carry, 

Is Juryman’s duty, dear boy, all I say is, it doesn’t suit 

’Arrt, 


^AERY ON A JURY. 

Dear Charlie, 

I ’oPE you’ll ascuse me not droppin’ a line, as you arst ; 

I wos boxed at that blessed Old Bailey a week up to Saturday larst. 

Oh, don’t be alarmed, dear old chummie, I ’aven’t bin run off the straight, 
Though I doubt if a week’s reglar chokee could be a hunpleasanter fate. 

Fact is, I have bin on a Jury. New line for yours truly, dear boy. 

And I ’oped it might be a rare barney, a thing as a chap could enjoy. 

I am nuts upon Criminal Cases, Perliee News, you know, and all that, 

And, thinks I, this will be “ tuppence coloured,” and spicy as all round my hat. 

A fraud, Charlie ! Flat as be blowed, and five days on it,— fancy, old man ! 
Oh, it give me the needle, I tell yer. This Trial by Jury ’s a plan 
Which the Scribblers crack up to the nines as our Liberties’ wotsername. Yus ! 
We wos slavin’ for Freedom, I s’pose ; but they ’lowed precious little to hus, 

I have heard that our great Constitootion has this for its hend and its haim. 

To git twelve ’onest men in a box. But that isn’t the ’ole of the game. 

I ’old, if yer fathomed the matter, you’d find this ’ere wish at the bottom, — 

To make ’em as jolly uneasy as ever they can when they ’ye got ’em. 

Wy, you ’re chivied about like young Charities, bordered fust ’ere and then 
there, 

By the bobbies, and husbers, and wot not, and all with the ’ortiest hair. 

As if you wos “Matches ” or “ YoBets” a-stoppin’ the road iu a crow;d, 

And snorted at strong if yer snigger, and “ hush” ’d if yer sneeze a bit loud. 

Sneeze ? Charlie, tbe draught down my neck for five ’ours at a stretch was 
that strong 

That I shan’t want vny ’air cut this quarter you know I don’t wear it too 
long. 

Lively lot we aB looked the next day, with our eyes dim as grandmother’s specs, 
Our handkerchers aB on the wave, and our nuts aB askew with stiff necks. 

Mother Law is a decent old Mivvy, no doubt, but the fusty old ’oles 

Where she stows us away, whBst we serve her, ain’t worthy of beetles or moles. 


POST-PARCELS DELIVERY COMPANY. 

Mr. Punch, 

As Chairman of one of the principal Railway 
Companies, my dear Sir, let me earnestly protest against 
an unkind suggestion that the Directors of those pubBc- 
spirited Societies are likely to demur, on pecuniary 
grounds, to Mr. Fawcett’s proposal of a cheap parcel- 
postage. 

Even were it "possible we could be avaricious enough 
not to accept his terms, we could hardly dare refuse. 
WeB remembering how many proprietors of land and 
houses the pubBc good has necessitated us to dispossess at 
forced sales, often to the great loss or discomfort of in- 
dividuals, we feel very sensibly that Government, in 
their turn, might, in case we disagreed with Mr, 
Fawcett’s terms, quote our own example to warrant 
them in taking over the railways, as they did the tele- 
graphs, at a valuation. Indeed, they would perhaps 
already have bought us aB up but for the knowledge that 
we conduct our affairs so very much better, cheaper, 
and safer than ever they could. 

We regard the joint-stock societies over which we 
preside as commercial concerns, if you please ; but, first, 
as beneficent institutions ; and as to the proposed parcel- 
post arrangements on our part, pray, my dear Sir, assure 
the British Public that no reasonable offer on that of 
Mr. Fawcett wBl he refused. If, indeed, our ahBities 
were but equal to our wishes, aud you wBl believe me, we 
would willingly not only carry parcels but also convey 
passengers free, gratis, for nothing except the thanks of 
our grateful fares. It is only as quite a minor considera- 
tion that we regard dividends. Otherwise my name 

^ GuSHINdTON. 


A Mere Sewing Machine.— A Poor Seamstress. 
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THE GOOD TIME 
COMING I 

The Chancellor of the 
Eschequee aimoiinces that 
the publication of the Budget 
is * ^unavoidably postponed” 
until after Easter. To pre- 
vent disappointment, it has 
been thought advisable to jot 
down some of the features of 
the annual financial statement 
beforehand. The following 
“list of incidents” will be 
found to be substantially 
correct 

The Income-tax will be 
abolished. 

The duty upon hair-powder 
will be increased one hundred 
per cent. 

Newimposts will afiect cartes 
de visits, bicycles, perambu- 
lators, lilies, dados, tennis- 
balls, crinolettes, pastrycooks’ 
entreeSf wedding presents 
(chargeable to the bridegroom), 
amateur theatrical ^ perform- 
ances, and circulating libra- 
ries. 

Special licences will in 
future be required by poison- 
buyers, racehorse keepers, and 
Company promoters. 

If these new sources of 
revenue are found insuffi- 
cient, then a small fee will be 
charged to everjr guest who 
visits the works of the Channel 
Tunnel, and the deficit will 
at once be converted into a 
handsome surplus. 


The Rational Dress Society 
want a name for the new 
costume. Lady Haebeeton — 
whose motto is Divide et 
Impera—hsA a great objection 
to trousers or pantaloons, 
which the divided skirts dis- 
tinctly resemble. Why not 
call them “ Doubloons ” ? 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.--N 0 . 79. 
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RO^, JUDGES, ROW! 

The newspapers have re- 
cently been publishing the 
opinions of Sir Balliol Beett, 
Mr. Justice Denman, and Mr. 
Justice Chitty in favour^ of 
rowing. As people are getting 
a little tired of the Oxford 
and Cambridge Boat Race, 
why should there not he, in 
the place of it next year, a 
matdi between the Bench and 
the Bar ? This rowed in full 
forensic costume — say* from 
the Temple to Westminster— 
would attract the whole of 
London. An allowance would, 
of course, be made to the 
Judges, on account ^ of the 
extra weight of their robes 
and wigs. 


THE TRANSIT OE THE CONSTELLATION SARA. 
Brilliant Scene in a Circle, oe “Rapid Act,” with which this 

VABIOXJSLY gifted ArTJSTE HAS SUCOBSSFTJLLY TEEMINATED HER 
LATEST, SHORTEST, AND MOST IMPORTANT ENGAGEMENT, WHEN SHE 
TEMPORARILY QUITTED THE STAGE FOR THE SAXE OF THE MASTER OF 

THE Ring. This Season we shall welcome La J)AMSt — no, La 
Damala attx Gamj^lias! Or they might appear in a French 
VERSION OF The Eappt Pair and the old Farce op Sarah* s 
Young Man. 


WHY THE TERM CLOTURE IS 
USED. 

Because '‘gagging,” though 
a more Engnsh and strictly 
appropriate word, has very 
confiicting meanings in Eng- 
land. On the Stage it repre- 
sents free speech — sometimes 
more free than welcome ; while 
in the House of Commons it 
means exactly the reverse. 
The original French word is 
used, without any attempt at 
translation, because few un- 
derstand its exact value, and 
fewer stiU can pronounce it 

ly 


Gilmacz’s. — All gentle- 
men will be obliged to come 
habited in drab coUarless 
coats, waistcoats, and small- 
clothes, and grey stockings. 
Broad-brimmed hats will be 
part of the costume. Keep- 
ing the head covered the 
whole of the evening will be 


THE BRAN-NEW* MUNICIPALITY OF LONDON, 

[Guildhall^ Felrmry 1, 1883.) 

At a Meeting of the Supreme Council, the Lord Mayor in the 
Chair, the following appointments were confirmed : — 

Sir A, S. S. Airton, City Solicitor, salary £3,000 per annum. 

P. 0. Froth, Esq., Chairman of Committees, salary £2,500 
per annum. 

Mr. Secondary Beale, Deputy-Chairman of Committees, salary 
£1,600 per annum. 

Sir Arthur Chophouse, Chairman of the Epping Forest Com- 
mittee, honorarium of 1000 guineas, being the same amount as he 
received from Government as Epping Forest Arbitrator. 

Dismal Jemmy, Eso,, Chairman of the Asylums Board, salary 25«. 
a week. 

Sir John Bennett, City Marshal, salary a little unsettled. 

Mr, Badlaw* (Hounds’ Ditch Division), objected to make the re- 
quired Declaration. 

Sir A. S. S. Airton (City Solicitor) asked the honourable Member 

* Mr. Punch has received remonstrances against the spelling of this word 
— ^his Correspondents^ believing the correct form to be “ Rrff7w?-new.” If 
they will consult the immortal Samuel, they will find their error. Besides, 
common courtesy dictates, thaty if either spelling be correct, as some thinkj 
Mr . Punch would prefer to designate the possible future Government of the 
Metoopolis by a word tlmt merely suggests a crumbly, weak, sawdusty, more- 
cnan-than-com condition, rather than by one that, according to Bacon, 
means a stigma, and, according to Dbtden, a note of infamy. Of course to 
those who, on being referred to “Johnson,” reply Mr. Ptmoh 

has nothing more to say. 


I — [loud ^aw^rA^er)— whether the Declaration would be binding on his 
conscience ? 

Mr. Badlaw replied that it could not be binding on his conscience, 
as, fortunately for him, he hadn’t any conscience to bind. 

Mr. Jo. Beggee (St. Giles’s District) said he didn’t care a fig what 
Declaration he made so long as he was not required to declare that he 
would never cause any useless obstruction, or refuse to obey the 
Chairmau’s ruling. (“ Oh J oh ! ”) 

The Remembrancer, Sir Thomas Nelson, looking weary and worn, 
evidently the result of late hours, reported that the following Bills 
had been introduced into Parliament, upon which he wished for the 
instructions of the Supreme Council 
A Bill to abolish Gas forthwith, and substitute Electricity in the 
whole Metropolis, ^ 

A Bill for providing a fresh supply of Water from the Yale of 
Avoca, thereby providing employment for hard-working and con- 
tented Irishmen, and cold water for discontented Englishmen. 

A Bill for the disposal of the Sewage of the Metropolis by using 
the water-pipes when not required for conveying water from Ireland 
to London, for conveying sewage from London to Ireland, with which 
to ferine the hog-lands of the happy and contented peasantry, 

A Bill to establish forty Free Libraries in the Metropolis, in aocord- 


A Bill to enable the Bran-New Municipality to raise the Consoli- 
dated Rate to any amoxmt they may consider necessary, not exceed- 
ing ten shillings in the pound. 

Mr, Jo. Be6K3^ee was opposed to the Sewers BDl. It was the old 
story. Robbin|: his down-trodden country of its beautiful water, 
and nooding it in return with the refuse of the Metropolis. 
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Mr. Sneerwell (Belgrayia) suggested it would be a perfectly 
fair proceeding, as, at the present time, Westminster was flooded 
and obstructed, and disgusted with the offscourings and the scum of 
the Irish People. {Hear ! Hear ! ) 

Mr. Mudd (Whitechapel District) rose to a pint of Order. 

AYoice. “Then order a pint and sit down!” After consider- 
able confusion, order was at length restored. 

A Bill to apply the Ke venues of the' Livery Companies to the reduc- 
tion of Bates, and for power to adapt the Halls of the several 
Companies as Refuges for the Destitute. 

Sir Mtjjs-go McTuetle (Sydenham) thought they might be content 
to take the siller and leave the Halls, which were endeared to some 
of them by so many tender recollections. 

Mr. Slap Bajsto (Shoreditch)^ thought the proposed application was 
a very righteous one of Buildings that had been described, with so 
much true delicacy by their Chairman of Committees, as Shrines of 
Gluttony. {^^ Hear I Hear!^^) 

The Remembrancer said he was almost afraid that; he should have 
to ask for some assistance. (“ Oh ! Oh He was of course quite 
aware that his illustrious ancestor had said that England expects 
every man to do his duty, but the line must be drawn somewhere. 

Mr. Mxjpd (Whitechapel District), said they didn’t want no 
grumbling. As there was as good fish in the sea as never come out 
of it, so there was as good Remembrancers outside the City, as never 
come into it. (‘ ‘ Hear ! ”) 

The Remembrancer said he was quite willing to work his fingers 
to the bone, and his brain to a similarly soft condition to that at 
which the Hon. Member’s had evidently arrived, (“ Order ! ”) but 
he really must ask for a small extra allowance for Midnight Oil, of 
which he consumed a large quantity, and which he found expensive. 

I Sir Andrew Lush (Finsbury), remarked, that if the Bemem- 
I brancer would try a little Scotcn Whuskey instead of his Midnight 
OR, he would find it answer the same purpose at vera much less cost. 

The Remembrancer’s application was unanimously rejected. 

On the question of Allowances to Committees, Mr. J. Diddler 
(Wapping District) said, let them set an example to mankind, and 
at the same time show their contempt for the extravagant feasting 
of those they had succeeded, who, in that eminently veracious book 


that they owed to their learned Chairman of Committees, were said 
to have expended no less than £20 a year each in sumptuous banquets 
to themselves !— -that is, uo less than Ss. a week for gorgeous festivi- 
ties ! How could they better do this than by unanimously resolving 
never to dine at the public expense, but to be content with a copious 
luncheon, and a trifle of £200 a year each for such necessary expenses 
as omnibuses and trams ? {Loud cheers.) 

Sir Mungo McTuetle (Sydenham Division) seconded the Motion 
with vera much pleasure. He knew of a certain noble Institootion 
dedicated to Science and Art, where a vera good luncheon could be 
had for a vera little money. (“ Hear ! hear J ”) 

Carried unanimously. 

A long debate took place on the question of the fitting colour for 
the Members’ costume. 

Mr. 0 ,. T. Fillips (Old Jewry) moved that they keep to the old true 
Blue that had been worn by their predecessors for countless genera- 
tions, and had borne for ages the Battle and the Breeze I (“ Hear / ”) 

Mr. Froth remarked, that, as he supposed they all intended to be 
Friendsy he should suggest Drab. {A laugh.) 

Mr. Jo. Begger said he thought that for various reasons, some of 
which he would like to enumerate as he knew they would he particu- 
larly disagreeable, but supposed he should be called to Order as 
usual if he did, that by far the most appropriate colour for all of 
them, was his national colour, Green. (“ Oh ! Oh ! ”) 

Sir Andrew Lush ventured to hint that if they adopted Blue, 
they would save themselves vera conseederable expense, as the 
gentlemen they had superseded would doubtless be vera glad to dis- 
pose of their now useless Robes at a vera conseederable reduction. 
{^^ Hear y hearP^) 

The further consideration of the matter, like the further consider- 
ation of almost every other matter, was postponed, and the Supreme 
CouuoR then adjourned to lunch. 

Mrs. Ramsbotham says her married sister has considerably 
improved the garden of her new house at Kensington, by introducing 
a number of shrubs of the AnonymouSy which shrub, Mrs, R. thinks, 
is one of the prettiest evergreens in existence. 
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STOCK EXCHANGE. 

{By Buml'Cramlo Junior,) 





Preparing for a Pise 




Arranging for a Fall. 



. m 

'fWf^ 



Backwardation. 


Home Securities Flat. 


STEALING A WEDDING MAICH ON 'EM. 

The Diyine Saha, now Madame Dahala— our best wishes for the 
happiness of bride and bridegroom — very nearly had her journey 
from I^’a^les for nothing ; as, though M. Damala and herself flew on 
Lovers wings across Channel (no Tunnel) and Continent in order to 
be married in England, where they manage these things better 
(ahem !) than they do in France, yet, according to the account in 
last Wednesday’s Morning Post, the happy bridegroom was unaware 
that a special licence from His Grace of Canterbury was required 
before the ceremony could be proceeded with. Fancy a foreigner’s 
I dismay at being told he must go to Doctors’ Commons! “Why a 
Doctor ? She is not ill! lam not ill ! On what commons does he 
live ? I have seen your Boat-Hace, I have heard of your Clapham 
Common, your Yandsvort Common ! ” Then, when he comprehended 
the case, how he must have darted ofl, like the celebrated Mr* 
Jingle,^ as he went out jauntily, singing to the spinster Aunt, 

“ In hurry post baste for a licence, 

In hurry, ding dong, I come back ! ” 

And back he did return as quick as possible with the full permis- 
sion of all the Doctors on all the Commons to take Mile. Saba 
BEBifHARDT to be his wedded wife, and the rites were got through 
as quickly as possible by Mr. Greenwood, the Assistant Curate, 
who seems (also according to the aforesaid account) to have been 
rather perplexed and worried by the whole afltair being so hurried. 
However, the “ Merry Greenwood” did his best, and the knot was 
tied. Among the very few witnesses was ths M. Mayer, of ^iety 
French-play celebrity. This must be satisfactory to those who are 
not content unless the ceremony takes place devant M, le Maire, as 
this was devant M. le Mayer— the German-French spelling and the 
English pronunciation of this name being as “ mixed ” as was this 
remarkable marriage, in which the representatives of the two great 
divisions of Christianity, West and East, — for M. Damala is a Greek, 
—were united by an Anglican, who evidently had “ no devotion to 
the deed,” at a season when marriages are forbidden by Canon law, 
and which was witnessed by a member of the ancient* Hebrew dis- 
pensation, which, however, was not either of the dispensations 
required for the transaction. Publicity has been given to an aflair 
wMch, after all, is “nothing to nobody” but themselves, and, per- 
haps, the “ Merry Greenwood.” May the proverb about “ Married 
in haste ” be fals^ed in this instance ; or, rather, may the happy 
consequences of this runaway match be the glorious exception whicn 
shall prove the truth of the general rule. 


SHAKSREARE ON ELECTIONS— RIGHT AGAIN I 
Who can hold a fiver in his baud, 

While thinking of the frothy Caucuses 


Essence oe the First Part of the Session summarised by 
Toby, M.P., in his Diary.— “Bow, wow! ” 

\_Exit Tohpfor Ms holiday ^ singingy “ Bow, wow, wow I * Tol lol 
de riddle lol de Bow, wow, wow ! ” 


PHYSIOLOGY AYD DEESS. 

2s ow, ail vou Ladies of the land, come listen to our lay : 

We T1 teach you Physiology. “ Oh, what a word ! ” you ’H say. 

We ’ll lecture upou evening dress, and what you ought to wear ; 

The Physiology of that will make a Maiden stare. 

Here ’s Doctor Milner Fothergill, a wi^ Physician, he 
Has been to balls, and was quite shocked with what he chanced to see ; 
Young Ladies risk a fell disease by showing necks and throats, 
While wiser Men wrap ujj their chests in stiff shirts and dress-coats. 

There ’s much in what the Doctor says ; a dress cut very low 
Is dangerous, though Fashion may declare it comme il faut ; 

And Ladies who wear such attire must honestly confess, 

Though it is called a full-dress robe, it ’s very like undress. 

So leave low bodices behind at theatre and ball ; 

Physicians then need never use their stethescopes at all ; 

And go to Doctor Fothergill, and say, vuth pretty bow, 

That, thanks to Physiology, you know* much better now. 


SIMPLE STORIES EOR LITTLE GENTLEEOLK. 

‘‘ Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! ’’ — Elderly Lady, 

No. lY.-NINA AND THE NEWT. 

Nina was a very clever and good little girl. Now, a girl may be 
clever without being good, but Nina had land and judicious parents 
who taught her how^ to turn her talents to the best account. She 
was very fond of painting 
and drawing, and her dear , 

Papa had given her a nice 1 ' ’ 

little box of moist water- : ! ! -,N ^ 

eolonrs, some beautiful ' ■ ■ " ' \ njl/ 1 1 ''1 .1' J| 1 

sable-brushes, and a large ,■ •; 

sketching-block on her last ■ ‘ ,i \ 

birthday. The little girl 

was as happy as happy • In" 

could be. She used to go 

out sketching from nature - - - /f j 7 — 

almost every day in Evelyn 
Copse. She would start 

early in the morning with ^ 

her painting apparatus, a 

little basket containing three apple-puffs, a bottle of milk, and some 




little basket containing three apple-puffs, a bottle of milk, and some 
parliament-gingerbread, and very often sbe would not return till 
dinner-time. Her only guardian was an enormous English mastiff 
named “Tiny,” who was said to be even more trustworthy than 
the Family Solicitor. 

One day as Nina was sketching and singing a merry little song, a 
sleek, saucy-looking, bright-eyed Newt came forth. Now, many 
little girls would have jumped up, gathered their frocks around 
them, and screamed, and perhaps run away. Not so, Nina. She 
continued her song, and was amused to see the Newt begin to dance 
to her singing, and to notice what exquisite time he kept. When 
she stopped, the Newt lay down and panted, apparently much ex- 
hausted. “ I dare say Sir Isaac Newton would like some luncheon,” 
said she. The light-hearted reptile smiled at the little girl’s witti- 
cism, and nodded his head violently. He gobbled up eagerly the 
whole of an apple-puff, he bolted eight times his own weight in 
parliament, and he had to be hauled out of the milk-bottle by the 
tail. Having been so gloriously^ entertained, he disappeared alto- 
gether, leaving Nina to go on with her picture, and meditate on the 
ingratitude of Newt-kind. 

She had given away half her luncheon, like the kind little girl 
she was, so soon began to feel very hungry, and ready to start 
dinnerwards earlier than usual. On packing np her things she was 
alarmed to discover she had lost her best sable-pencil. She hunted 
high and low. It was nowhere to be found. “Odear! 0 dear I 
what shall I do ? ” said the poor child, covering her face with her 
bands, and bursting into tears. “W-wbat, w-ill — p-papa — 
ss-ay ? He g-gave t-ten shillings for it at W-WiNSOR and New- 
TON’s'only the other day ! ” When she uttered the word “Newton,” 
she heard a faint cry, and looking down, saw her friend the Newt 
with her pencil in his mouth. He laid the lost brush carefully at 
the little girl’s feet, gave her a touching look of gratitude, and was 
gone before she had time to thank him. She never saw the Newt 
again, but she always kept the pencil he found ; and when she 
grew up to he a big girl, and exhibited pictures at the Koyal 
Academy, she never forgot this pleasing little episode of Evelyn 
Copse. 

New Book by the Authors of Homes and Haunts of Italian Poets , — 
Clims and uncles of JSnglish JProseTS* 


^ TO COBKESPOHDENTS.- 


-In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelone, 
Copies should be kept. 
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IN VINO <ET CETERA) VERITAS. 

“WflAT ’s UP, Old Man? You seem to be out op soet» !” 

'' SnAPPE been HEBE. I BEGGED HIM TO GIVE MB HIS CANDID OPINION ABOUT MY 
Pictures. He did ! 

“Ah, I see! It differs prom tovrsI Now, when I want a Fellow’s Candid 
Opinion about iirr Pictures, I ask him to Dinner, give him a pirst-rate Bottle op 
Claret, a Cup op A 1 Coffee, a Class op OrD Cognac, and the best Cigar money can 

BUY, AND TERN I SHOW HIM MY PICTURES, AND I ALWAYS FIND THAT HIS CANDID OPINION 
COINCIDES WITH MY OWN ! " 


BACK ACAIN I 

Hooray ! loyal Funch ^ my old crony, 

Oar Queen Kas returned from Mentone, 

She drove such a pretty white pony, 

That ’s rhyme, tho’ of course ’twas a pair. 
From the station, where stood the bold 
Mayor 

Of Windsor ; the weather was fair ; 

The noble Princess sat beside her, 

In front trotted on an outrider, 

And if the road had but been wider, 

Why thousands more would have been 


Another Result of Pompous 
Grovernment. 

The Roughs of London are daily gaining 
courage. Having practically conquered the 
streets, they are now pushing their victory 
into public and probably “consecrated^^ 
places. Having “ pulled oj$ (fco use their 
beautiful and expressive language) a prize- 
fight in a chapel — for which ofience they 
are out on bail at the moderate sum of £40 
ahead— they will piohably attempt a dog- 
fight at the Seldom-at-Home Office, or a 
rat-match in the Lobby of the House of 
Lotos-eaters. They have evidently read 
Hudibras, and consider that a pulpit is — 

“ A drum ecclesiastic, 

To be beat with a fist as well as a stick.'' 


Salisbury, Smith, & Co* 

(The New departure Ziverpool Administration 
Firm* Unlimited Liability*) 

Says Salisbury to Smith, 

“ The Land Act ’s a myth, 

So let ’s make things pleasant 
To every Peasant.’* 

Says Smith, “ Pat ’s a rioter, 

We *11 make him quieter. 

Grive him a prop, 

Then he will stop 

When we have made him a ‘ Peasant Prop- 
rioter.’ ” 

Marriott’s Works (Cheap and JJnpopu^ 
lar Brighton Bdition)* — Feter Very Simple, 
Japhet in search of a Foliey, Jacob un- 
faithful^ Snarleyow the Cloture- fiend., i 

^c* 


SIMPLE STOEIES EOR LITTLE GENTLEFOLK. 

! Be always kind to animals wherever your may he ! " — Elderly Lady. 

Ho. V.-YIOLET AHD THE TULTIJRE, 

Yiolet was playing with the other children in the garden, when 
a great ugly, red-throated, beaky, disreputable old Vulture came 
j staggering over the fence, and alighted on the lawn. The rest of 

the children were fright- 
ened out of their wits, and 
ran away and hid them- 
selves. There was some- 
thing, however, about the 
dissipated old bird that 
awakened the pity of the 
little lass, and she re- 
mained. She found he had 
been grievously hurt. One 
of his wings was bound 


with copper-wire, so that 

he could not use it, and 

his foot was fearfully 
TT .1 i . wounded and bleeding. 

Her heart was touched. With great difficulty she freed his wings, 
and was tpibly frightened when the bird flapped them, and shook 
his wicked old head at her. She then bathed his talon — playfully 
remarking at the same time that he was a talented bird— and tore oif 



her beautiful Yaleneiennes tucker, and with the greatest care bound 
up the wound. The Yulture took flight, Yiolet was slapped by her 
Mamma for losing her tucker, and everyone thought the matter was 
at an end. The best part of the story, however, is to come. 

Two^ weeks afterwards, Yiolet was wandering by herself in the 
Gloaming Gorge. She lost her way, and walked and walked for 
hours, but seemed to get further off home than ever. The siin was 
going down, soon it would be dark, and she began to get very 
frightened, thinking she would never see her dear Mamma again. She 
lay down on her face in a heap of fern, and wept till she cofild weep 
no longer. Presently she felt a tapping on her shoulder, and turned 
round, half hoping to see the features of her dear old Hurse. To her 
surprise she saw her old friend the Yulture, looking grimmer and 
more repulsive than ever. 

Before she had time to think, the talons of the bird were fixed 
firmly in her petticoats : she was borne aloft, and whirled at a ter- 
rific pace through the air, and presently deposited on the lawn of her 
own tome. She was smothered with kisses by Mamma and Nurse. 
When they recovered from their surprise, the Yulture was gone. 
He however left Yiolet’s strip of Yaleneiennes behind him, nicely 
washed and carefully pinned up. Yi was never slapped for losing 
her tucker again; and her Mamma often remarks, “A girl who 
would lift her hand to a Yulture, save in the way of kindness, is not 
worthy of the name of Yiolet.” | 

“■ ■■■■"■■' ' ' ” ■ ■ i 

1 

New iEsTHETic Dance.— The Lily Bolero. 
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PROPHETIC ! 

Cfuest [late for Dinner ^ the delicious odour of ike ffaggis, just coming wp, met him in the\Eall). 

“ A H ! '* [On second thoughts,) “ E H ! I *ll be bad tbe Morn ! !”* 

PEOM A SPANISH SUNNY ^UN. 

Spain is one of those oountries in which too many Cooks have not succeeded in spoiling 
the tours. The British tourist is a hlack swan in Spain, and a white elephant in Africa. The 
reason is not far to seek. He has been systematically frightened. They tell him garlic will 
be lus food, and brigands his companions. They tell him that while he is merely robbed in 
Italy, he will be skinned alive in Aidalusia. They tell him that while soap is made in Castile, 

^ IS as scarce as oysters in Whitstable, or sausages in Epping. They tell him that the 
Spaniards stick at everything and everybody, except tribes. They tell him that while in 
hospitable countries a knife and fork are always waiting for the traveller, in Spain it is the 
^ite without the fork. They ask him if he can live on black bread and rancid oil, and 
drink wine which no chemist would sell as physio without a shudder. They tell him. in 
fact, the pretty stories that are usually told to the Marines, and they succeed in keeping New ‘^Applk 
custom for Italy, France, and Germany. Closing Move 

yhen the adventurous traveller disregards these warnings, and thinks and acts for him- Sporting Inquir 
sell, ne is surprised to find that a journey to Madrid is much like a journey to any other makes any dific 
contmental capital. He has to put up with slow trains, and travel night after night—the fish and game ?) 


usual penalty of continental travelling — 
but he is not crammed in close carriages, 
as in France, nor compelled to journey like 
a Prince or an Englishman, as in Germany. 
He gets travelling comforts at moderate 
prices, and he finds the “ sleeping car ” an 
accepted institution. As he draws within 
fifty or sixty miles of Madrid, he finds 
himself in a wild country, that looks like 
a gigantic stone-yard capable of employing 
all the paupers of Europe. He crosses a 
boundless desert of granite filled with fan- 
tastic stone demons that grin like rough- 
and-ready Sphinxes at the passing pas- 
senger. He^ wonders if this can be the 
place which is known to explorers as Stony 
Stratford. 

As he nears Madrid, the stone desert 
changes to a sandy prairie, in which the 
houses are planted. The outskirts of the 
City look like patches of Hotting Hill and 
Bays water dropped, here and there, in a 
Spanish Sahara. The new houses are 
strangely English, and strangely modern. 
The city itself is like a small Brussels, with- 
out the Flemish antiquities, and the oldest 
parts of the place have a decided aspect of 
the day before yesterday. With the most 
wonderful history in the world enshrined in 
books, not one page of this is stamped upon 
the buildings. Paris, which has conquered 
so many cities, has conquered Madrid, as 
one day it will conquer London, with, or 
without, the Channel Tunnel. The “ pot ” 
and the “chimney-pot” hat are on the 
heads of the men, though the mantilla still 
clings to a few of the heads of the women. 
The cloak has not been altogether super- 
seded by the overcoat, but it harmonises 
very badly with the imported head-cover- 
ing. Anythin g more absurd than a Spanish 
cloak and a London tall hat has yet to be 
discovered amongst the numerous eccentri- 
cities of costume. 


Sung with Great Applause at the 
Horse-Guards. 

“Captain Burnaby’s balloon- voyage was, we 
understand, looked upon with considerable dis- 
favour by the authorit-es at the Horse Guards.” 

Daily Faper, 

How doth the lengthy Burnabeb 
Improve his afternoon, 

By riding gaily o’er the sea, 

Adrift in a oalloon ! 

He surely must neglect his drill. 

And slight the Horse Guards Blue ; 
Ballooning finds some mischief still 
For Ehivau hands to do ! 



Hew ‘‘Application 
Closing Movement.”- 


OF THE “Early 
-The Cldture. (A 




April 22, 1882.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAPJVARI. 








mi 












Please, Bemem'ber tlie Poor Bard! | 

Mb. Floweb, Mayor of Stratford-on-Avon, lias appealed to 
France for money to complete the Shakspeare Memorial. “ Another 
60,000 francs,” says Mr. Flowee in effect, “ and np goes the Monu- 
ment.” The Flower of Avon isn^t the Forget-me-r[ot. Bnt surely 
if we can raise the Statue, we can also raise the money without 
begging assistance of France. Don^t let us have to go to the French 
even for a Shakspearian work. Let ’s have some originality. 

Tbe Art of Puffumery, New Work hy a Theatrical Manager, 


W. E. Gf-.’s Mems. eroh Eecess Note-boos. — Meant to have 
written article about Channel Tunnel : but not in Nineteenth Cen-* 
tury. Might do a pamphlet at Whitsuntide after Jules Yebne’s 
style, 8q Many Leaguee Under the Sea, Ah! Wish the Land 
League was one of ’em. 

Peogbess is being made by an Association named the “ Help 
Myself Society.” This may be as it should be j but there are 
already so many persons who help themselves in spite of the Police, 
that they might constitute a very numerous Thieves’ Union. 
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The Basket Trick. 


IN NUBIBUS ; OE, EP TO LAEKS IN SEY AND AIE. 

BT 

OUR SPECIAL BALLOONIST. 

PLY-XEATES PEOM SIY TOUENAX. 

I FEEL tLe time lias come for me to do somethiagr. ^ What ? 

People were actually he^iimiiig to forget that I — in your behalf, 
Sir, and as Your Oto Special Correspondent — had ever written 
The Mide to Khiva. 

Yes, 1 must do something* Everyone says so. My tradesmen 

insist upon it. Why not go away 
^ V ' y ' somewhere? Ehiva? No. Bnl- 

. garia? No : played out. Ireland? 

^ Happy Thought. — CaU on Pub- 
lishers. Suggest book on Ireland. 
There are four partners in the 
^ firm— SxowE, Boyle, Chuck, and 

S Picky JOHN. They are all sum- 

Slowe doesn’t fancy it. Boyle | 
would rather like to do it. Chuck 
is dubious. Picklejohn is, on 
the whole, for it on, certain terms. 
Balance in my favour so far. 
Picklejohn dead against balance 
m my favour. They will consider 
it. The four bow me out. Polite 
. note Messrs. Slowe, Boyle, 

.. Chuck, and Picklejohn (all 

^ together taken in a lump) regret 

they don’t see their way. If at 

any other time I have any other 

rpu -D T t m • 1 idea,” &e., &c. 

The Basket Triek. .. 'jj. j , „ 

-r,- T -r. Bottled vengeance for Publishers. 

K^appy Thought. — Old Pa’ Jones ! I I had been instrumental in 
sending up the sale of Old JPa' Joneses Jalaphine Tujuhe to millions 
by curing the Kurd on his way to Rhiva with a box of ’em. You 
remember ?* W ell, Sir, what return have I ever had for this ? 
Not that I expected any, of course ; but still— no matter. Old Pa’ 
Jones only sent me one hundred private boxes of the Jalaphine 
Jujube for myself and friends, with his “ thanks and compliments.” 

Called on Old Pa’ J ones. 0 , P. J. delighted to see me. Broached 
the subject. Book on Ireland, Patagonia, Central Africa, anywhere. 
‘‘Thanks,” said the old man, “hut we’re doing extremely well 
with the Jalaphine Jujube at present, and don’t want a traveller. 
So — not to-day, baker.” Bottled a vengeance for 0 , P. J. 

Jumbo excitement up. What chance have I, the Ebiyan ridist, 
the scientific Special, against Jumbo ? The beast I 

at the mopient. — If Jumbo were to put himself up now for a 
constituency against me in any interest, Jumbo would be elected. 

I shudder at the idea. 

It was on the steamboats crossing over from Dover to Calais that I 
shuddered. Not being a good sailor, I always shudder on board a 
^amboat. Sir Watkin and the Channel too I that subject was up. 
Wish I could invent something for the bold Chairman of the 
A * 11 -^* 1 ^ speech that, “if there was any 

tunnel, he and his company would be in it,” or words to that effect. 

Happy Suggestion for Mr. J, S. Eoebes & Co.’s Channel 

Tunnel s^eme. Call it, instead of the London- Chatham-and- 
Doy^-to-Calais Line, the London-Chatham-and-Under-to-Calais, 

* Rather go over than under, myself,” said a man at my elbow. 
t< XT ^ cross in a balloon as in a tunnel,” said another. 

^ No one but a fool goes up in a balloon,” growled an old weather- 
wise tar. 

tt ^ ?* ^^^oon ! ! I ’m there. It comes like an inspiration. 

No one but a fool goes up in a balloon ! ” I ’ll show them. Now, 
for bottled vengeance on my Publishers and 0 . P. J. (This was in 
my secret n ote- book, which I do not mind now publishing to all 
the world. Why, you will see. Notice also, that I did not caU 
on yow, and suggest a book on Ireland, t) 

Jumbo gone; Oscae at a discount: tunnel stopped; what an 
Opportunity I 

Wired at once to Publishers: “ Will cross Channel in Balloon 
snuLingb^k hundreds offering give you refusal by return sharpP 

friends, swearing them to seeresy, and in less 
than three posts I had eighty applications to provide me with aerated 
waters, turned provisions, casks of lime, beer, scents, biscuits, 
matches, waterproofs, guns, hot-air baths, fishing-tackle, portable 

argument against the fact having been as our 

gallant Special states it.— En. 

gallant SpeciaTs consideration is duly appreciated at this 


pianos, books, pipes, cigars, umbrellas, tents, fiannels, dress-suits, 
cooking apparatus, &c., &o,, all free gratis, and with a view to 
advertisements. 1 engaged a secretary, Mr. IIyte, of Reading, 
to whom I at once entrusted the management of the business details. 
He secured a small unfurnished house in the neighbourhood — and I 
need hardly say it was soon well stocked. For further security, 
Mr. Rytb became my tenant, one quarter down in advance ; and out 
of the number of balloons sent down for me to try I selected one 
which seemed in all respects admirably adapted for my purpose. 

As the otWs were labelled “ On Sale or Return,” I let ’em all go 
sailing away, but of course cannot exactly forecast the precise 
moment of their return. 

The balloon I used on this occasion I made myself, and caU it the 
Herr Fuffendorff iu gratitude to the old Professor from whom I 
learnt all the German I know. 

Publishers wired hack that they closed with my offer, and two of 
their firm would attend to sign the contract. 

In the evening came a note from Old Pa’ Jones, requesting me to 
give his Jalaphine Jujube a turn in France. To this my Secretary 
replied, point blank, that “ Mr, Old Pa’ Jones ought to know better 
than to suppose that ou any consideration whatever Your Own 
Balloonist would, could, should, or ought to undertake the adver- 
tising agency for him and his worn-out old humbug of a Jujube.” ^ 

Morning of the Event.—Esli the publishing firm appeared, that is, 
Messrs. Chuck and Picklejohn. They had a long deed with them, 
prepared by their lawyers. ^ As they seemed to doubt my word, I 
begged them to leave the signing until the last moment, when, I 
added, sarcastically, “ Yon may be perfectly sure I am going up as 
I have said.” 

Abashed, they agreed to defer completion of contract, 

I will not detain you with a list of things I had carefully stowed 
away with me in the car of the balloon, but suffice it that, being an 
old hand at this sort of thing, I took provisions for six months, with 
writing^ materials, several packs of cards, and a.dice-box. 

At midnight we began inflating. I had impressed seeresy on my 
Publishers, and as I was unwilling to employ assistants froin any 
other Publishers^ houses^ I was compelled to utilise the services of 
Messrs. Chuck and Picklejohn in pumping gas into the balloon. 
They went at it with a will, turn ana turn about, while I supplied 
them with champagne, Muitmeet Jouno’s trk seCy and kept ’em 
at their work like men till 4 a.k., when Chuck gave in, and asked 
to he allowed to go to bed for an hour or so. On condition of 
his signing a power-of-attorney for Picklejohn to act for him while 
he was asleep, I gave Mm the required permission, and more dead 
than alive from the unwonted exertion and the smell of the gas, he 
dragged.himself upstairs to bed. 

A knock at the outer door, and the cards of two rival Publishing 
Firms (brought in by Rtte— good man, Ryte) from London asking 
to be allowed to inflate the balloon, and give me a start with one 
thousand pounds down, acted like magic on the jaded energies of 
Picklejohn. 

By six the balloon was ready, and tbe basket-car was attached to 
it by a peculiar mechanical contrivance of my own, for which I have 
now taken out a patent. The fastenings of my balloon are so 
managed, that a child lifting up a pin from the ground can detach 
the whole system of ropes, chains and pulleys at once, and away it 
goes.^ Picklejohn had delivered his last blow, and was in a 
fainting state, when^ some careless person lifted up his inanimate 
form and deposited him iu the balloon underneath some rugs, so that 
m the hurry and excitement of the moment, I did not notice the 
incumbrance that I would most willingly have left behind. For I 
had determined to go alone^ and one extra pound^s weight of ballast 
might be fatal to the success of my venture. 

Ryte’s little boy, aged six, had his hand on the “go-pin” as it 
is cahed, which, as I have already explained, commands the entire 
detaining system. I had told him that when I said “ off,” he waste 
lift the pin. 

lUhether I said something which sounded like “off,” or whether 
the opening of a bedroom wmdow above where Chuck had been left 
asleep, startled the child, I don’t know; but before I had time to 
look round, the urchin lifted the pin, the ropes fell away right and 
left, and the last thing I saw distinctly was Chuck’s head— we could 
only have just cleared the tip of his nose by a couple of inches— 
peering at me as the huge machine flew up into space at the rate 
of 15,000 feet a minute. 

Stopping suddenly at an altitude of about 50,000 feet,— “ Evidently 
ballast,” I said to myself,—! heard a weak Voice asking, 

“ Where am I ? ” 

Picklejohn, with the power-of-attorney in his hand, at 
the bottom of the car. 

“ Where are you ? ” I replied, sternly, “ Why, in my balloon — 
trespassmg, Sir : and let me tell you,^ Sir, that as the weight is 
exactly regulated and calculated to a nicety, I can only consider you 
as extra and unnecessary ballast, to be pitched over should cireum 
stances require it,” 

{Further communications next week.) 
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TOM, JERRY, AND TOTJNQ LOGIC, AT A GLOTE EIGHT. 


CHAPTER II. 

Tom and Jerey received a warm welcome from Young' Bob Logic, 
wlio condncted them to the hotel where they were to “ hang up their 
hats ” when in the Metropolis. On asking for their rooms, a smart 
female in a “ glass cage ” snapjped out “No. 100 and 102,” and upon 
the Corinthian asking for an explanation, she vouchsafed none, hut 
haughtily tossed her head and shut down the window. “ We are no 
longer men^ my dear Jeebt,^^^ said Tom, “but numlers^ and it does 
not appear that the reckoning will include civility. I should call 
that young woman a hussey who does not * know her place f but it 
may be their way of doing business. 

Next day Young Bob called upon them by appointment for a stroll 
in the Coeinthian path^ a lounge in Bond Street, and a strut in 
the Burlington Arcade ; “ for there,” said he, “we shall find some 
of the Chappies^ if they are not too seedy after last night ; ” a remark, 
which caused Tom to say to Jeert that it “ was evident young Bob 
was like old Logic, and devoted to the bottle^'* The Trio turned 
into the Arcade, and saw a number of gay sparks and fair ones 
promenading. ^Twas a curious sight, a glimpse of Life in London, 
one of its primest features, and yet, as the Corinthian remarked to 
Ms Coz, these people seemed like the ghosts of a former genera- 
tion,” “ These then are the dandies, the fops, the goes, and the 
bang-ups, these the Corinthians of to-day,” was also Tom’s 
exclamation to young Bob, who said, “I don’t know about being 
Corinthians, but some of fellows are very ‘good form,’ and 
as to being bang-up, a good many poor old Chappies are deuced 
hard-up. “ That may well be,” said the Corinthian, “for they 
look as if they had aU been blown up at Point Nonplus, as your 
father used to remark.” “ Ah,” said ^oung Bob, “my father was a 
‘ game old Cock,’ but he wouldn’t be ‘ in it ’ to-day.” The “ choice 
spirits ” of the time strutted up and down before the Trio, and Tom 
1 and Jerry were amazed at the sight, ’twas so different to their Life 
in London. The young ones before them wore curly-brimmed hats 
like theirs, very tight long coats and collars, and they carried sticks 
I of aU kinds, with knobs, hooks, and crutches. They were most of 
them hardly out of PupiVs Straits, and yet all were profoundly 
solemn, and Melancholy loAdi marked them for her own;” they 
promenaded up and down with glassy eyes, pasty complexions, and 
feeble steps, and they seemed hardly to have vis enough to smoke the 
tiny cigarettes that they puffed so languidly. They^ appeared 
worn-out and used-up, in need of Dr. Plbasem’s prescriptions and 
tonic waters. 


G^ood Heavens 1 ” cried the Corinthian, “ are these the tulips f 
are these pallid creatures the representatives of those who in our 
days used to he ^all happiness,^ did not care a jig for the Blue 
Devils, and who sung my old Chaunt, 

* Dancing, singing, full of glee, 

0, London, London towu for me I ’ 

“the iop-of*the-tree members of Society, who were always up, and 
never down ! Ah, Jerry, we might as well go back to The Shades 
as be among such a shady crowd.” Young Bob Logic seemed rather 
nettled attMs speech of the Corinthian’s, and said, “ Well, don’t 
you know you can’t expect e. fellow to look very bright tiU he ’s had 
an ‘ S.-and-B.’ or two and a Kiimmel f These pals will be all right 
after dinner.” “ Let us hope they will,” said the Corinthian, 
“for they look all to pieces now.” At wMch Jerry and young 
Logic laughed heartily. “ But,” Tom continued, “ though your 
father, my dear Bob, was an habitue of the Province of Bacchus, I 
never heard of Mm ‘ sluicing his ivories ’ with what you call 
* S.-and-B.’ ” 

In the evening, after they had dined, youn^ Bob proposed taking 
Tom and Jeery to witness a “ set-to.” “ With all my heart,” said 
the Corinthian. “You remember Mr. Jackson, and the rooms in 
Bond Street? I consider boxing a manly exercise when properly 
practised.” A carriage was soon at the door, and our heroes 
reached the rendezvous, when great was them astonishment to find 
it was a Chapel I “ No one is fonder of the noble art of self-defence,^^ 
said the Corinthian, “ than I am; but I was not prepared for a 
set-to in a place of worship. However, our heroes entered, thinking 
that times had indeed changed. Inside there was a very motley 
crowd. Snide Coves, and flue-fakers, and flash men of all kmds 
were there sportmg their bluntj and a ring was soon formed. But 
in truth it was no proper specimen of the Art of Self-Defence, the 
gloves were mere shams, and Tom and Jerry saw with disgust that 
it was a vulgar mill, with no display of pugilistic science. Young 
Bob also said that they were a rowdy lot, and it was not what he 
expected, while there seemed every prospect of a §:eneral hick-up. 

Tom and Jerry, who remembered their visit in old days to the 
Champion, agreed that if this was the way in wMch people saw 
“ life and sport,” it was more fit for Dusty Bob and Ms friends of 
the Sluicery, than for gentlemen. “ No, my dear young Bob,” said 
the CoBiNTHTAN, “ show us something better worth attention than 
this “ vulgar row.” And Mr. Logic promised to comply with their 
request. 


Mrs. Bamsbotham said she was going to a Eichter Concert to hear 
a Miss A. Solomons^^ by Beethoven. She thought it an extra- 
ordinary title for a piece of music, but not more than '^Adelizad^ 
As her Niece doubted her, she referred her to the Times Advertise- 
ment. tOf course, it Was Missa Solennis.) 

1 

How TO Guard the CHANNiii.^s Motrin.^Leave it to the 1 
XIXth Sentry. 

What is the tidiest sort of jacket for a school-boy ? 

A neat ’un. (An Eton.— See ?) 

New Weekly Publication— C^rumU&Ps Magazine. Serial 
will be commenced, entitled, After the Faref* by A Growler. 

New Yeesioit oe “Pot asw •Kettle."— Publicans and Tea- 
totaJlers. 
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A BIT OP BALANCING. 

Gladstoyie^ the Cloture King, loquitur-- 

Hotjp-lI I {Sotto voce,) That is balanced and spinning ! 
By no means so bad a beginniog I 
Now, np with ’em, quick ! 

I shall yet do the trick. 

In despite of their grumbling and grinning, 

A ticklish attempt ! Why, of course it is ! 

Rare test of cool balance and force it is. 

Still, if my old steed 

Will go straight, ’twill succeed ; 

But Jknow what a Mgety horse it is. 

This balancing’s awkward. Yes, blow it ! 

Nor is it my strong point. I know it, 

I like a straight course, 

A £rm seat, a stout horse. 

And then like a whirlwind I’ll go it. 

It won’t do to shirk it, however. 

What ! Own that, though strong, I ’m not clever ; 

Not good at firm poise 
Midst the ring’s rattling noise, 

And the jeers of my rivals ? No, never I 

Koup^ld ! Up they come, all around me. 

They ’d like to confuse and confound me. 

£ut steady ! Take care ! 

One' here, ’tother there, 

And the fall of the rest won’t astound me. 

Crash ! ^ Smash ! There ’s no mending that crockery ! 
But, spite of the malice and mockery 
Of tricksters and fools, 

I must stick to my rules, 

Nor be driven by shout or by shock awry. 


DUELLOMANIA. 

(A Bit of the Diary of Jules, Chroniqueur,) 

PiEST time this week that I have been able to get up at a decent 
hour. Shall do an article to-morrow suggesting after-dinner duels. 
To consult my Editor about it ; might begin by calling Mm out. 

Bon ! Printer’s devil called, and the Editor calls me out. Shook 
hands with Adolphe of the Canard Quotidien the day before yes- 
terday, and Adolphe is at daggers and long bows drawn with my 
redacteur. Tell Makie to call me early again to-morrow, and order 
Jeah to clean the fencing foils. Awful mistake that, sticking my 
friend Alphonse (of the Radical Rageur) through the arm ; makes 
one’s sword in such a mess. Consult my Duel by Double Entry 
Book, and find that I am only second to three people to-day. Paris 
is evidently getting more pacific. 

First Seconding , on the Novelist Olala, who has libelled our 
mutual friend Hie Painter Panet, by saying that yellow-ochre skies 
aren’t natural. Arrange for cavalry sabres, and have hooks over the 
inevitable proch verbal. 

Second Seconding,— ■’BQQommg rather complicated, this. Have to 
call on Panet, on behalf of our mutual friend Faroet. Panet has 
publicly said that no critic can be worth anything who wears 
spectacles—and Farcey would wear microscopes and telescopes if he 
could. Arrange for carbines at three hundred metres. 

Third Seconding , — ^My good friend ModUELiN, the Actor, has a 
case against Panet (for having .rendered pug noses ridiculous), 
Earcet (for having said Dothing about him in his iBj&tfeuilleton), 
and against Olala (for having half intended to give him a part of 
less than eleven hundred lines). Yataghans, to^edoes, and mitraiU 
lemes selected. More hoeks, Begm to think 1 shaB find it rather 
difficult to get up to-morrow morning, 

Next Morning,— Do find it difficult, not to say painful; but 
manage with the assistance of three siphons of eau de Seitz, and am 
in time to catch the 5*50 Duellist Excursion Train, 

Result ,— scratched on forefinger ; Olala, eyebrows singed : 
Farcet, indigestion because of the dinner of reconciliation. And 
they have all called me out for having allowed matters to reach such 
a desperately dangerous pass. | 
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WILLIA.M THE CLOTUEER. 

Air — Simon the Cellarer, 

Old ‘William the Clotiirer sets great store 
By Ms hard-won inajoriiJee, 

And he wants it in good working order once more, 
Por an ardent old toiler is he— 

A tremendous old toiler is he. 

Of business and progress the Conunoners fail, 

For all the year round they do nothing hut rail ; 
But William declares he this shindy will stay, 
And stick to his C16ture — Ms gag. as some say, 
Andho!ho!ho! 

His demeanour would show 

That he on this point to the country would go. 

Chorus {Jieartily) — But ho ! ho ! ho ! &e. 

Old William the Cloturer weareth the air 
Of one who is weary of strife, 

And Salisbury oft has been heard to declare 
He would have Ms — political— life, 

His— strictly political— life. 

And Salisbury nath a most terrible tongue ; 

But William is warlike, though no longer young ; 
And to prove that he isn’t — in polities— dead, 

He his Cloture-gage hurls at sour Salisbury’s head. 

While no ! ho ! ho ! 

He ’ll chuckle and crow, 

What, cave in to Salisbury ? Ho, no, no ! 

Chorus WMle ho I ho ! hoi &c. 


GENERAL HOME NEWS. 

^Last Nighth and Every Night's Telegrams, From 
Our Own Correspondents.) 

Abin&don.— There was a large influx of visitors here 
to-day, who, however, speedily left on hearing that a 
special meeting of the Salvation Army was to be held. 

Brighton.— The Salvation Army marched in proces- 
sion through the Streets of the ^ueen of Watering- 
Places to-day in great numbers. Beyond some score of 
black eyes, the ceremony created little excitement. 

Cbcestee. — A great demonstration was made here to- 
day by the Salvation Army— a demonstration crowned 
by the greatest success, only mitigated by the fact that 
one of our leading townsmen happening to come in con- 
tact with the Army, received a broken nose. 

Derby.— Amongst the cases tried here to-day was that 
of John Smith, who was arraigned for having on the 
previous day grievously interfered with the usual out- 
door meetings of the Salvation Army. The defence set 
up was that the prisoner’s wife was seriously ill, and 
that for four hours over a thousand members of the 
Army sang, shouted, and holloaed outside his house, and 
that thereupon, being annoyed, he threw some cold clean 
water over two or three roughs who were making them- 
selves particularly obnoxious. The Magistrates held 
that the Salvation Army must be protected, and sen- 
tenced Smith to fourteen days’ hard labour. 

EniNBUReH.— A mass meeting of the Salvation Army 
was held here to-day. That this body is doing good 
work is amply proved by the fact, that out of the large 
crowds that attended the meeting only one person was 
beaten within an inch of his life. 

Huddeeseield.— With bands of music''and with song 
did the Salvation Army promenade this town to-day. 
The promenade was a great triumpM but we would call 
the attention of the fiuddersheld Commanders of the 
Army to the fact that better places to hold their meet- 
ings might be chosen than that in the immediate vicinity 
of the Hospital. We say this in no invidious or carping 
spirit, but we understand that during the progress of 
the meeting some seven inmates of the Hospital died of 
fright. 

Leeds.— The largest meeting ever held of the Salvation 
Army in tMs town took place to-day. Up to the time of 
sending tMs telegram only ten casualties, of which not 
more than two are expected to prove fatal, has come 
within our knowledge. 

Manchester.— T hat this city is a purel;5^ commercial 
one has often been alleged, but that it is so far lost 


ji# 






CONSOLATORY- 

Boyal Academician {and a Manger 1' to McGilpin, who has had both his Pictures 
turned out). “You’d be surprised, Sir, at the Aoouraoy and Kapidity 

WITH WHICH, FROM LONU PRACTICE, WE CAN DECIDE AT A GlANCE ON THE— 

AH — Merits of the Pictures as they pass before us ! ! ^’ 

to higher things, that the tradesmen of our principal thoroughfares have pro- 
tested against the Salvation Army, on the miserably insufficient grounds, that 
they have to close their shops dining the passing by of the Army, on account 
of the riots which inevitably ensue, we are loath to believe. Yet such is the 
common report. 

N3BWCAstle-upon-Tyne. — Three men were sentenced to-day to terms of 
six, nine, and twelve months hard labour respectively, for assaulting members 
of the Salvation Army, The prisoners pleaded that they had been first assaulted, 
and called several witnesses to prove this, but the Bench nevertheless found 
them guilty. 

Sheffield.— No less than nineteen burglaries, wMch, under ordinary circum- 
stances might have been called daring, were brought to an issue, successful so 
far as the tMeves were concerned, in the suburbs of this town to-day. Those 
who have been robbed of their jewels and their plate, are complaining in some- 
what bitter and acrimonious terms of the negligence of the police, apparently 
forgetting, that owing to the extensively advertised meeting of the Salvation 
Army, the greater bulk of our constables had to be told ofi to preserve order. 

Yore. — The meeting of the Salvation Army here to-day has led to a riot, in ; 
wMch, unfortunately, the Minster was bnrnt to the ground. 1 


Too Much of a Good Thing. 

Mr. Cordt Jeaffbeson’s new Novel, The Mapiers of Regent's Rarh will 
probably he followed by The Claymores of Kensington^ The Broadswords of 
Bouverie Street, The Roignards of Rentonville, The Scimitars of the Strand, 
The Bayonets of Bayswater, The Sabres of St, John's Wood, The Foils of 


Fulham, The Yataghans of York Street, The Cutlasses of Cavendish Square, 
The Daggers of Devereux Court, The Stilettoes of Soho, and The Bowie-- 
Knives of Bermondsey, 

No one knew exactly where Mf, Darnell was lodging during his fecent 
outing, as, true to his parole d'honneur, and in spite of all entreaties, he 
refused to give any address. 
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STBEET DIALOGEE, 

Scene— Ground be- 
tween the Lyceimi and the 
Gaiety Stage-Door, Dnter 
Mr. H. Irting from Dox- 
Office, To him Mr, Ed. 
Teert. 

Mr, Terry, Oh, I -^ant to 
know,— a man brought me a 
farce which he said his grand- 
father had commenced, his 
father had continued, and his 
son had finished. I refused 
it. Then he read it to you, 
and you accepted it. Why ? 

Mr, Irving, "Well, as three 
generations had been engaged 
on it, I took it as he read 
Terry, 

[Exit up Wellington Street, 
Mr, Terry, Oh ! Ah ! I 
see,— he-red-itary. I ’ll tell 
Eeece, [Returns to Gaiety, 


The Publishers of Colonel 
Bubnabt’s latest work state 
that it includes the descrip- 
tion of a ballooning adyenture 
“ in which an aerial machine 
burst with the Author when 
at an elevation of 2,000 feet, 
one in a fire balloon, &c., and 
his views on the Channel 
Tunnel Scheme, (S:c.” If the 
Author burst when at an 
elevation of 2,000 feet, his 
“views on the Channel Tun- 
nel Scheme, &o.” must be well 
worth reading. 


Question. Where would Mr. 
Irving go if he wanted to Star 
in the Provinces ? 

Answer [by a Dorsetshire 
Billiard Marker), If he want- 
ed to Star, he would go and 
play at Poole. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS ~No. 80. 



SIE DOXALD CUEEIE. 

In consequence of the distinguished services of the Grantullt 
Castle as a Transport of the Military, or a Transport of Jot 
(with the Premier in it), his fit and proper Title should have 
been “Sib Donald Fetch- and-Cu brie.” 


OIL, BEITANNIA! 

This is an age of new ver- 
sions of everything, and pro- 
bably Mr. Shield’s method of 
stEling the waves by means 
of oE, will lead to our having 
a fresh version of Itide^ 
Britannia ! ” 

When Britons first the Eng- 
lish Channel crossed, 

And snfiered much from 
7nal de nier^ 

And suffered, suffered much 
from mal de mer ! 

Each was a Martyr, a Martyr 
muchly tossed, 

TiE Mr. Shield did sing 
this air — 

Oil, Britannia ! Britannia, oE 
^ the waves ! 

Britons never, never, never 
wEl be slaves ! ! 


DiscLAmER. — Toly— our 
wishes to inform the 
public that he is in no way 
related to a brute of the same 
name who was recently com- 
mitted for trial for having 
kicked his wife on the head, — 
“ his boots on at the time,” — 
after nearly breaking her jaw, 
and having some time before 
“twisted her arm round, and 
put her shoulder out of joint.” 
Toby adds that a Dog is 
incapable of such atrocities. 
Quite true. 


Me. Hora has been elected 
Chairman of the Epping 
Forest’s Committee charged 
with the arrangements for re- 
ceiving the May Queen. Most 
appropriate name : an example 
ot “ The Hour and the Man,” 
As the Dulce Domum song 
has it: “ Venit Hora Absque 
inord Tempus est ludendif 


MAJESTE LE LOR MAIRE DE PARIS.^^ 

{Begulations compiled from the English by the best French Authorities,) 

Costume, — Grand Tenue, Crown, sceptre, sword, gold and sEver 
robe decorated with precious stones, top-boots, spurs, coat of Knight 
of the Garter, Petit Tenue— The same, but without crown. At home 
His Majesty may wear the uniform of a British Field-Marshal. 

Powers , — ^Ahle to order the execution of everyone up to the rank 
of Major-General. Can banish the Presidents of the Senate and 
CouncE to Cayenne, and depose the President of the Republic. Has 
a right to make treaties with the Crowned Heads of Europe. Per- 
mitted to give “ the shake hand” to the Lord Mayor of London. 

Duties,— To dine four times a day on “ Turtle-Soope ” and 
“Whiske Ponche.” To ride once a week in the Bois, surrounded 
by his body-guard, the “Royal Paro-Keep^res. To entertain the 
whole world at the Hdtel de VEle with a “loving cup ” of “ gin- 
beer” and “todde.” Never to leave France when the President of 
the Republic is absent. To head the Army when war is declared, 
and to win victories with the French Fleet. 

Privileges,— To dance with the Queen of Spain. To marry the 
daughter of the Lord Mayor of London. To seE Ms wife at Smithfield. 
To wear Ms crown in the presence of Royalty, and to exclaim “ Oh 
by Jove 1 Rosbif I— dam ! ” when dining with the Prince of Wales. 

Tweni^-five thousand miEion francs a week. 

Miscellaneous Rights^ Advantages, &c , — To have the power of 
inspecting the Pompiers on Easter Sunday, To occupy the whole of 
the grand tier at the Opera on a Patti Mght. To have a free pass 
to “behind the scenes” at the Bouffes. To have the Boulevards 
Eluminated when he goes out to d^er. Fireworks to be let off in 
every town in France on the occasion of Ms birthday, and, when he 
dies, to have the privEege of being buried in the Invalides, the Pan- 
theon, and Notre Dame simxEtaneously, 


CONTEMPT OF COURT. 

Law is the perfection of human reason. This being so, the fact 
that the Law has to he altered every Session of Parliament can only 
excite surprise in exceedingly ill-regulated minds. Some years ago 
the law of imprisonment for debt was abolished. It was wisely 
argued that clapping a man into prison was the very means of pre- 
venting Mm earning any money for his creditors or himself. In those 
had old days did a man outrun the constable, he was placed in the 
Fleet or the Queen’s Bench, where he led an idle, dissipated, rackety 
sort of life ; he coxEd entertain Ms friends j he could subsist as weE 
as his means allowed ; he could render existence fairly tolerable — 
nay, comfortable, to a man of sedentary habits. 

AE this was ahoEshed, There is now no imprisonment for debt — 
at least you have to show cause why you shouldn’t be imprisoned for 
five weeks, or, if you can pay and won’t pay, tiE you ’re made to 
pay. But men stiE are foolish enough to owe money. If they do 
not pay, they are guEty of contempt of Court. There is now no 
imprisonment for debt, but any man who is gmlty of contempt of 
Court.mayhe sent to certain of Her Majesty’s Gaols, there to purge 
himself of Ms offence. WMle in gaol he arises at six, makes Ms bed, 
cleans Ms ceE and a portion of ^aol corridor. His fare is the prison 
fare, hut he is aEowed half a pint of beer or wine daEy. He may 
not see two friends at a time, and what friend he sees is through 
gratings, and in the presence of a Warder. His letters, both in- 
coming and out-going, are read by the Governor of the Gaol. The 
gas in his ceE is turned out at nine. 

Let us be thankful that imprisonment for debt is aboEshed. 


Mrs. Ramsbotham has some very valuable jeweUery.^ “ One 
brooch,” she says, “ is most precious, as associated with Biblical His- 
tory, for it came from Palestine, and is made of a solid Amalekite.” 
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WET BOB [DEFIES THE PROVOST OF ETON. 



WET BOB; 

OR, 

THE ADVENTURES OF A LITTLE ETON BOY AMONGST THE HOTWHATA CANNIBALS. 
[By the Author of ** The Three Yoiinq Benchers f and JSow they all Got the Woolsack^'''* 
From Back Yard to Yard-arm,' <£:c., cC-c.) 


CHAP. I. 

OUR HERO RESCUES HIS I’IRST CAPTIVE. 

“Oh, spare me, Sir!” cried the lovely 
Eastern girl, throwing up her jewelled arms, 
and at the same time suftering her wealth of 
golden hair to fall in large huge coils all 
over the lioor of the Upper Fifth class-room. 
“ Spare me, this time, and I ’ll never do it 
again ! ” 

She was a mere child of nineteen, and had 
been found that morning wandering about, 
with a pretty pout on her mouth and all the 
witchery of a dark race in her beautiful eyes, 
on the staircases of several of the dames’ 
houses. 

Her story was an extremely common one. 
Her mother had been a Circassianj and her 
father a Minor Canon. But owmg to a 
Bishop’s charge, he had one day gone off 
quite suddenly by himself, and they never 
saw him again. Her mother, however, knew 


that he was a big gun, and so she worked her 
little daughter a small Percussion cap. 

When ^e got bigger, the wild street Arabs 
pointed at her, and called her “the fair 
Perkussian.” This name had followed her. 

So she arrived at Eton. 

“I am seeking,’’ she said, “a long-lost 
Oriental second cousin.” 

The Provost was not satisfied with this 
simple tale. 

“ Non tali ingenio,^^ he said, quoting freely 
from the classics, and at the same time pro- 
ducing a stout ordinary regulation cat-o’-nine- 
I tails, “though our great school, young per- 
son, is, I am proud to say, Cosmopolitan in 
its character, and a glance at that form will 
show you that even far Mexico sends us its 
Youthful Pen-and-Incas.” 

“And lively Spain her coming floppy- 
Donsf” asked the trembUng girl, interested. 

She knew that at the last Athletic Sports 
the best jump had fallen to a leaping Pole, 


while the cream of the present year’s Eight 
was composed entirely of Tartars, every one 
of them a thorough water Khan* She had 
hoped therefore to find her relative. 

But the Provost merely bared his brawny 
arm to administer the usual punishment, 
while the boys of the Upper Fifth, who were 
accustomed to such scenes, whispered to each 
other that she was a “neat little filly,” 

“ Oh, Sir,” she exclaimed, “ I nave hut 
one wish ” 

“So has the cat,” interrupted the Pro- 
vost, brutally, as he whirled the instrument 
of punishment round his head, causing it to 
express a very decided whish of its own, 
“ And now— whish I— you may get it ! ” 

But, as the stroke descended, with the 
quickness of lightning another figure sprang 
suddenly on to the top of the multiplication 
table. “ Hold I ” it cried, “ She is a lovely 
and defenceless creature, and you touch a 
hair of her head and I ’ll give it you.” 
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In an instant the ProTOst had dropped his 
arm, and, aghast at the interrnntion, was 
facing the hero of the school, whose pluck 
had been tried in the Eton furnace, for he 
had come sncoessfnliy ont of the Lower and 
Upper EemoTes, confident that two removes 
are as good as a fire. 

The Provost, therefore, was likely to have | 
it hot from the handsome, splashing, dashing, | 
daring chum, to whom his nine hundred i 
companions had, by common consent, assigned 
the name of “ Eton Bob.^’ 

G-o it, Bob ! ” shouted the now rallying 
Upper Fifth in chorus, and as they did so 
the air was darkened by a heavy shower of 
Latin Dictionaries. 

It was an exciting scene. 

One of the largest struck the Provost at. 
the back of Ms leg below the knee.^ It can- 
noned ofi sharply, and he followed its course 
with the eye of a connoisseur. For he had a 
library of his own, but he had never yet seen 
a volume of such bulk bound so neatly in 
his own favourite calf. 

Thus the diversion was, for the moment, 
complete. The lovely Perkussian drew a 
breath of relief. 

Yet the Reverend RouBrsr Picrle, B, & S., 
Baker Street Prizeman, and Odd-Fellow 
of his year, was not made of stufit to be i 
trified with. He had commenced his college 
life as a sizar, and this at first had often 
sent him to the wall. At this time he was 
regarded rather as an under sizer. But 
greats gave Mm his chance. A man of much 
breadth, he suddenly rose also to such an ex- 
traordina-ry degree, that he was acknowledged 
on all sides as a remarkable over sizer, 
was made Banting Lecturer, and from that 
moment his weight in the University was 


felt to be immense. Proofs of tMs were not 
long wanting. He no sooner took his place 
in Ms college boat, than it instantly went to 
the bottom of the river. They appointed Mm 
to the vacant chair of Modern History. 
The legs came off. Everything gave way 
before Mm. He tried for the Jsewdigate 
and took it ofi its Mnges. 

Such had been the antecedents of the 
Provost: and as he stood there, towering 
above tbe refractory form, seven feet two 
in Ms shoes, and flourishing the good tradi- 
tional old Eton Cat in his hand, it became 
quite clear that whatever were the precise 
merits of the matter in dispute, it was his 
intention to settle them at once himself by 
coming down heavily. 

But Bob saw his opportunity. 

With a bound like that of a spring onion, 
he darted forward, and, seizing by the collar 
a dark, swarthv, sixth-form boy, whose 
name of ELojri Huff sufficiently betokened 
Ms near relationsMp to the Shah of Persia, 
dexterously thrust him in the way of the 
descending lash. 

The rme saved the lovely Perkussian, for, 
with a dull resounding thud, the heavy thongs 
went quietly home on the back of the MgMy- 
conneeted Asiatic’s Eton jacket. 

He winced. For a moment they reminded 
Mm of Ms happy life on the Sahara. But he 
had got more than his deserts, and the Pro- 
vost was annoyed. He had wished to cul- 
tivate this youth, and now he had managed 
to give him the cut direct. He turned with 
redoubled energy again towards the terrified 
girl. 

There was not a moment to be lost. 

“I’m only a light weight,” cried our hero, 
facing Ms reverend antagonist, “but the cry 


of a beautiful female in distress is never 
heard in vain by Eton Bob.” 

And with this manly speech, he seized the 
Provost tightly by the hand of Ms cassock, 
and whirling him aloft seven feet in the air, 
hurled him with an easy efiort through the 
window of the class-room into the quadrangle 
beneath. 

CHAP. II. 

THE SECRET OP THE TRUKE. 

There was a shout of triumph from the 
Upper Fifth, and the fair Perkussian was 
about to reward Bob for her timely deliverance 
with a kiss, when a packet of letters, and a 
couple of miniatures in twelve inch frames, 
that had fallen from the breast-pocket of the 
Provost’s clerical waistcoat, caught her eye. 
She eagerly devoured their contents. “ Oh I 
heaven 1 ” she cried, “ he is my father I ” 
Bob looked gallantly out of window. 

“In that case, be of good cheer,” he said, 
“he is not hurt, ma chhre ! The Under 
Provost happened to be passing at the time. 
Your father, who went for tne fall with 
judgment, is quite in his proper place. He 
came safely down upon the top of Mm. Ah, 
ma chere, you ’U soon he at a premium ! ” 

‘ * But the poor Under Provost 1 ” she replied, 
sadly. “lam afraid he must be below Pa ! ” 
Bob would have made an encouraging 
reply, but at that moment a coal sack was 
thrown over his head, and the fair Perkussian 
was borne swiftly from the class-room by a 
masked figure in an Eton jacket. 

In less than ten minutes her prostrate form 
was being carried through a long subter- 
ranean passage, to a dungeon beneath Wind- 
sor Castle. 

{To le continued.) 


THE ‘^CRI” AND THE LAUGH. 

Talk of the ensemhU of French companies, there isn’t one of 
them that can surpass, or even come up with, the company at the 
Criterion, so admirably trained by Mr. WYiroHAM, who is the life and 
soul of such pieces as Fourteen JDaySj wMoh owes all the fun of its 



capital dialogue to Mr. H. J. Btrou, the humour of its situations to 
the French originators— two of ’em, of course it generally takes two 
or three, sometimes four, to construct a plot— and its success to the 
acting^of the Criterion company individually and collectively. Com- 
pare Hot-Bath Fields Prison interior with the prison interior at the 
AdelpM, and then exclaim with Fereqrine Porter^ “What trash these 
press fellows do write about the hardship of our prison system ! ” 

I don’t understand ^why Mr. Giddens, who is imprisoned with 
Mr. WyiohajSI, has Ms hair cut short, while the latter’s locks are 
left unshorn. But something has to be conceded to a low comedian. 

Mr. Stai^bino is excellent as a superior sort of Maudle elevated to 
the governorship of prison : a very original notion this. One of 
the best played parts is that of Jones, the Warder and Butler, whose 
representative, Mr. Rebwoob, is so genuinely earnest throughout. 
But tMs is the great secret of their success at the Criterion, they 
are all an earnest, and play as if they thoroughly believed in the 


genuine probability of the circumstances in which they find them- 
selves. Thus it is that they convey to their audience such an 
impression of Reality as is rarely eifeeted except a very superior 
performance of, say, for example, the Trial Scene in The Merchant 
of Venice^ 

Miss M. Roekb is invaluable as the loving wife always confiding, 
in every piece, in the fidelity and integrity of Mr. Charles Wvnb- 
HA3I, the slightly erratic but thoroughly repentant husband. 

Mr. SoTHEEH is another illustration of earnestness : so also is Miss 
H. Roree. If there be the slightest exception, it is to be found in 
Mr. BLAKELEr, and in the unnaturally pert servant, played by Miss 
Yhting-. Yet the idiocy of Mr. Blaxelev ’ s Brummies, is very funny j 
in appearance he is like Mr, Dick in David Copperjield, with the 
action of a punch-doll, and so, perhaps, after all, he must be accepted 
as another of the probabilities in which the Criterion company and 
audience devoutly, though temporarily, believe. 

It is long since I have enjoyed so hearty a laugh as I did at 
Fourteen Days, Judging from what I saw of the first piece, ItuWs 
Romance, this also is very well played by Miss HARREsroTOK, Mr. 
Lttton Sotherh, and Mr. Hamilton Astlet who is very amusing, 
and to whom Mr. Brouohtoii, the author of the little one-act drama, 
has given some uncommonly good lines. N.B. — This piece in one 
act, one scene, and three characters, ought to be a good useful 
piece for amateurs. 


Talk Between two Bar Lambs. 

Billy, I say, ’Arrt, ’ow does Glabstone amuse himself during 
the Recesses at ’Arden ? 

^Arry, Oh! he takes plenty of ’orse exercise: goes out with three or 
four on ’em at a time, like the Currier of St. Petersburg at a Circus. 
Billy, Oh, gammon'! Who told yer ? 

^Arry, Why, ain’t you ’card ? he goes out every day reg’lar with 
Ms ’acks. ’Ave a glass ? {They drink. 


LIXELV. 

Mr. Barxitm: having got Jumbo, has refused D’Oylt Carte’s 
offer of his .Esthetic Two-Twoness Oscar, but is negotiating for the 
Suspects on their release, and will probably come to terms with the 
Prince of Mohaco, if the latter will sell the title with the rest of the 
property. Hail, Prince Barnuh of Moneygo ! 


A Hicb Plot of Grotjio) !— The Site of the Uspanski Cathedral. 


1^. TO OOESESPONDEITTS — In no case can Contributions be retnmea unless accompanied by a Stamped and Birected Envelope 

Copies should be kept’ 
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MODERN LIFE IN LONDON; OR, “TOM AND JERRY” BACK AGAIN. 



TOUiTG LOGIC INTEODGCES TOM AND JERRY TO TEE BAR. 


he meant was a tavern. “ We are quite ready,’’ said Toir. “ Show 
us any touch of Lite in London, my dear Bob, where we can see 
CHARACTER, 7nix with GAIETY, and follow the eashion.” So the 
Trio departed for The Criterion, and it was a curious sight indeed 
that saluted their eyes. There was a vast saloon^ down one side of 
which ran an enormous drinhing^har^ while behind it stood a row of 
attendant ready to flirt, laugh, ogle, smile and chaff vjiih the 

gayest hoys of their acquaintance. “ This is indeed something new,” 
said Jerry, “I remember the Sydney G-ardens at Bath, and the 

? lories of Yaxtyhale, but there was nothing like this in our Lm in 
iONDON.” “ You are right, my dear Coz,” returned the Corinthian, 
“ Here, Yentjs and Bacchus are at our elbows, and Pleasure seems 
to hold her Court in a Public House ! ” Bound each of the Maids of 
the Inn was a bevy of attendant Cavaliers, who all seemed on such 
familiar terms with her, that she had eyes for no one else, and a 
stranger, not “ in the siown,” could hardly get refreshment for the 
inner man. One courted Charlotte, another ogled Olivia, one 
sighed for Susan, another maundered over Mary, others languished 
for Lily, or Johed with Jane, while Young Bob, who seemed quite 
au fait in this Temple of Bacchus, called the attention of our heroes 
to the Beauty of the Bar. The plate gives an excellent representa- 
tion of this “ bit of life,” and is a fine specimen of the artist in his 
personification of Character. 

Most of the gallants yrho 'sroro “practising at the bar” were in 
evening dress. They had low foreheads, and wore big button- 
holes, for so they termed the fiowers it was “ the thing ” to wear. 
A good many of them, too, had been partaking freely or daffy, and 
had been on a visit to the Isles of Bishop and Flip, for, as young 
Bob explained, he expected they had been “ in and out ” all day. 
While Logic was engaged in “ making the running ” with one of 
the young ladies, and talking to his Chums, the Corinthian re- 
marked to Jerry on the queer scene around them. “ We ‘ stood to 
our guns,’ my dear Coz,” was Tom’s observation, “in the old days, 
and did not shirk the bottle, for, in the words of Hippocrates , — 

‘ The only health to people hale and sound, 

Is to have many a tippling health go round.* 

And we have seen my Lord Bumper Tinder the table. But these 
'’nlps^ and ^ pegs^ and liquor s,^'^ as young Bob calls them,— these 
‘ 8,-and-B,'* sj^ and ‘ sherry -and-bitters,^ — at all hours of the day, 
were Tinknown to us ; and, while we eoiild amuse ourselves with the 
Cadgers and at the Masquerade, we knew nothing of familiarity 
which levels the ‘ waitress ’ and the ‘ swell ’ in this * sort of Zife,^ ” 


Things Better leet Unsaid.— They formed an acquaintance Companion Yolumes to /‘The Fixed Period,” by Mr. An- 
through dinmg nightly at the same hotel. At last the eldest spoke, thony Trollope. — The Frisky Full- Stop, The Saltatory Semicolon, 
and suggested that they should dine together. The eldest said, We The Convivial Comma, and The Hilarious Hyphen, 

ought to know each other’s names ; what is yours ? ” The youngest 

saia, “ Tompexns.” The eldest replied, ‘^And mine is Christy ; 

hut mind! I’m not Christy oi the Minstrels,” “And,” returned Mrs. Eamsbotham dropped ofi to sleep at Church last Suud'iy 
the youngest, in a tone half-facetious and not too complimentary, “I evening. She says she supposes it was on account of the sooth'ng 
presume not Christy, the hatter P” It was Christy, the hatter ! effect of the full chloral service. 

VOL* LXXXn. 


“ Bext morning ! ” ’Tis the time in Lire in London, when what 
looked bright the evening before, looks blue. You have quaffed the 
Cup of Pleasure, but the dregs remain, and those must be taken 
when you are “ heat to a stand-still,'^^ with a haggard face and 
squeamish appetite, and when you feel inclined to call in Doctor 
Bolus. 

The morning after the events related in our last Chapter, young 
Bob Logic had invited Jerry Hawthorn, Esq. and Corinthian 
Tom to breakfast with him at his Club. Every Sprig of Fashion in 
these days has his Club or several Clubs. He may dine with diplo- 
matists at Arthur’s, with bishops at the Athen,eum, with officers 
at the United Service, with politicians at Brookes’s, with whist- 
players at the Portland, with wits at the Garrick, and with 
i2oyo% at the Marlborough. And as the “downs” imitate the 
“ ups.” and the “ low ” people the “ high^'^ there are scores of Clubs 
nowadays which, as young Logic said, were no better than tap- 
rooms, and to which anyone was elected who possessed the blunt. 
To such an extent have these sham Clubs been carried, that, as the 
Corinthian remarked when the matter was explained, “ It seemed 
to him that it would soon he a mark of distinction not to belong to a 
Club at alV^ 

At breakfast Young Bob, who was a regular peep-o^ -day votoxj of 
Pleasure, felt, as he expressed it, “ consumedly seedy.” Tom and 
Jerry pressed the viands upon him, they recommended the kidneys, 
and praised the foaming tankards of beer before them, which 
reminded the Corinthian, as he observed to Jerry, of the “hum- 
ming stingo ” at Hawthorn Hall. Young Bob could eat nothing, 
but called for Soda Water, upon which the high-mettled Corinthian 
remarked to his Coz that “ it was evident the larks of the Metropolis 
were telling on yoimg Bob’s debilitated frame, and that if he went 
on with incessant ‘ day and night scenes,’ he would one day receive 
notice to quitP Jerry quite agreed with Tom, remembering how he 
himself had been “out of wind^^ in old times when the day and 
night work had been too much for him ; but young Bob said a 
“ B.-and-S.” would soon pull him together, and that he would he | 
quite at their disposal later in the day. 

That evening Young Bob ''proposed that Tom and Jerry should 
look iu at “ The Ori,” as he called it, observing “ there was always 
a pal or two at the Bar.” The Corinthian observed that he was 
glad Young Bob knew some gentlemen of the long robe, who were 
usually very entertaining, upon which Bob said, laughing, that he 
did not mean any of the pundits of the Temple, hut the feUows who 
would look in, “don’t you know,” to have a liquor, for the “ 5ar ” 
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THE ‘^UNITED TEOUSEES ” v. THE ^'DIVIDED SKIETS.” 

( With Mr, PuncKs Apologies to Lady Earherton.) 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

SPEING CLEAirmG. 

Ail peace and all pleasure are banished : 
Abroad now I gladly would roam, 

My quiet and comfort have vanished, 

A desolate wreck is my home ! 

The painters are all in possession, 

And charwomen come by the score ; 

The whitewashers troop in procession, 

And spatter from ceiling to floor. 

I own I must make a confession, — 

Spring Cleaning ’s a terrible bore ! 

They come in the morning at daybreak. 

Just when I ^m forgetting my cares. 

And into my slumbers how they break ! 

"With bustle and tramp on the stairs. 

They laugh, and they whistle, and chatter ; 
They paint, and they varnish, and size ; 

They thump, and they wrangle, and clatter, 
And drive away sleep from my eyes. 

They make me as mad as a hatter. 

And cause me quite early to rise ! 

The staircase is all barricaded. 

The handle removed from each door ; 

My own sacred Den is invaded — 

My papers all strewn on the floor ! 

My books and my letters are scattered. 

My pens are nowhere to be found ; 

My blue-and- white china is shattered. 

My songs have no space to resound ; * 

My hat with pink priming ’s bespattered, 

"My Banjo is crushed on the ground ! t 

I dare not complain, notwithstanding, — 

I ’m faint with the fumes of whitelead ; 

And trip over pails on the landing. 

And i)aint-pots fall down on my head ! 

When right through my haU I go stumbling- 
I ’m sick, and I ^m sorry, and sore ; 

O’er planks and o*er ladders I ^m tumbling, 

■ nd 1 ' 


And get my great-coat painted o’er. 
!o myself I can scarcely help mumbb* 
Spring Cleaning ’s a terrible bore ! 


* Delighted to hear it the fact, not the song. — En. 
t Hooray ! Don’t get another.— En. 


FEOM A SPANISH SUNNY ^UN. 

Ip the Peninsular War had had a different termination, Madrid 
could hardly be more Erenchified than it is. Prom the cooking in 
the hotels to the afternoon drive in the Prado, everything goes to 
make a little Paris. An exception may be made to the Prado. 
While it imitates Paris, it excels it. The carriages are more numer- 
ous and better appointed than they are in the Bois de Boulogne. 

Whether the Spaniard was born with a cigarette in his lips maybe 
open to discussion, but it is certain that he lives and dies with one. 
In the churches he barely leaves it outside the sacred doors. 

The staple product of Spain, next to sherry, appears to be oranges, 
and the principal occupation appears to be sucking oranges. 

At one time-many years ago— the staple production was pictures. 
The noted Arm of MuniLLO & Co. were the great manufacturers of 
Holy Families, wholesale, retail, and for exportation, and it requires 
more than the eye of an expert to say where the master’s hand ends 
and the pupil’s begins. 

A Spaniard has no sense of the value of time. It is the country 
of the aloe, and the aloe, according^ to the tradition, blooms once 
in a century. ^ This plant grows in great luxuriance along the 
sides of the railway to Seville. Its example appear^ to affect the 
railway service. An express train is a train that runs only three 
times a week, at the wonderful speed of fifteen to eighteen miles an 
hour. The ordinary trains give plenty of time for the passengers to 
watch the blooming of the aloe. 

If the Spaniards are not more blood-thirsty than any other nation, 
they take much pains to make^ you believe that they are. A man 
like a human hedgehog, with his body half covered with stilletos and 
knives, endeavours to sell these cheerful wares during the ten 
minutes allowed for refreshment at Alcazar, on the road to Seville. 
Of course the man is a Toledo blade, and of course his wares come 
from Toledo. If they are as harmless as the cutlery of the country, 
they may be trusted in the hands of children and idiots. As one 


approaches Seville, one sees Spain. National costume appears at the 
road-side stations, mixed with long-eared mules and aldermanic 
priests. In the distance white-washed cities, like streaks of snow 
upon the hills, relieve the monotony of the sandy plains. Groves of 
olive-trees, long lines of prickly pears, the aloes and the orange-trees 
represent the leading vegetation of the country, and the natives 
basking idly in the sun, represent the rest. 

Arrived at Seville, you feel you are really in Spain, and severed as 
much as it is possible to be from Parisian influences, Seville is 
Spain in a nut-shell. It is more than this. It is an unique city. 
There is only one place in Europe that would make another Seville, 
and that is Venice. Venice drained, with its narrow canals turned 
into narrow alleys, would be a second Seville, but nothing would 
give it the cleanliness and fragrance of the Moorish-Spanish city. 
Seville is a city of marble, as London is a city of stucco. 


"JOHN INGLESANT.^^ 

[An old and simple-looking gentleman, attired in a costume some- 
thmg between that of a>ery old-fashioned medical man and a 
clergyman, called at our office with the following fragment of MS., 
"which,” he observed smilingly, " probably belonged to the journal 
of John Inulesant, recently discovered and published oy Mr. 
Shosthouse, and is calculated to shed considerable light on certain 
obscure and difficult passages in that romantic story.”] 

* * * * ^ * 

"You are better now?” inquired Don AaNOSTico, regarding 
Inglesant with a curious expression. 

Inglesant heard him not, and made no reply. He moved like a 
man treading the intricate pathways of a dream. He seemed to be 
walking among gardens traversed by high hedges of myrtle, lemon, 
and ranunculuses. He saw strange spectral forms instinct with life, 
gliding to and fro with pantomimic action among the crowd, which 
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heeded them not : he saw creepers on the wall : then ghastly figures 
chased one another as in some fantastic pantomime : he heard the 
soxmd of bells, and saw a long lanky figure, shrieking and struggling 
as it approached him, crying, “ The beUs, the beUs ! ” And so, after 
vainly trying to hide itself behind a sapling in a Yeronese garden, 
it passed on, and disappeared into the dread obscurity of a tomb. 
As the terrible feeling came over him that the world and aU its 
objects were slipping away, his brain reeled as though it were 
dancing in Scotland, and he threw himself on the marble floor. 
****** 

“ You Ve had a bad time of it,’’ observed Don Aghstostico when 
IlTGUSSANT awoke, “ I thought a few weeks ago you had joined the 


Jumpers. You mustn’t go to the Lyceum again, and for the next 
six months I forbid you all heavy suppers, and aU spirits.” 

Inglesant groaned and turned restlessly on his couch as the 
breath of the early morning soothed his fevered brow. 

“And,” continued Don Agnostico, “I Ihink a month at Malvern 
would be advisable.” 

****** 

Extract from a Utter of Dr, Agmsticd^s to Sir W-Ifr-d Z-ws-n, 
— ^IiTGLESAira: has taken the pledge. You may tell H. E. Card. 
M-nn-ng that he is now an exemplary Teetotaller. 

[This certainly explains much that is difficult in Mr. Shorihouse’s 
John Inglesart.— Ed.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 


THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 



RETROSPECTS; OR, BACK VIEWS. 


Monday Night^'^2i6k again after tlie holidays. A sad, melan- 
choly meeticg. ^ Ho one looks deliriously glad except JoET B., and 
his cup has a bitter drop when he discoyers Forster isn’t here, 
“Haven’t rubbed his hair the wrong way for ten days,” Joseph 
G-iliis says, a passing look of discontent clouding his cheerful 
countenance. “ Just had a letter from a most respectable man— • 
Tm Crooney of Balbahooy. Tells me Forster ’s been speculating 
in buckshot. Bought it all up two years ago, and then run up prices 



The Fourth Party acting as Black's Guide. 

by tke large demani ia tte^ Irish market. Meant to ask -whethe: 
A leave it over now till Forster comes hack.’ 

And Joey B. heaves a sigh. 

Glad to find the true Irish natoe shomng itself in Land-Leaem 
quarters to-mght. Everyone knows it. Kindly, generous, am: 
enivalrous. A. little under a cloud here, owing to silence of Land* 
^aguers m the presence of atrocious outrages upon cattle whict 
liappen to be owned by farmers who refuse to obey “No Kent’ 
manliesto. 

To-night on Army BiU Mr. Sextok brings forward Amendmeni 
lor protection of animals from possible cruelty. He 
horse, he says, hired by Government for transport pur- 
poses, should carry more than four persons, travel more 
than sixteen miles a day, or be driven above six miler 

an hour. ■ 

Mr. 
the 

r--- -x. .VO «. guuu jjcg^iJLiumg^, auu snowi 

that, alter all, a generous heart beats beneath the ex* 
^ilent iimtation seal-skin waistcoat which Josepe 
Gillis, with thumbs in arm-holes, flaunts in the face 
Army Bill 5 *^^^on Government. 

AdministeatioufSassteS'e^^ made-beKeye to debate Armj 





necessarily employed, was bribed with the promise of Foreign Secre- 
taryship. Harcourt, who had got wind of what was going on, was 
to he made a Cardinal. ^ Newdeuate was to be sent to the Clock i 
Tower, to pass the remainder of his days in solitary 
confinement, except for an hour twice a week, when 
Mr. BRADLAxraH might visit him. 

“Tell you what, Toby,” said Woifp, mopping 
his forehead, “ it ’s nearly worn me out. But I ’ve 
got all the strings of the plot in my hands now, and 
you’ll see I ’ll make old Weg- dance.” 

“ Certainly,” I said. “ But who ’s old Weg ? ” 

“ W. E. G., don’t you know ? ” And Drummoitd 
bustled off, to catch the Speaker’s eye. 

Drummond’s speech a little milder than I ex- ‘‘^here anil 
peeted after this disclosure. But reading between ^ ^ 

the lines, its import was dreadful, Y"et the House almost flippant 
m its reception. “ Drummond ’s always crying ‘ Wolff ! Worn ! * ” 
Dilke said ; and Weg smiled benevolently upon him* 

Busmess done, — ^Hone. 




xurmer coming rouna on 
profound coimern for the 
UD animals. 


j.nursaay iMigtit, — Jjana-iueaguers siiu 

the right path. On Monday displayed 

<1 — gentlej treatment of dumb animals. To-night are 
T hotly indignant in interests of human life in Ire- 
m friend JDogherry turned up again in 

bounty Clare, and issued address to the Watch. 

If, ’ says he, “ men should accidentally com- 
Dut an error in shooting any person on suspicidn 
of that person bemg about to commit a murde: 


Mr. Redmond 


ot that person being about to commit a murder, 
shaU exonerate them by coming forward pro 
ducing this document.” 

Mr. Sexton shocked at the reckless disregard u 
human life shown by Dogberry, So is Mr, Heals 
them. Good signs these 
May begin now to look for diminution of murder and outrage i 
Ireland. Fireworks for three hours; very noisy and not v-ery bril 
nant, Jiouse made itself solemnly ridiculous by suspending younj 


“ They ’ll be asl^g us next to vote on the expulsion of a penny 
trumpet or a dried bladder in Which peas rattle,” said Sir John 
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Hat, gruffly. “ The lad must needs liye, and it would haye been 
better to have let bim prate on.’^ 

At eigkt o’clock began 
business. kTaval Esti- 
^ mates in Committee. Lord 
BQekrt Lenjtox been 
I ambling about tbe House 
all evening. ISTqw props 
himself up against the 
Cross Benches at remote 
I end of the House, and 
begins tremendous oration 
j with preliminary apolo- 
gies all round if he is 
going to hurt anybody’s 
feelings. The dear old 
boy ! believe he ’d walk 
round half a mile to 
avoid treading on a worm 
or brushing the wings of 
a hy. 

“What’s he standing 
up over there for ? ” Mr. 
Brasset asked Teevel- 

™... STAN when they heard the 

'HIV \ pipmg of a familiar voice, 

flUf ^P> beheld 

' Lord BLENETinexceeding- 

Hi™ w ' ^ 'wide trowsers propp^ 

^ ^ corner by the 

Bf Cross Benches. “Looks 

||i| I Mi ^ ^ Whitehead torpedo 

119 ih \ getting into range.” 

// \jR wv" “Looks more like a 

r naughty boy put in a 

ji T' corner, and trying to 

® ^ — ' work on the maternal feel- 

ings,” said Teevelyan-.^ 

Barometrical News. — Disturbances in “To my mmd,” said 
Skye. A body of fifty Irish Police were Haecottet, ^ he looks 

sent to suppress the Skye-larkers. If the much more like JSfr. 
information is correct, it is encouraging to talini trying to wheedle 
know they could be spared from their own a few more sbdilmgs out 





Electricity Bill. 


Parcels Post. 


and in sepulchral tones put his question, “Where ’s your Reserves ? ” 
At present he is pretty hale and hearty, and lives in hope of seeing 
the day when his prophecy is fulfilled, and the British Navy (failing 
Reserves) shall have been f 

captured by the* Dutch, and 

our finest Ironclads cut /{/ / / 

down for canal trafic. / X 

Yet he must he pretty. ^ /Y 

old now. Mr. Cotes .says I 

he was the original of Com^ j'i ( / , /f ^ 

modore Trunnion mPere^ J / M 

ffrine Pickle, Assxires me 'oVii-' ..'i m 

that to this day has his __ 
house defended by draw^ , 
bridge and ditch, sleeps in "-urr 
a hammock, takes his turn <r, 
at night watch, weighs out 
M^Btores ^or ^himself 

with^im, and tacks al^but ~ 

so»as to avoid going right ^ - -r, 

in the wind’s eye. Think Toby and his Barque, 

this must be a mistake. The old sea-dog can hardly be as old as Pere- 
grine Pickle, But some people wiU have their joke, coUte qui Cotes, 
Business done , — Irish Row. Conversation on Navy Estimates. 
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A TRIAL AT BAR; OR, THE NORTH-EAST PASSAGE. 


Barometrical News. — Disturbances in To my mmd,” said 
Skye. A body of fifty Irish Police were Haecottet, ^ he looks 
sent to suppress the Skye-larkers. If the much more like Afr. 
information is correct, it is encouraging to talini trying to wheedle 
know they could be spared from their own a few more shillings out 
country, of Tootsey-wootsey.” 

Certainly, there is a seductive, self-deprecatory air about Lord 
Heney as he stauds, or rather pirouettes by the Cross Benches that 
^ should have some 

r \ first^ session after 

Electricity Bill. ^ler^oh^^e 


EXTRACT EROM THE DIARY OE A SUSPECT. 

Monday , — Really quite pleasant to be out again. Saw two 
sympathisers hiding behind a post on the Quay. They concealed 
something imder their cloaks— evidently two addresses of congratu- 
lation. Very good of them, but I must not have anything to do with 
them. Promised the Government to keep my parole. Tore myself 
away without extorting a single cheer. Embarked for England. 

Tuesday,— London really delightful. Saw the two sympathisers 
again on my track. Good fellows, but slightly inconvenient. Must 
hide. Bid so by spending the day at Madame Tussaud’s, and the 
evening at a music-hall. My “portrait model” excellent — especi- 
ally the boots. Rather annoyed at a topical song containing an 
uncomplimentary personal allusion. The acrobats and the conjuror, 
however, first-rate. 

Wednesday ,— to Paris. Lots of friends wrote to say that they 
would come to see me ofi by the short sea route. Good fellows ! But 
I wish they wouldn’t. Had to go by Newbaven and Dieppe. Awful 
passage I Fancy I caught a glimpse of the two sympathisers hiding 
behind a paddle-box. Fortunately they were too bad sailors to 
attend to me, 

Thursday , — In Paris. The old place sim;ply elegant; Attended 
to my private affairs, and spent the rest of my time in going the 
rounds. Must not he recognised, so assumed a false nose, and dined 
chez Champot, Found that the two sympathisers had tried to gain 
admittance to my cabinet particuUer, They were very properly 
refused entrance by a judicious gargon, 

Friday , — To avoid friends, once more had to dodge them, Havre 
and Southampton route this time. Quite certain that my two I 
sympathisers are following me. Caught a ^impse of them entering 
a third-class carriage as I was starting for Dublin. They have still 
got their addresses with them. A^hlly grateful fellows, but I can’t 
Usten to them. 

Saturday,— On my native soil again, Walking down Sackville 
Street, when “ pop ” “pop,” and two bullets whistled past my ears ! 
Recognised my two sympathisers, with smoking pistols in their 
hands, making tracks ! Called to them to stop, when they fell upon 
their knees and cried “Begorral It’s the Masther!” They had 
been following me for the last six days to shoot me I Thought I was 
somebody else I This comes of that Police Circular issued by the 
Clare County Inspector. There ’s no dealing with such fellows, and 
Foestee will agree with me. Couldn’t listen to their explanations, 
as I had promised Government to avoid political discussion. How- 
ever, hanged annoying ! 

Sunday,— LsLok in my dear old cell again! No more “out on 
paroles ” for me, thank you, for the present ! 


A Pleasaet THiNa eoe Hot Weathee.—A Cool Hundred. 
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THE STIERUP-CUP. 

To saddle swung, tke fair, the young ! 

The bridal pair are off ! 

Yet pause, ere loose the rein is ffung, 

A Stirrup-Cup to quaff. 

Punch lifts the Drimming beaker high, 

And “ Healths all round 1 ” is England’s ory. 

Whilst fields glow glad ’neath Flora’s smile, 
And budding coyerts ring, 

W^e welcome to our waking Isle 
The bird that comes in Spring.” 

^d such a Spring hath seldom stirred 
Its leaves to welcome such a bird ! 

An isle of damp repute, and yet 
The bride will see to-day 
Our wooiHands are not always wet, 

Our skies not always grey, 

"We ’ye yet a sun our fruits to ripe. 

And echoes of the pastoral pipe. 

“ No shepherdess but Flora,” she 
“Peering in April’s front ” * 

li^ce long chased wood-nymph, free 
From blustering Winter’s brunt.) 

A later Perdita, and well 
Mated with our Prince Fhrizeh 

Our latest, youngest, not least wise. 

Punchy who has known them all, 

And washed them, with paternal eyes, 

Take Hymen’s rosy thraU, 

I5 worthy son brims up 

With glad good-will the Stirrup-Cup. 

* Winter's Tale, 


LIT IT, AND THEY 'VB LIGHTED IT AGAIN EACH TIME ! ” 


And for the bride,'''.the land’s desire 
Is that all joys may crown 
This other Helen, come to fire 
Our bosoms— not our town ; 

An April guest in Springtide gay. 
And welcome as the fiowers in May, 


“ FISH ALL ALIYE, 0 ! ” 

has received a communication from a Salesman of 
Bmingsgate, of so strange and violent a character that he hesitates 
to publish it. 

Mr, Punch had his attention drawn, some few weeks ago, to the 
evidence given before the Parliamentary Committee on the proposed 
Market at Shadwell, by the principal Salesman of Billingsgate, who 
steted to the much-amused Committee that when the natives of that 
classic locality indulged, as was their wont, in language of so power- 
ful— not to say disgusting— a nature as to absolutely terrify those 
manner born, they really meant exactly the same as ordi- 
nary fo^ mean when uttering the kindly wish, “ Cod bless you ! ” 

If this be so, perhaps these Grentlemen, so bitterly attacked by 
their brother Salesman, would have nopbjection to read the language 
in which he writes of them and their doings, and which to their 
accustomed ears might sound rather like blessings than curses. But 
as his denunciations include some Members of the Corporation, who 
may be reasonably expected to take words in their usual acceptation, 
Mr . Punch of course refrains from quoting them ; but this much he 
may say to his truly Billingsgate correspondent, that he quite intends 
to throw the whole weigjht 01 his infiuence and power in favour of 
every reasonable proposition for improving the supply and cheapen- 
ing the price of fish, quite urespective alike of ancient charters or of 
vested imerests or of any tricks of trade. If his correspondent will 
furnish him with facts from his own experience, and couched in 
reasonable language, that will assist in this great cause, he will 
earn the hearty thanks not only of Mr, Punchy but of the great 
masses 01 the poor of the Metropolis, possibly expressed in language 
as earnest and as hearty, if not quite so powerful, as his own. 
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HOTES EEOM THE DIARY OE A CITY 
WAITER, 



We seems tote a gitting on pretty well at tlie Mansion 
House in regards to Royalty. We thinks nothink of 
having a Hair Aparent and 2 or 3 Royal Books a drop- 
ping in to Lunch now and then, and then having quite 
a frendly chat about Music and the Opera. I ’m told as 
how the Copperation will have to stump up pretty 
Hansom (no elusion to the Sherry f ess), for the Musical 
CoUidge, but what of that so long as we gits the oppor- 
tunity of gazing upon Royalty and talking to it quite in 
the family way. 

To be sure it isn’t the same as having ’em to Dinner, 
and their Royal Inesses’ Grentlemen complanes werry 
bitterly of not having their customary little Bankwet 
down below when they cums into the City. 

One on ’em told me only on Monday, that tho’ of course 
they has their Turtel at home, it ’s somethink quite drfier- 
ent to the reel thing. In fao more like little Turtel and 
Water ! He hadded with a sy that he found a good plate- 
full of good thick City Turtel that support to his sumwat 
enfeebled constitushun, that enabled him to go thro’ with 
his trying dooties with cumparitive ees. 

Ah ! that must be a terribel fatiging life, that must, 
riding behind a coach sumtimes for ours together ! 

But then what a reward ! 

Fancy being always able to gaze in the face of Royalty, 
or at any rate to look at the backs of Royalty’s hats and 
bonnets, and to breath the same Hair when Royalty has 
quite done with it ! ^ , 

What a change has cum over the Spirits of our Drams, 
as the Poet says. Last year we was aU that soUem at 
the Mansion House, that one would amost have thought 
the Hew Copperation had arrived, and was in deep 
mournin’ for the Old ’un ; but now we dances away like 
Turps Siccory, whoever he may have bin, proberbly the 
fashnable Dancing Master of his perod. 

Is it Jellersy, is it Pride, or is it Pitty?^ I paws for 
a reply. I had quite a nice frendly chat with one of the 
Prince’s Gentlemen, he sed, in the afiablest manner, 
“ while you wotes us sieh lots of money and gives us sieh 
^umpshus reparsts, we shall all stand by you to a man I ’ 

What a distangy style there is about ’em. ^ Of the 2, I 
prefers ’em to their Masters. The Princes is Jest aieetle 


too afahle, but you can’t find that' fault with their Gentlemen, tho’ a glass or 
two of old Madeery does unbend ’em a bit, but before that there ’s a Aughty 
Demeaner about ’em that ’s somethink to wunder at. They told me one or two 
little pickaunt ancedotes that might emuse the world. But no ! I shall carry 
my secrets with me to my Toom ! As future ages asked who was “ Jew 
Neus,” so other ages may ask who was “ Robert ? . 

Wieh remines me to say as I was sorry I got the tickit for the City Waiter’s 
Penshun Society Dinner too late to awail myself of it in time enuff. I thanks 
Mr. Meads the Secartary for sending it to you for me, hut 4 hours after the 
dinner our is jest a little late to be seriously treated. 

I haven’t dropt into a good birth as the Secartary supposes, and haven’t 
changed my dress, which is still Ho. 1 Guean Street, pleas ring the top bell. As 
for wantin a job, we are so jolly busy in the Citty we don’t want none elswhere. 
That ’s the place for Jobs as far as my egsperience gos. 

Browht was at the Dinner and says it was real Jam to have a Waiter a 
Waiting on a Waiter with a Waiter in his hand and calling a Waiter, Sir ! 

The Lord Mare said that the Waiter’s wocation was precarious, I haven’t 
the least idea what he meant, hut I think it was werry kind of his Lordship. 

Sir John- Benuet spoke out like a trew Night, as never wants no winding up. 
He sed, and no doubt werry truly, that sumtimes when he looked behind ms 
chair he didn’t know whether it was his Chapling his Wiear or his Waiter I 
and he didn’t know which was the usefullest of the three. I think I could have 
told him if I had bin there. 

Browjst tells me he was in that state of exsitement at his unercustomed persi- 
tion, and at having nothink to do hnt to eat and drink, that he quite forgot to 
subscribe nothink, and couldn’t quite remember exacly how much money was 
guv, hut he thinks it was between a hundred pound and a thousand. 

I hopes nex year, Mr. Meads the Secondary will send me a Ticket just a little 
before the Dinner is begun, insted of a good deal arter, and then I dessay I 
shall he ahel to do my dooty to my pore Brethren as becomes 

Your umble Waiter, Robert. 



“none but the brave reserve the EAIR.” 


Bill Nupkim {after describing the March BasV'* of his Regiment at the Ports- 
mouth Bevieuf), “ Ah, we was a Prettz Sight, Mary, J cah tsll ter ! ” 


A Soar SuDDEiir IDEA.—Profe^or Iaebjo Las, somewhere said, fihasfc the 
quantity of soap consumed by a nation would be no inaeeurate measure whereby 
to .-estimate its wealth and eivilisatim. Jntenational questian of ^statistics 
“ How are you ofi for isoap ? ” 
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A DIFFICULT CASE. PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 81. 

*Htp, O'Cjhondeiac. 

long Acre. THE MAEQUIS OF SALISBURY, 

As CoRRT O^Zanus begging the Suffrages of the Citizens. 

Latest from the East.— 

Discord at Cairo, probably “ I “\vill, Sir, flatter my sworn brotlier, tbe people, to earn a dearer estima - 1 
consequent on tbe departure tion of them. ** * * * {Adds, as a Bright %dca. ) “I will counterfeit the 
of Dr. Arthur Sullivan for bewitchment of some popular man, and give it bountifully to the desirers.*’ — 
England. Act II., Sc. 3. 




SPIEITS AITD WATER. 

If we said the Water Colour j 
Society this year showed un- 
usual spirit we should not be 
fax wrong, but then perhaps 
we might get the Society into 
trouble for opening its doors 
without a spirit Hcence. Not 
being of a pugnacious dispo- 
sition, we nave no desire to 
pick a quarrel with aquareU 
listeSi therefore, we will simply 
say that this year’s show is 
better than usual. Griorious 
Sir John Gilbert; “ Our ” 
jMr. Du Maurier, distinctly 
and poetically Londonesque 
I ilr. Herbert Marshall, Mr. 
Carl Haag, Mr. Brierlt, 
Mr. Alfred Newton, “ salt ” 
and breezy Mr. Henry 
Moore, Mr. Birkett Foster, 
and Mr. Basil Bradley, well 
supported by other exhibitors, 
combine to make the walls of 
this gallery especially attrac- 
tive. The new illustrated 
catalogue is a feature that 
cannot fail to he extensively 
appreciated. 


THE MARQUIS OF SALISBURY, 

As CoRRT O^Zanus begging the Suffrages of the Citizens. 


Two Pronunciations. 

Roderick Maclean 

He shot at the Queen. 

The Jury took “reason” 

Out of his treason. 

So Rod’rigk Maclean 

Was pronounced insane. 

Private and Confiden- 
tial. — From J. Br-ghi to W* 
E. (r.— I once said “ Force is 
no remedy.” If Irish affairs 
don’t mend, I shall be inclined 
to say “Forster’s no re- 
medy.”— Yours, J. B. I 

The Real “ Lady of Lyons.” ' 
—Rosa Bonheur. See M. 
Mme. et JBehes chez eux in 
King Street, St. James’s. 



TALES OF THE ALHAMBRA. 

^ T^ dish now served np in the Leicester Square Theatre of Yarie- 
ties is Bubble and Squeak — no, we should say Babil and BijoUy sauce 
Hollandaise^ which is better than a French source, though Mr. 
Holland, the People’s Caterer, is only responsible for the “ trim- 
mings,” the materials having been originally supplied by the present 
Mr. B0UCICA.ULT and the late Mr. PlanchL. 

The music throughout is charming, specially the concerted 
,, ,,,, pieces. Whether 

as originator, 
composer, or 
),_ |i musical stage- 

’ manager, M. Ja- 

GOBI is entitled to 
< the highest praise. 

The great merit 
of Babil and Bi~ 
is that, come 
: in when you will 
during any one 
IrWr of the four Acts, 
^here is always 
something worth 
The Lost Eegalia. seeing and music 

nr TT -n t Ml . worth hearing. 

^ Mr. Ha r ry Paulton, the ill-used Comedian, who always wears an 
^ of hopeless suffering, gets more laughter out of his part than he 
does in it ; as we presume the series of lectures on the tableaux 
vivants are his own. His topical song is a good specimen of its class, i 
and has about eight encore verses wmeh much delight his audience. | 




There are no cleverer dancers than Miles. Pertoldi and Palla- 
DiNO. Where do all the showy girls come from that are now to be 
seen at every 

theatre where “ - . . ^ 

there is a musical 
piece, whether / 
burlesque, opera- . 
bouffe, or comic ^ 
opera ? Are bal- 
let - girls bom, 
like poets, and not 
made ? But so 
many of them Native Talent, 

sing, too— at all 

events, like Box^ in Box and Cox, they sometimes “join in a 
chorus,” and are frequently called upon to “give us a chorus,” 

I which they do very well. 

! As a spectacle it is unsurpassed by any previous production at the 
Alhambra. The scenery is quite the best they have ever had. 

Babil and Bijou is just one of those pieces which, were it care- 
fully renovated^ from time to time, fitted up with an occasional new 
Act, fresh music, novel ballets, and with one Act devoted to comic 
scenes full of such business as the Martinettis supply, and of inge- 
nious mechanical pantomimic tricks, might run for years like the 
Bied d Mouton, which began some thirty years or so ago, and is as 
lively as ever. There is nothing of this sort in London ; and the 
Alhambra has got all the appliances and means to hoot. But the 
Management must not forget that however attractive lovely scenery, 
pretty faces, splendid dresses, and first-class dancing and singing 
may be, the public likes to laugh ; and if there is not plenty to 
laugh at, the popularity of any spectacle cannot be longlived. Now, 
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AN OFFER. 

Editor, *^Yoxte Card, Mr. Perks, says ‘Private and Confidential.’ What is it?” 

'Arry (who is to Journalisni''). “Oh, I thought as you might want a ’andy Young Man, as was in with the Nobs, 


TO DO the Fash’nable Gossip and Chit-chat in your Society Paper : so I- 


[Bell — Door-- Exit I 


genuinely clever comic business is always popular, and laughter at 
the Alhambra is 'to be raised by appeal to the eye rather than to 

the ear. Fresh- 
^ ened up from time 

crowds lor years, 
vestment. N.B* — 

efc, / ' \"^% ‘"fc Frid.y 

'' ''\ night, during the 
“ Spring ! Spring I Beautiful ! Spring ! performance of 

the Farvenu at 

the Court Theatre a loud explosion was heard. The Prince of Wales, 
with great presence of mind, stood up in his box, and calmed the 
audience by informing them that what they had heard was only the 
efiect of the piece going ofE uncommonly well. This is the report of 
the explosion that reached our office. 






\\;^ 

“ Spring ! Spring ! Beautiful ! Spring ! 


©i&atlcs lacfiett Battotn. 

Boen, Febeuaey 12 , 1809 . Died, April 19 , 1882 . 

A STUDIOUS porer over Nature’s plan, 

Calm tracker of her steps, keen, watchful, wise ; 
Recorder of the long Descent of Man, 

And a most living witness of his rise : 

Long o’er his life-work may the fight he fought, 
Yet leave him still a leading light of Thought, 


“What ’s in a Name?”-— A fraud in connection with the 
honoured name of Shakspeaee ! Heaven forbid I Can it be a 
descendant of the Divine William, whose name so unfortunately 
appears in the case? “A little more than ‘next of kin’ (frauds) I 
and less than kind ” to some victims. ' 


The Divided Sldrt. 

“ I ’ll wear,” She said, “ and surely it won’t hurt. 
My Lady Harberton’s ‘ divided skirt ; ’ ” 

But He the silly fashion much derided, 

And so the house was like the skirt, divided. 


The most Brilliant Entertainment of the Season.— The 
Electric Light Exhibition at the Crystal Palace, which ought pro 
tem^ to be called the Edison Light House, 


“The best thing for Luncheon,” says Mrs. Ramsbotham, “is a 
polonaise of lobster and a couple of glasses of Hide and Seek cham- 
pagne.” 


Music.— Miss Sophie Mekter has commenced : we Menter hear 
her last Monday, 
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m TSUBIBUS ; OE, TIP TO LAEKS W SKY AND AIB. 

{Still up in the Air, Communicated per Special Aerated Telephone.) 

_ r • ' ^ • / , - - i3ie tke Earth. 

— ■ has no attraction: 

V,' ' V?*-. ' ■ give me Air! 

y' ■■ l^r . ^ ^ I am InncJiing: 

\ W ' \ “ PiCKLEJOHIT isn’t. 

, rgv ^ ' ' Eegret it: but not 

/' ^ ~ ' enongh for two. 

' ^ show. This, he 

s^ys, is not what he 
means. Will I let 

him d^^Ni^dl~ 

I am taking 
five o’clock tea; 

^ '-~r- PiCKLEJOHN isn’t. 

’ ~ Tifote in fly-leaf , — 

^ Sighted Colonel Bun- 

-- itabt ofi coast of 
' ■ ~^r€v— - Eranee, Signalled to 

^ "~T him, but he : either 

Throwing out Ballast. didn’t understand me, 

or cut me dead. Is he jealous of a brother balloonist ? 

PiCKLEJOHN* threatens. Giving this tone np as useless, he cajoles. 
We play Blind Hookey to pass the time away. We can’t play for 
ever, as he has only brought two pounds six and eightpence with 
him, which sum is now mine. ‘‘ Will I let him get out ? ” 

Yes ; on certain terms ; including money down, and immediate 
publication of my book on Ballooning. 

The night is chill. The stars shine out about us. Lightning is 
playing miles beneath us. We are some 90,000 feet above the earth. 
The balloon is becalmed. The gas is escaping. Heavens ! I throw 
out my seventeen bags of ballast one after the other. 

We onl 7 move upward one inch. 

I explain to Picklejohis’ that I didn’t want him to come : that, in 
fact, I must go on alone I 
“ You would not throw me over r ” he shrieks. 

I am holding Picelejoecn over the side of the car. How he got 


there I don’t know, but had it not been for me he would have tried to 
descend by himself, by turning his overcoat into a sort of parachute. 

He repents his rash impulse. He begs to be hauled in again. I 
ask him if he is inclined to come to terms, and sign the power of 
attorney ? 

He hesitates ! At an altitude of 90,000 miles above the earth, he 
hesitates. 

Joy, joy ! My task is done. We are descending. Book, published 
by Pickle JOHK & Co., will be out in a few days. Order a million 
copies. 

A BUNCH OF PRIMBOSES. 

Aphil 19, 1882. 

{First Anniversary of the Death of the Earl of Beaconsficld.) 

‘‘.These to his memory, since he held them dear.” 

Lives there in Britain’s bounds a soul so small 
That on that grave he grudges to let fall 
A spray of the pale firstlings of the year ? 

No flower of tropic growth and gorgeous tint, 

Such as might seem his genius best to fit, 

But blossoms that when Spring’s first sunbeams flit 
With softened star-gleams aU our hedgerows print. 

So be it ; if for aught of English growth 
And simple grace his grandiose fancy found 
Place with such fondness, we will strew the ground 
With these unto his memory, nothing loth. 


Shakspeare for tlie City. 

Macbeth {at a Civic Banquet^ to an ex-Officer of the Corporation) — 

“ Sweet Eemembrancer ! — 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both ! ” 

“Theee ’s a great infldel between Shakspeaee and TENisTYSOif,” 
observed Mrs, Bamsbotham, She meant interval. 

«WHAT ’S THE NEXT ABTIOLE ? ’’—NOTICE.— “ Wet Bob,” in Our 
Bofs Novelist series, stands over till next week, when Bemarhable 
Bomances and Simple Stories will be also continued. This information 
will go far to allay the very natural excitement consequent upon the 
temporary interruption of these works of creative genius. 


1^* TO CORRESPONDENTS. — In no case can Contributions be returned unless accompanied by a Stamped and Directed Envelope, 

Copies should be kept 
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DUMB-CRAMBO JUNIOR AT NEWMARKET. 



Backing the TaTourite. Saving his Stake. 


ANTICIPATIONS OP A WAGNER ! 

[A few Marginal Queries on the Boo'k^'^ hy one who has bought his 
ticket^ and is in for a “ Cycle* 

Shall I be able to sit out the whole of these 351 pages qxiietly, 
without wanting my money back ? 

When I have seen it all, and want to air the fact the next time 
I dine out, shall I be utterly stumped by those beastly Grerman 
names ? 

What on earth are Nihelungs f Have they anything to do with 
the man who plays the bassoon ? 

How will they manage this f Fasolt and Fafner enter I quote 
from the book, ** both of gianfs stature^ Then they sing a duet. 
Will they do this in alto^ on stilts, and in pantomime heads ?— or 
how ? 

Here, tooj is a difficult bit of business for a fellow named Alherich* 
I quote again 

“ With desperate efforts he begins to pursue them ; with fearful 
nimbleness he climbs ridge after ridge^ springs from one to the other ^ 
and tries to seize now this maiden^ now that^ who always escape from 
him with mocking laughter ; he stumbles^ falls into the depths below, 
and then climbs hastily up again, — till at last he loses all patience ; 
breathless, and foaming with rage, he stops, and stretches his clenched 
fist up towards the maidens 

Who ’ll play this part ? Mr. Conquest with a German name ? 
If so, and he has had half-a-dozen singing-lessons to enable him to 
get through the music somehow or other, won’t such a lively gym- 
nastic entrance put him a little out of breath ? 

I wonder what ’s the meaning of 

“ JSeiayaheia ! 

Heiayaheia ! 

Wallalallalala leiayaheia ! ” ? 

I tocy it ’s out of a trio sung under water. Perhaps by a diving- 
man in a helmet when something has gone wrong with the air-pump, 

Fafner seems to have a strong part, and is evidently the tenore 
robusto of the cast. Here ’s a bit of business for him : — 

He raises himself from his bed,— breaks through the thicket, and 
“ rolls himself forward out of the hollow to the higher ground, so that 
he has already reached it with the foremost part of his body, JECe 
now utters^ a loud yawning sound,^^ I wonder whether the audience 
wOl take it up, and utter another ? A little risky that— isn’t it ? 

Ho, apparently not ; for he has some capital points to wake ’em 
up, if they’re at all inclined to drop off, later on. Look at this. 
In the middle of a duet with Siegfried, he opens his faws and 
shows his teeth ! ” and then again, a little further down, after a bar 
or two, threatens with his tailP^ and finally roars, That 
ought to bring down the house, — and will. 

I always thought the finish of the great duet in the Huguenots the 
most dramatic piece of business of its kind on the lyric stage ; but 
what is one to think now x* Look here ; {^Siegfried and Fafner still 
at it). 

He places himself opposite Fafner,^ who lifts himself further for- 
ward on to the high-ground, arid spits at him with his nostrils^'* 
(with a pretty motive that ought to be very effective). “ Siegfried 
springs aside, Fafner swings forward his tail to catch Siegfried, 


who avoids it by leaping over the bach of the W'orm : as the tail 
quickly follows and almost seizes him, Siegfried wounds it with his 
sword, Fafner quickly withdraws his taiV^ (safe laugh), “ 

(another lead for the house), “ and lifts the fore-part of his body, in 
order to throw himself towards the side with his full weight upon 
Siegfried: he thus exposes to him his breast: Siegfried quickly 
discovers the place of his heart (a sort of lyric diagnosis ? Better 
have it chalked first) '"'‘and plunges his sword into it, up to the 
hiltJ^ That settles Fafner, but not the dnet ; for he has still a 
very nice Mt of ensemble, thongh “ with weaker voice,^^ which is 
reasonable, before he finally expires. I certainly look forward to 
this immensely, for though I saw all the pantomimes last Christmas. 
I ’m quite certain there was nothing in anyone of ’em that could 
come anywhere near it. 

Then in the Goiter ddmmerung there ’s a wedding, and, I snppose, 
a breakfast, which probably accounts for Gunter being in the cast. 

I hope, however, I shan’t finish up by quoting to the great com- 

g oser and poet, tne neat speech of his own Mime, translated by 
is own PoHMAN, who says to somebody or other “ very irritably,'*^ 

“ Wildering nonsense 
Now are thy words ! ” 


ONLY ONE BILLINGSGATE. 

One cannot help having a kind of sneaking kindness for what 
Chaeles Dickens called, “That very terrible body tbe Court of 
Common Council.” They do occasionaUy act in such a wonderfully 
droll, old-fashioned sort of way, as if they reaUy believed that 
things were exactly as they were hundreds of years ago. 

Dor instance now, they have managed to preserve with loving 
care an old Charter, granted to them five hundred years ago by 
Edwabd the Thihd, of money-loving memory, doubtless for 
certain weighty considerations, in which charter it is solemnly 
stated there shall be no more Markets within seven miles of the City ! 
This, perhaps, was of no very great importance some five centuries 
ago, when the whole kingdom contained fewer people than the 
Metropolis does now. But the funny part of the matter is, that the 
City Sages actually try to persuade themselves— they certainly will 
not persuade anybody else— that this monstrous enactment should 
be continued, although the population has increased tenfold. 

There is, as most ‘people know, a Market of ill repute in more 
respects than one, called Billingsgate. It is the only wholesale Fish 
Market for the whole Metropolis. The irate Salesman whose letter 
we were unable to insert last week on account of its powerful lan- 
guage, asks, with indignation, “ How long are we to be confined to 
this wretched hole, where such scenes of confusion and muddle are 
enacted as can never be believed unless seen?” The Bailway 
Managers say that their vans are delayed upon an average four 
hours, thereby not only wasting time and money, but thoroughly 
demoralising their men. The approach by water is so bad that all 
the packages of fish have to be carried from the vessels on men’s 
backs ; and, to crown all, the principal carriers of water-borne fish 
state before Parliament that with increased facilities they could 
enormously increase the supply. 

To remedy this frightful muddle, it is proposed to erect a large 
commodious market at Shad well ; and whose is the sole opposition 
the promoters have to encounter ? 

Would it not be utterly incredible if we did not know it to be true, 
that the sole opposition is that of the Corporation with their curious 
old Charter, which ought long ere this to have been placed among 
the other curiosities of their interesting Museum. 

Of course, the House of Commons Committee made short work of 
the Charter business, and passed the Bill as necessary for the proper 
supply of fish to the East of London. 

But now comes the most comical part of the business. Having 
utterly failed to convince the House of Commons that this old 
curiosity in the charter line was of more importance than the supply 
of food to the one and a half million of the East of London, they 
actually, on Wednesday, hy a majority of One, determined to try 
their luck in the House of Lords ! 

What a compliment to the acuteness, and common sense and 
patriotism of their Lordships ! 

However, though the Corporation may be inclined to say, “ Thank 
God, we have a House of Lords 1 ” when they think they can appeal 
to their prejudices, the poor people of the East of London may repeat 
the exclamation, in full confidence, that they may safely leave their 
case to their Lordships’ sympathy and patriotism. 


Those “ Half -Holiday Handbooks ” are very useful, though per- 
haps not sufficiently portable. But why not “Whole-Holiday 
Pocket-Books,” showing where to go, when to go, and how to go it ? 
If Mr. Fishbe Unwin doesn’t look sharp, we shall have this series 
ont ourselves about Whitsuntide. 


VOL, T.XTTTT . 
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A MODERN PASTEUR-AL. 

I HAVE found out tile germs in tlie air, 

I have learned where the hadlli breed ; 

The parasite- world, I 've laid bare 
A detestable Idngdom, indeed. 

Vitality’s lowest abyss, 

I have plumbed in pursuit of my “germs,” 

Whose unpleasantness mortals may miss, 
In the darkness of technical terms. 

I have watched all the things that ferment, 
I have sat at decay’s vampire feast, 

I can scarcely convey the extent 
Of my knowledge of “mould,” and of yeast. 

To suffering man I impart 
Information of comfort and cheer ; 

I can help devotees of high art, 

And the makers of wine or small beer. 

I know every parasite pest, 

I can draw it in section and plan ; 

And explain if the nuisance infest 
The bodies or vineyards of man, 

I could show you most hideous things, 

But that is not Science’s scope ; 

She doesn’t shriek horrors, but sings 
The practical poems of hope. 

Her object is lengthening life, 

And giving humanity ease ; 

Her pryings and porings mean strife 
With the powers of death and disease. 

Those powers that lurk in the darir, 

That skulk in the realms beyond sight. 

It is Science’s business to mark 
It is Science’s pleasure to fight. 

Vast vistas expand to her view. 

Bat she may not dally with dreams ; 

She must trace out the tracks of the true 
All heedless of phantasy’s gleams. 

Believing ’tis Knowledge’s light 
That raiseth the man from the clod, 

And that they are preparing for flight 
Who first are contented to plod. 


AMONG MY NEWSPAPERS.^^ 

{A Sequel to “ Among My Books. 

“ Abe we still as far off from Freedom as 
ever ? Are we for all ages to be trodden 
down by the oppressor’s hoof P Are we, 
the descendants of men who were kings 
when the G-tjeiphs were unknotvn and the 
Hapsbtjbgs unborn, to clank the chains of 
slavery for aU eternity ? It seems so. ^At 
the present moment there are languishing 
American patriots in the foul dungeons and 
the noisome cells of Kilmainham. Why ? 
Because Our Minister, the man Lowell, to 
that benighted and rotten country called 
England, is pampered by an effete aristo- 
cracy on the slopes of St. James’s Castle, 
and is fed, by a decaying monarchy off 
golden plate in the Bound Towers of Buck- 
ingham Palace. His recall is demanded at 
once.”— TAa Ohio Shamrock. 

“Has the inconceivable idiot, whom the 
incomprehensible folly of what we once 
thought a free and enlightened Eepublic 
has thought fit to send as Ambassador to a 
country which is the laughing stock of 
Prance, the contempt of Spain, the sneer 
of Italy, and the object of derision and 
scorn on the part of grand Old Ireland, 
no system of articulate speech? Per weeks 
we Imve fulminated in these columns against 
the brutal detention— ag^st their will, 
mark you— of those American gentlemen, 
O’Blathee, O’Esdoesedb, and O’Bullet, 
in an English gaol. Of these remarks no 
notice has been taken. Well, well, other 
men have acted as haughtily, and have 



SHOCKING ! 

Mrs. B. {lately Utten). “Pond o’ Brio-a-Brao ? Ao— h ! Aw— e’lt. Brown says I ’m 

BECOMING QUITE AN AeTHEIST ! ! ” 

BhiUstine Visitor {under his hreath). * ‘ Ger-acious Heavens ! ” 

despised the freedom of the subject as much as Mr, Lowell. How did th^ end? Ask 
Julius C-esab 1 Ask Chables the Fiest ! Ask Henet the Foubth ! If these men 
were alive, they could return answers which might deter even Mr, Lowell from his 
fawning feeding of the British Lion on sweetmeats, when he should be beating it over 
the head .” — The Kentucky Irishman. 

“ Lowell is a man, if we can call such a thing a man, of such despicable and bestial 
ignorance, that he is probably unaware that the united States possess both an army and 
a navy. And despite Lowell’s blarney, if the American Suspects are not immediately 
released, the thunder of our navy’s guns will be heard from Butlandshire to Salisbury 
Plain, and our army will be intrenched around Dover and Liverpool. We ’ll out the Lion’s 
claws .”— Kew Jersey Karp of Tara. 

“So, Old Lowell, who says he wrote the Biglow Papers.^ when everyone knows they 
were written by a young^d gifted Irishman, named Mubpht, whom Lowell never paid, 
has been to Windsor. Windsor is where the English make soap. Lowell will want a lot. 
His hands are dirty enough in all conscience over this Suspect affair,”— jPAc New York 
Irish Wit. 



208 PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CBLAEIVARI. [Mat 6, 1882. 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

3XTBi.CTED 7E.OM: 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Monday Mighty April 24. — ^Air fall of rumours of new Bwonets. 
In fact, as Sir Chaeles Foestee says, instead of caUing this tiie 
Budget night, it ’s the Barry’nite. According to rumour, almost 
eyeryone has got a lift. Look naturally for the name ot Jo:^ 
Pendee. If Baronetcies are to he giyen for public seryices, s^ely 
the man who has put half-a-dozen girdles round the earth should 
be hailed “ Sir But don’t find Mm in this list. Perhaps 

there ’s a second edition reserved for men "who have done substantial 

There are Members who respectfully adless me as “ Sir Tobt.” 
That also premature. Since I heard of these things coming on, 
^ . called to mind Petee’s procedure when 

Si Ministry was formed. Shut him- 

mLtJ self up. Remained at home in the expecta- 
being sent for. No use me going 
ijQfc home, since here the fount of ^ honour 
sitting on the Treasury Bench, haying just 
made his Budget Speech. Casually walked 
once or twice between the Treasury Bench 
^ * and the Table, so as to giye him the oppor- 
Ine Hudget. tunity of mentioning any little matter he 

had in his mind. Only nodded, with a “How do, Toby?’’ Am 
glad of it. These titles are empty things. As the poet says, “A 
breath may blow them, so a breath be blowed.” Gladstone and 
myself will remain plain “ Mr.” 

JBut there ’s J oseph Onus. Seems no doubt that henceforward we 
shall have to be more respectful to bim. Sir Joseph Oillis Bioqae, 
Bart., of Porkchops House, in the County of Cayan, isn’t to be triJded 
with. This, it is said, is to be the last attempt to solve the Lush 
CLuestion. 

“ Let ’s have Joseph Griiiis on our side,” Betght said at the last 
Cabinet Council, “and all will be well.” JoeyB. is reported to 
have been rather coy at first. Said he thought Mr. Healy would 
cut him— Mr, Hbaey, whose proud reflection is that he doesn’t 
know what a Prince is like, wouldn’t recognise it if he saw it. 
Pointed out to J oseph that there is a difference between a Royal 
Prince, and what J. B. calls “ a Barn’t.” This was, however, only 
his slyness. Fact is he jumped at offer. Expect there ’ll be a deal 
of trouble with him. Says he ’s going to sit above the Gangway 
now. He ’s not proud, he protests. But something is due to his 
rank. Has given notice to ^tbtoe O’Connoe that he must get 
some one else to give him a lift home in a cab when the House sits 
late. Or Sir Joseph says, if there is no other Member going that 
way, they will have a four-wheeler, and O’Connoe shall ride on 
the box. ^ 1 

AH this very dreadful. Afraid our Joseph Gulis is for ever 
lost to us. Will take an opportunity, on going into Committee of 1 
Supply, of saying a few words on the enervating influence of Royal 
favour. 

Business Joseph Gilus made Bam’t. Budget brought in. ! 

Tuesday^— The Conservative party and the country had better keep 
their eye on Stanley Leighton. There is in him 
the making of a great orator. At present a little 4K 

clerical in method of delivery. Sir Chaeles Foestee 
tells me he was originally designed for the Church, 
but altered his mind. The Church lost a very good 
curate. To the charms of oratorical manners familiar 
m country churches, Stanley has added a “haw- 
haw” manner, popularly supposed to be connected New Member, 
with the Mess Room, 

Combination of Curate and Guardsman highly effective. Brought 
on to-night Resolution about Lunat^ in Private Asylums, WaW 
;^em kept by State. Been reading Valentine Vox. also Lewis 
WiNGEiELi). Ingenuous imagination excited. Believes Mr, Glad- 
poNE keeps in private mad-houses as many persons as he can get 
hold of who not vote for him. This tyranny not to be endurk. 

Away with Private Mad-Houses I ; 

“ Let none be for private parties, 

But all be for tbe State,” 

as ^CATHAY somewhere Lays it down, 

Curious aceess^ of interest in lunatics displayed by gentlemen 
opposed to marriage with the Deceased Wife’s Sister BiR, TNever 
could understand how a Deceased Wife could have a Sister Bill. 
L^ot It 5 one of those OTors constantly made in the printing de- 
p^ent Sho^ leaA, Ma^»e vrith Deceased Wfie’s Brother 
Bill. ] Besolutom favour of Bill down on Orders, If the talk on 

lunaties can he kept ap tiB half-past_ twelve, the MoMon, being 
opposed, can t come on. So Members being averse to the matrime- 
nial prospects of the bereaved Brother Bill, distdaved an extraordi- 
nary acquaintance with the subject of lunaey. ^k^Co^^r^ 

at length. Q-uite surprised at the impatience on the other side. 
Those who would see Brother Bill’s bereavement cheered by a 
happy union, sit and growl. 

Beeeseoed Hope really (g[uite informing on \ ^ 

the subject. Sort of Enquire Within on Every- \ Ijjd 

thing Relating to Lunatics. All nonsense about \ 

cruelty in private asylums, he says; can’t be jyjKH 

done. “Mr. Speakee,” he said, putting the 

Angers of his right hand into the palm of his BT 

left, “ with your permissiou I will describe ^ ^ 

precisely how a man or a woman is conflued.” V 

Roars of laughter. Can’t see the joke myself. The Representation 
hut suppose It ’s somewhere about. Best to laugh, of Gloucester, 
or might he thought stupid. (Quite the Cheese.) 

Debate on lunatics kept up with great vigour till half -past twelve, 
then suddenly dropped. Brother BiU bowled out, and] his marriage 
indefinitely postponed. 

Business Budget Resolution agreed to. 

Wednesday Afternoon. — ^Wonderfully clever speech from Glad- 
stone, None of your ordinary kind, where a man tries to let you 
know what ’s in his mind. Anyone can do that with more or less 
success. Great point about Weg’s speech was that being on his 
feet thirty-five minutes talking with full flow of language, in 
crowded House intently listening, he sat down leaving matters 
about where he found them. Beautifully involved sentences. 
Whole passages barricaded with conditions, and honeycombed with 
subjunctives, 

“ Letting I will not wait upon I won’t, 

Like the cat in the china-shop,” — 

as Shakspeaee somewhere hath it. Interesting to watch the 
countenances of Members intently listening. Any one who has 
seen a gentleman on the sunny shores of 
the Riveria engaged in the occupation of 

B catching* mosquitos, may gather a general 

impression. Now they had his meaning. 
Now they hadn’t. Here it was, and there 
certainly is. Just as you can hear the 
VjA whizz of the mosquito, which makes more 

^ aggravating the quest, they could catch 

H glimpses of Weg’s meaning. Could hear 

ArrPftrc its whizz, as it were, all through the half- 

Xient Arrears. 

quite. And he looked so innocent, too— so anxious that he should be 
comprehended, and that not a shade of his meaning should be lost ! 
This completed the joy of the afternoon, and made Gboeqie Hamilton 
more than usually wild. 

Business done.—l^ew Land Bill brought in by Land League. 
Guaranteed to settle Ireland for at least seven weeks. 

Thursday Night. — Most people away at Windsor marrying and 
eivmg in marriage. Mr. Chakles XjEWIS and Mr. Philip Callan 
divided between them the earlier hours of the sitting. ^ 

Intelligent foreigner in the gallery begins to have a Annt 
high opinion of the British Parliament. Someone has 
been saying something about Mr. Callan in the news- \ 

papers. His sensitive mind naturally hurt. So he | ^ 

comes down and tells Dr. Cameeon (whom he J 

“reasonably suspects” of being the aumor of the , 

paragraph) that he is in the pay of the Government, p 
and in consideration of getting for his paper a few ^ ' 

advertisements per annum, does as he is bidden. Dr. Cameeon talks 
about Mr. Callan’s “ fragile honour.” Mr. Healy shocked at this 
rude speech. Dr. Cameeon withdraws, firing a parting shot about 
appealing from “Philip drunk to Philip sober.” A Mt,^ a palpable 
hit. ^ Only these pot-house brawls don’t raise the House in the esti- 
mation of the intelligent foreigner in the gallery. 

Business Corrupt Practices Bill read a Second Time. 

Saturday Morning^ One o* D/oc/c.— Just about to begin business, 
after having spent nine hours in preliminary conversation. Mr. 
Chaplin arrived ten minutes ago, nearly out of breath. Muster ot 
the clans to the left of the Speakee. Mr. Wahton waked himself 
up with a prodigious pinch of snuff. Mr. Alderman Fowlee wakes 
everybody else by observing “Hear I hear!” Sir Joseph Gillis 
brightens up in the prospect of a scrimmage. Haktington glancing 
under the rim of his well-poised hat, gloomily surveys the scene. 
Knows what’s coming. Had it all over half a dozen times before. 
Government want Morning Sitting on Tuesday, Chaplin and Sir 

J OSEPH say “ No.” Home to bed. Tired of it. 

Academy Banoxtet, on Saturday, a great succcas. BriJIia^elec- 
trie light speeches from the President. ,The Prince of 
returned thanks in his model brief-and-aH-to-the-point The 

After-Dinner Oratory was incensed with tobacco. Lord wHANTOLb 
i^orous, and 3dr. Lowell said he felt “ posthumous.” Flore&t 
Baion ! 
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O DETTE! OR VERY MUCH BORROWED! 

PiRST, Odette is not an Irish piece, thongh The O’ Belt wonld 
certainly sound snggestiye of No Eent. Mr. BAifcnOFT need not 
have troubled himseJi* to go to M. Saedotj for this play, since he 
could haye got a far better one turned out for him by any English 
Dramatist who might not be aboye acting on M. Sakdou’s sartorian 
motto of “ Grents’ own materials carefully made up.” Eor Odette 
recalls to the playgoer’s mind Fiammina (anglicised long ago by 
PALGEAyn Siirpsoif as Broken Tiee) Fernando^ Le Feu au Couvent, 
La Clij Les Grands Enfants^ and one or two others. Such a mixture 
doesn’t say much for M. Sard on’s originality, but a great deal for 
his ingenuity. Perhaps, too, if the great man has condescended to 
study English, he may some years ago haye read Mr. A’Beckett’s 
Magazine Story, of which a successful dramatic yersion has been 
recently produced at the Eoyalty. 

The spark of interest awakened in the First Act fizzles out before 
the third is oyer ; in the fourth, a galyanic shock would be re(iuired 
to arouse the audience, and as there is nothing in the dialogue, 
eyen when given intelligibly by two of the principals, and nothing 
m the situations or in the acting to electrify anybody, the audience 
is not shocked— though it stood a good chance of being so occasion- 
ally,-— by the dramatist’s spasmodic attempts to enlist their sympa- 
thies for the wrong person. 

ACT I.— Opening ; French servants playing cards, and talking un- 
intelligibly. English servant trying to get a laugh by yawning and 
failing. Mdme. Moejeska as Odette^ or Lad^ Henry Tre'oerne^ asks 
a few friends in to tea— “ she always came home to tea ” — “ after 
the Opera is oyer.” Uninteresting conversation relieved by her 
reading a message from her husband, and the friends are dismissed. 
She stealthily unlatches a side-door, and exit to bed. Her 
husband unexpectedly returns with his brother. Lord Arthur, 
and brings back one of the tea-party, FhiUp Eden^ whom he had 
met on the door-step. Suddenly Lord Henry hears a step in the 

E assage outside the unlocked door, whereat all three men start and 
ecome apparently panic-stricken. 

“ The door is unlocked I ” exclaims the horrified Lord Henry 
Banceoft ; “that door, too, which I had always told ’em most par- 
ticularly to keep fastened.” 

I Why had he given these orders ? “ Is it the jam-cupboard? ” the 
audience ask themselves, and has his little daughter Eva (alluded to 
previously as being ^ unwell) been getting at the sweets ? Why 
doesn’t the stupid idiot open the door and see who it is ? No one 
suggests this very natural expedient. No, the three nervous men are 
too paralysed with feaj to suggest anything ; they have lost their 
heads; and the situation, which one touch of intelligent stage- 
management might have made reasonable, is simply ridiculous. 

Enter, through the jam-cupboard, Frince Trouhitzkoy, a Russian 
Slyboots, who is Odettds lover. This very risky part was cautiously 
played by Mr. Smedlet. His sneaking in, and his sneaking out after 
being caught by Lord Henry, were two of the best bits in the piece ; 
for it is a piece in “ bits,” and the good bits are badly put together. 

Odetteh faithlessness having been proved, Lord Henry has his 
child conveyed to Lord Arthur's room, and then, with a playful 
reminiscence of his boyhood’s happier years, about Christmas time, 
he hides behind his wide’s^ door, receding as she opens it (like the 
immortal Jfr. Pickwick in the garden of the boarding-school), 
but not lying down so as to trip her up on the threshold— (a cul- 
pable omission on his part— and yet they call this piece carefully 
rehearsed !)— and then, as she stretches^ out her [.hand to welcome 
TrouUtzkoy (who has long ago p.i ^ 

disappeared into the recesses m/i '\ 

of the mysterious jam-cup- Ij ' ' 

board— but without the usual j ) J 

business of smashing the crock- 

sem4 her, she turns i 

towards him, he turns I r 

on^her, scream, wlwop j ' 

along and wWi- ^ 
some in wMc^ ^ 

wife,” says ^ Lord ^ ^ 

Henry, •finishiTig a bdehe et Kelaehe. 

dull but highly conscientious tirade against divorce ; “ but out you 

go. Allez ! ” 

To which Odette's reply— there is a ^eat deal of French spokem 
in the piece — ^would naturally be, Allez-vous promenerl I don’t-'^ 
budge a step. Consult a solicitor I ” And Lord Henry would, have 
had to telegraph ofE to his solicitor in London— fetoniug him out. 


of his bed at about 2 a.m. to wire back six-and-eightpenn^orth of 
opinion to Paris. However, this course is not adopted. He won’t 
allow her to see her child— and so Eva becomes to Odette “ the girl 
I left behind me”— and exit Lady Henry after shrieking out, 
“ Ldche ! ” at her husband, which unparliamentary expression quite 
shuts up the unhappy Henry, and Mr. Baxceoet collapses, in 
a heap, like a fantoccini doll with its strings broken. End of Act, 
Considerable applause from the Grallery consequent upon Mdme. 
Modjeska having been understood to say, “Lush ! ” which, whether 
considered from a temperance or intemperance point of view, was 
advice that exactly coincided with the intentions^ of the majority at 
that moment, — at least such was the explanation of the plaudits 
given by an eminent scholar to whose authority we bow. 

ACT II.— Nothing particular. Mrs. Banceofi little and good. 

ACT III.— Gambling Saloon. {Fernande and 
^ La Cle,'\ Reminds us of Act II., Artful Cards, 
only without Mr. Toole and the trombone. 
Mr. PxN'EEO’s imitation of Mr. Edward Teeet 
recognisable, hut not humorous; he has a 
row with his wife, and insists on joming the 
^ “madding crowd” at baccarat in 

' ' hack-arat-room. The hit of 

^ ' ' ' ' piece is in this Act, and it 

Narcisse, Clever, hut exagge- 
^ , rated. He looked, on the first 

" • i?' 1 ' flight, as if he had mistaken the 
^r' ’ \ "/A piece for a Burlesque, and had 

c' 1 made up accordingly. The mis- 

f take was pardonable; and a dance 

between him and Mr. Aethtte 
Offered and Taken; or, Narcisse and Cecil, with a good exit, would 
^hnny in the Demon Gambolling i^ave brought the house down. It 

is not too late to introduce it now. 
Philip Eden, very well played by Mr. Conway, wants to talk alone 
with Odette, so all the company retire behind folding-doors, and at 
intervals make such curious noises that the audience begin to 
imagine they are playing some childish game of The Zoological 
Gardens in the back: drawing-room, and that one of the party, 
perhaps Mr. 

^ I ^ ^ ^ ^ 

throwing' in some 

admirable imita- gongs Illustrated—*' Of what is the Old Man think- 
tions 01 tne late n-nA “Tf.*. ftiVl ah^ Inff. hfi-hinrl ■RTor >> 


Mr. Buckstone’s 


‘ The Girl she left behind Her.’ 


delivery, with an occasional sly touch of Mr. Irving’s action : this, 
coupled with the curiosity of the audience to know what Mdme. Mod- 
JESKA was talking about, considerably helped the concluding portion 
of what, after all said and done, must he pronounced a wearisome Act. 

ACT IV. ---Odette meets the girl she left behind her, who plays 
to her a cheerful composition on the organ, of which her father is, 
she says, very fond, a fact that speaks highly for his taste, as the 
air, being hopelessly dull, must, of course, he strictly classical ; 
then comes another long scene, in which Mr. Bancroft has a very 
fine thinking part, when he is probably considering whether he 
wouldn’t have been a happier man if he had never heard of such 
a person as Sabdott, if he had cancelled Mdme. Modjes^a’s engage- 
ment, and gone on for the Season with Mrs. Langtry, who had 
gone on improving, and was at aR events intelligible in Robertsordan 
Comedy, until The Overland Eoute could be produced. 


The Budget.— The proposition for raising the taxes on carriages 
shows that the Premier is acting for the wheelfare of the country. 
"Won’t every four- wheeler be a growler now ! No one wonld have 
been surprised at the idea had it been put forward by the Ex-Chan- 
cellor Bicycling Bob, But that it should have come from W. E. G., 
the People’s Wheelum ! Oh I Yours, truly, Y, Harootjrt. 


Maee Bass a Beeronet by all means; and make one of the 
Ajqlsopps a Ehight of Malta, 
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THE DANCING MAN OF THE PERIOD. 

“ A—souky I oak’t give yott a Dance just yet, Miss Fitzjones. Miqmt perhaps manage One foe you later on ; that is 

IP YOU MAY Stop Lom enough, you know ! ” 


SLIPPEEY ! 

Sm-th {loquitur), S-t-E-a-d-y I 
If onlpj now, I can but pace this pole ! 

How it will leave those lellows “ in the hole I ” 

They've had their try already. 

And look at 'em ! G. looks a regular bTeddy. 

Aha ! And did the tumble you hurt, William Ewart ? 
And what d'ye think now of the Irish Stuart— 

Charles Stuart, namely ?— 

As for poor Eorstee, well, he toppled tamely, 

Plop, like a sack-sewn slave into the Bosphorus. 

How savage they do look ! Brimstone and phosphorus 
Make a poor dame compared with William’s eyes, 

In anger and surprise 

At his prodigious failure. He made so sure. 

ISTot yet, my haughty champion of the Closure I 
You ’re not a Nimrod, quite, as a (Pig) hunter, 

And haven’t got the grunter. 

I—phew I By Jack Sprat’s Wife, the pole is greasy, 
And I perceive my task will not be easy, 

I feel like Clown upon a butter slide, 

Feet close, hands wide, 

Knees knockmg, hams with tendency to squatting, 

And all my limbs inclined to inter-knotting. 

I am a steady goer, but no Blonhin, 

And a cold plunge this pond in 
Will not improve my prospects. Ugly falls bury 
A balancer’s repute meath more than water. 

Oh yes, I hear you, my stentorian Salisbury, 

Keep your jaw-tackle tauter. 

It ’s very well for you to cry out, “ Go it I " 

But 'tis a ticklish task, and you should know it. 

It doesn’t want a wild cross-country scamper 
To reach that hamper. 

Dizzy now might have done it ; he 'd have footed 
The scimetar-edge bridge of great Mahomet, 


But such uncertain pathways are not suited 
To you or me, far from it. 

Here goes, however ! And if we should get him, 
That porker, by Sfc, Patrick, how we ’ll pet him, 

Until— we have the spit and stuiBug ready ! 

! ! ! 


WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 

{Vide the "BuhHw Thoroughfares,) 

Marlborough Street.— Forty young ladies were to-day charge^ at 
this court with obstructing the traffic in Bond Street, and with 
repeated attempted robberies. The Archbishop of Canterbury 
deposed that as he was walking down Maddox Street, he felt a tug at 
his chain, and, on looking, discovered that his watch was gone. He 
immediately seized the prisoner, a rescue of whom was attempted by 
her companions now in the dock, Mr. John Hollinqshead said, 
that at the present moment he was producing a piece at the Gaiety 
Theatre entitled The Forty Thieves, and taking a leaf out of his 
friend, Mr. Wyndham’s book, had determined to advertise it in the 
latest fashion. The prisoners were remanded. 

Clerkenwell.— Messrs A. and S, GATTLwere charged here to-day 
with an attempt to blow up the House of Correction. The prisopers 
said in their defence, that they were now playing a piece entitled 
Taken From lAfe, at the Adelphi Theatre, in whi<m the great sensa- 
tion was the blowing up of the Clerkenwell Prison, Their conduct 
was merely for the purposes of advertisement. They were remanded. 

Bow Street,— Messrs. Hare and Kendal, who refused to give 
their Christian names or initials, were charged with stealing a book 
off a stall in Holywell Street. The prisoners, in answer to the charge, 
hajffied the Magistrate a document signed Hare and Kendal^” in 
which they called his attention to the controversy which had existed 
in the theatrical papers over the Pinerosation of Far from the 
Madding Crowd, Inasmuch as public interest in The Squire was 
Bagging, they had thought that a little genuine advertisement might 
possibly revive it. The prisoners were remanded. 













Mat 6, 1882.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIYAEI. 



WO IMP i> f 


HINTS TO IRISHMEN. 

( By PMl Hibernus f) 

^ ^ To THE Ieise Pea- 

X ^ SANTS.—That you are 
the finest peasantry in 
J'. the world, I need not 
repeat. You know it. 
Touare virtuous; you 
x!Vno are brave and chival- 
rous. But you can- 
not be too careful in 
concealing every trace i 
of these two latter I 
qualities. To ham- ! 
string a cow is a cheap, 
effectual, and compa- 
ratively safe way of 
showing yonr hatred 
of the Saxon ; and, 
after all, as the muti- 
lated animal must be 
killed and eaten, you 
at once lower the price 
of beef in your own 
neighbourhood, and 
lessen the ruinous ex- 
portation of Irish 
cattle to England. 

In landlord-shoot- 
ing the chief point is 
the selection of a pro- 
per victim. If you 
know of a very hard 
landlord, who is also a 
good shot, and a man 
not likely to run away 
if you miss him, 1 
would advise you to 

leave him alone. The enterprise is not worth the risk, especially as 
you can find so many of a different character. Choose, possible, 
an old man, of good property, who has always been a fair landlord, 
but who has lately been compelled to evict a tenant. But above all 
things be careful to confine your wild justice of revenge to Ireland. 
As long as you do so, the English people will not, seemingly, take much 
I notice of your acts ; but if you were to carry out any of your threats 
of blowing up English gaols or other buildings, I fear it would cause 
measures to be adopted which you would find very inconvenient. 

In electing your representatives to the alien Parliament, be careful 
to exclude for the future anyone who is likely to show in the House 
[ the ordinary courtesies and decencies of civilised life. If you could 
' find sixty Members like the amiable gentleman who lately suggested 
i that the Premier’s son should have the reversion of Mahwood’s office, 


I verily believe you would soon get the English Parliament all to 
yourselves. And so * ‘ Hod save Ireland ! ’ ’—but from whom and from 
what, my space does not allow me to state. 

THE EEVOLT OE BACCHUS. 

A teagedt oe to-day. 

Chancellor of the JExchemer {cheerily^ hut with deeply •‘dismmbled 
douht). What, Bacchus, off your barrel, which so long 
You ’ve straddled ? Hope, dear boy, there ’s nothing wrong ! 
Bacchus. No ; but I think I ’ll try a change of attitude, 

Chancellor of the Exchequer [seriously alarmed). Ahem ! You have 
so fully earned my gratitude, 

That I ’m solicitous about your— health. 

You ’re so conducive to our national 

Bacchus [drily). ^ Wealth ? 

Chancellor of the Exchequer [persuasively). Nay, I was going to say 
our j oy and j ollity , 

Bacchus. My barrel seems the basis of your polity. 

Chancellor of the Exchequer [deprecatingly). 'Wkj. hardly that, 
but-well, I hope we may 
Expect your— usual support ? 

Bacchus [indifferently). Can’t say. 

Chancellor of the Exchequer [agitatedly). Bacchus, what shall we 
do if you donH back us ? 

Shape empty Budgets— and Johh Bull will sack us. 

Come, have a glass, to show that there ’s no malice ' 

Bacchus [coolly). Thanks, no. I think I ’ll try the Coffee Palace ! 
[_Leaves his barrel^ chuchs away his vine-wreatli^ and strolls into \ 
C. P., leaving the Chancellor of the Exchequer tearing his 
hair without. 

Tss Superior Critics on the First Act of Mr. Gladstone's New 
and very Original Irish Drama. — “This Aetwantsa considerable 
amount of alteration before the Curtain can fall on a satisfactory 
dinoument. The piece is evidently intended to he in three Acts. 
The directions for the management of crowds show the Author to he 
imperfectly acquainted with practical Stage-business.” 

Mr. G. to his Superior Critics. — ‘‘ Admit the Act does not come 
out as well as I had imagined. I think there are some good effects. 
The ‘ Supers ’ rather spoil it. I shall alter the cast : and to begin 
with, substitute Spencee for Cowpee. A chorus of prisoners is 
effective in Fidelio, but I am beginning to have my doubts as to 
whether the prisoners are any use to me at all. I may work them 
into a little farcical , piece in one Act, adapted from the French, 
entitled The Cloture^ with which, however, 1 have not made much 
progress.” 

“ She Stoops to Cohouee.”— Mrs. Lajstgtet at the Standard 
Theatre, E.C. 

A Statue ©p Hlajdstohb !— 0 Joy I 
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GEE UP, ‘‘G. a.r^ 

We receive tlie following 
tele^am from the Grosve- 
nor Eestanrant at the mo- 
ment of going to press 

“ Sir CouTTS-LrNBSAT, 
mindM of the proverbial 
pleasure of variety, con- 
sults all tastes at the Gros- 
venor. Here Mr. Buene 
Jones has his fling to the 
extent of nine pictures, Mr. 
Whistlee is represented 
i by seven, Sir Fkedeeick 
I Leighton by one, Mr. 
Millais by two, and Mr. 
Waltee Ceane by nine. 
Mr. Alma Tadema has 
four, Mr. Richaed Dotle 
two, Mr. Yal Peinsep 
three, Mr. Holman Hunt 
one, Mr. Pellegeini three, 
Mr. Hebkomee four, Mr. 
Henht Mooee three, and 
Mr. Halswelle one. 
There are three hundred 
and thirty-four works be- 
sides these. If you go 
steadily through them all, 
which I have not, it will 
give you a capital appetite 
for luneheon at the Grosve- 
nor Restaurant. I am 
now going steadily through 
luncheon, instead of the 
pictures. If I went steadily 
through the pictures, per- 
haps Sir CouTTS would give 
me in charge of the police, 
and the artists might ob- 
ject. Pictures can wait. 
Luncheon can’t. 

Mahlstich.” 


Bots’ Novelist 
Seeies. — “ Wet Bob ” is 
unavoidably postponed for 
another week, owing to 
our Boy Novelist not yet 
having returned from his 
holidays. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 82. 



SCOTCH WUT. 

Who says the Scotch 
have no sense of humour ? 
No Humour ! Why, it 
bubbles up in most unex- 
pected and most unusual 
places. 

Matters that in dull, 
phlegmatic England would 
pass without anything ap- 
proaching a smile, are in 
Edinburgh the source of 
hearty genial laughter. 

Take, for instance, the 
following extract from the 
Times : — 

** Edinburgh. — The degree 
of M.D. was conferred on Tho- 
mas Nicholas German Te 
Water, of the Cape of Good 
Hope.»» 

With the exception of 
Dr. Te Watee’s somewhat 
hydropathic name, there is 
nothing unusual there; hut 
mark what follows, and 
then think whether the 
Scotch Professors were not 
poking their fun at their 
Good Hopeful Brother 

“The subject of his thesis 
was Apocynin a Cardiac Poison 
in. Radix Apocyni CanndbmP 

Should Dr, Gehman Te 
Water publish his Thesis, 
it might afford ^ cheerful 
reading for a bilious dys- 
peptic, or a presentation 
copy might be sent to the 
Prime Minister, to enable 
him to wile away an idle 


HERE WAGNER, 

The Bi-Ovole-ist of Hee Majesty's and Dbuey Lane. 


No one can tell a tale 
better than my cousin, the 
Major,” remarked Mrs. 
Ramsbotham. “He is said 
to he one of the cleverest 
ramoneurs you can meet at 
the dinner-table.” 


SIMPLE STOEIES POE LITTLE GENTLEFOLK. 

“ Be always Mud to animals wherever you may be ! ^Elderly Lady, 

No. YI.-SAMMY AND THE ST. BERNARD. 

Sammy was staying with his parents at the Hospice of the Great 
St, Bernard. There was more snow about than usual, and he heard 

1 ^ ing, and takin/ his father’s 

Wdy-fiask with him- 
Iffs worthy progenitor was 

/// ^ 

^ \ TTWiH Mft. had great diffLCulty in 

^ snow-diift. 

^ However, he persevered. 

. . , He remembered the pic- 

toe in the nursery at home, of a St. Bernard dog bringing home a 
boy just about ms size. “One good turn deserves another,” said 
and he trudged sturdily onward. 

Hm perseverance was presently rewarded. He saw the footmarks 
^o&vspd he followed tne track. At last they disappeared 
altogetor, he was at fault. Quite haphazard, he struck his 
Alpenstock into a freshly-fallen heap of snowt It went down like a 


spear, and from the noise that followed, it had evidently penetrated 
a sensitive body. To go down on his hands and knees and scratch 
away at the snow as if he were mad, was the work of a moment. 
After scratching in this manner for half an hour, he was rewarded 
by coming upon the body of Barry, one of the finest ,dogs in the 
Monastery, apparently dead. 

He put his nand on the dog’s heart and found it still pulsating 
slowly. Putting his pocket-knife between the jaws, he opened the 
dog’s mouth as he would au oyster. In a second he had emptied the 
contents of the paternal flask down his patient’s throat. The dog was 
saved, hut he could not walk. He got up, he fell down, he roUed over 
and over in the snow. At last the courageous Sammy, seeing Barry 
: was dropping off into a fatal sleep, put his two fore-paws over his 
shoulders, and literally dragged the gigantic beast all the way to the 
Hospice. At the door he lell down exhausted, and Barry, who by 
this time had somewhat recovered, when the Monks came out, 
wagged his tail, looked benevolent, and pretended he had rescued 
the boy, 

We have no space left for Boccaccio at the Comedy Theatre this 
week. It is a bright spectacle, with two or tiiree good musical bits 
and one funny situation. The orchestra is too loud throughout, and 
the music lacks the charm of novelty. The first Act is Elorenoe 
during the fete of 8t. John.” Eloeencte St. John looks as if the 
gece ought to have been at the Avenue Theatre with Mons. 

Riots IN SK:TE.-;-The Skyesmen appear to be very irate. Tan- 
tcene ammis eoeUstibus irce f 
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Trumpets flourisMng : better at a distance. The 
Heralds, each of them looking* like the Knave of Hearts, 
only with 'trousers on— a concession to modern fashion 
most damaging to their picturesque appearance— take 
their places. How can I tell which is ^ ^Garter,” if he 
wears continuations ? Two or three puzzling uniforms, 
suggesting the idea that at the last moment stage- 
manager Poxsonby-Faite had found a few dresses over, 
and two or three sujjers doing nothing, and had said, 
“ Here, you wear this, and you wear this. I don’t 
know what they are— no more do you — but never mind, 
it ’ll do to dll up.” More braying of trumpets. ( Query, 
Are they braying or flourishing ? Why should “ bray ” 
be appKed to donkeys and trumpets? Give it up: 
shan’t puzzle my brayins about it. Which is the Brave 
Chapel? Because that’s where the Trumpeters ought 
to be. Or if not, they ought to keep close to the Knaves 
of Hearts in trousers ; Knave to lead, trump to follow.) 
First arrivals. Eoyalties. Much bowing and curtseying. 
Door in the chapel-screen being open, we obtain a 
glimpse of the interior, which looks like the Eoyal group : 
at Madame Tussaub’s, only waiting for other distin- | 
guished personages to be added to the collection. 

Trumpets again. More Royalty. How well the Princess 
of Wales looks ! And the children ! The Bridegroom 
walks with the Prince of Wales and a walking-stick. 
Should have thought one of the Sticks in Waiting — 
Silver Stick, for example— might have assisted him. 

“ Cheers without ! ” The Gtjeen, with a diamond crown 
j on (Hooray for the Crown 1), gracious and stately. The 
I Gentlemen-at-Arms ^ and Beefeaters (getting evidently 
hungrier and hungrier) close up the rear rank of each 
part of the procession, escort them to the chapel-door, 
and then return. These military manoeuvres are exe- 
cuted with a martial air that strikes terror into the 
hearts of the spectators, and elicits exclamations of 
admiration from the Ladies. 

The Princess Helena looks charming. How, then, 
walk up, walk up, all in to begin ! The latest addi- 
tions have been made to the brilliant Tussaud Group 
in the interior, a few of us get a last peep, and the glass 
doors are closed. The Beefeaters look faint. How 
they ’ll polish off the rounds which await them I Ko 
beef for anybody else to-day. The duties of a profes- 
sional Beefeater must be onerous. Is there a Doctor 
attached to their Corps? After twenty minutes the 
doors are re-opened, and the procession returns ; the 
music, which up to now has not been at all equal to the 
occasion, bursts out with the ** Wedding March^^ (of 
course), and the Duke of Albany marches out with his 
Duchess, Aill over but the shouting. I see with satis- 
faction that the Beefeaters have not yet gone to lunch, 
and so away hurries your esteemed Representative, 

The Hate of tbe Chapel, 


\< 


THE EOYAL WEDDING. 

The Hon, S. Ponsonby Fane is the stage-manager, par excellence. The 
Italian Opera Company ought to secure his services for the Cathedral Scene in 
Le Frophete, It was admirably managed. Ho trouble. You showed your 
ticket: officials eyed it, remarked, “ That’s the ticket! ” and you passed on. 

Ho crowding, no crush. Those weU-informed people, i 
Whos ’-that and Mr. Don’tknow, were in full 
. \\1 force among the expectators ; and one ready-witted I 

person, who gave himself out as an authori^, pointed 
out six different personages in the procession as the 
Hereditary Grand Duchess of Meckienbxjhoh-Steeliiz, 
to six different inquirers. 

The uniforms were gorgeous, but monotonous. Hever 
saw so many Beefeaters together. 'With so many pro- 
fessional Beefeaters in the town, this was a bad look-out 
for luncheon. If they are allowed to eat mutton and 
, chicken, I shall starve. 0 my White Hart 1 Just as we 
were aR getting rather tired of looking at the Gentlemen- 
^ at-Arms and the Beefeaters, half-a-dozen persons, in 

Broom-Sticks in waiting tmif orm, brought out of a corner half-a-dozen long wands, 
—not in Uniform. suggestive either of their aU going to give a lecture at 

once, and point out the objects of interest iu the pro- 
cession, or perhaps to use the rods in order to hurry ’em up a bit. The organ 
plays a prelude. Excitement. Two individuals not in uniform kick; up a 
dust— with brooms. Gorgeous uniforms vaioly try to get out of their way. A 
melancholy person, also not in uniform, but attired lie a respectable under- 
taker, quite out of place on this occasion, appears on the scene, and is an object i 
of interest for some time, until he is hustled into a comer, and informed | 
politely by Ponsonby Fane that he is not wanted, and somehow vanishes. I 
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OUR ACADEMY GUIDE. FIRST VISIT. 

f Amo sometimes Our Academy Guy’d, as 
in former years. Go straight and at once to 
the Kumbers indicated, and thank your 
Guide, Philosopher, and Friend. Sometmes 
we give new and more appropriate titles 
than those in the Official Catalogue. 

hTo. 0 . ** II y en a toujonrs un autreP 

jMaecijs Stone, E.A. Ouite so; there’s 
always another of the same sort from this 
Artist. Here we are again. It has been 
bought for the Chantrey Bectuest. We 
don’t profess to understand this, as up till 
now we had always thought that aE Chan- 
trey Bequests had been abolished at the 
‘More than half a page Eeformation with other “ Superstitious 
devoted to the Academy. Uses.” However, as every Chantrey we ’ye 
ever seen has been made of stone, this 
valuable Stone- work will be in its proper place. ^ 

Ho. 13. Cupboard Love ; or^ After Trespassing on the Preserves, 
Charles Lxjttens. 

No. 19. Spinning Jenny, T. B, WiROMAN. 

No. 24, The Leopards, This subject is naturally among the 
£rst to be spotted. Both 

animals are chained to their _ , j ^ 

respective spots, BO tbat they ^ ^ 

nan’t oba.ns’e them. The T r L'.= 


animals are chained to their _ , j ^ 

respective spots, so that they 

can’t change them. The 1 ^ lii 

picture is called “ The Ma- V j ' g'*' ' ' .'j 

gidarCs Doorway J'" There Js| ' p s 

used to be a shop in Eegent vi j ■ ■ ' / 

Street with two stuffed \.' i i i ■ I • 

leopards at the entrance : it \ _ _ 

wasn’t a magician’s, but^ a ^ ^ ■, ^ 

mantle-maker’s. Tbe Artist ■ I I 

probably remembered ^ the 

fact, and adopted the idea. "y 

This is a true Briton— \ 

Eivxere, E.A. XT X. 5 T^ 

No. 37. “Come and le No. 24 .— The Magician’s Doorway. 

Baked V' Horace H. Cautt. Magician {in the distance). How on 
Cruel woman opening door earth shall I get out ? 
of third room in Turkish 

bath ; fire-glow seen in distance j sorrowful little girl won’t come 

in; she is saying, “I have 
Kji , been there and still wouldn’t 


No. 24.— The Magician’s Doorway. 
Magician {in the distance). How on 




fjs , 


No. 171. — Members of tbe Commons. 

By E. B. de Satire, No. 171. Members of the 

Commons, The Fourth Party 
and Constituents. E. Byrne de Sattjr. 

No. 290. “ Cold Without ; ” or, Warming the Statue into Life, 

Frank Dicksee, A. No one can touch this Artist on his own 
ground, ^.e., Dioksee’s Land. Ob- 
serve howtne graceful folds of the ^ ^ ,,- 1 . 

dress form part of the cold stone ‘ | I !*; 

seat, and how the chiselled maiden i j i!!| 

is gradually warming into life, and f 
blowing the tips of her fingers to ' 1 : " i \ i' 




No. 290. — Signed — “IpseDicksee.” 


No, 307. — Phryne before her 
judges the Critics. 


keep them from being refrigeratedjagain. The lover, Pygmalion- 
Dke, IS charming her. 


No. 307, Thryne ; or, a Severe Case of Jaundice, Sir F. 
Leighton, P.Pt.A. Phryne was a single young woman, as repre- 
sented here by the President, The model for this figure must have 
been a Tangerine-orange-coloured girl, W e have given it from our 
point of view, as Phryn^ before her judges the Critics. 

Mr. Millais’ two great Portraits are (No. 127) Sir Henry 
Thompson and (No. 1514) His Eminence Cardinal Newman, The 
two ought to have been hung in the same line with Mr. Millais’ 
own portrait between them, and the trio entered in the Catalogue as 
“Art supported by Science and Faith.” 


ONE EOE WATKIN. 

Ie Sir Edward Watkin had desired to furnish an argument in 
favour of his Channel Tunnel scheme, he could not have done 
better than by ejdiibitingtbe bad 


managemeat of tbe service of 
Channel Steamers in connection 0 
with the South-Eastern Eail- " ,1 

way. On one day last week the .-"j 
whole of the passengers of a 
certain train from Paris to Bou- 
logne should have proceeded to 
Folkestone in a fine boat, the 
Albert Victor, hut the Duke and 
Duchess of Edinburgh, with “ 

eight attendants, were in the train, and to these ten people the 
steamer was assigned, while the unfortunate passengers were, as one 
paper says, packed into a “ crazy tub,” and had not been long on 
board before a cylinder-pipe burst, and but for the presence of 
mind of an engineer, she would have gone to the bottom. As it was, 
she drifted helplessly for sixteen hours on a rough sea, with no con- 
veniences and hardly anything to eat, until at last she was rescued, 
and the unhappy passengers released. 

This is the account of Mr. 3t. George Mitart, an eminent man 
of science; and it is answered by Sir Edward Watkin, in a fine 
confused statement, which in no way shakes the savant* s testimony. 
The boat which came to grief is called by Sir Edward a steamer of 
the “ old type,” a euphemism for “ crazy tub,” which reflects credit 
on that ingenious orator. It is certainly a disgraceful business ; 
and Punch is sure that no one will feel more angry than the Duke 
of Edinburgh, and his kindly Duchess, that an act of snobbish 
sycophancy to themselves should have placed three hundred fellow- 
creatures in imminent danger. 






go, ’Tis like a little Oven 
below.” 

No. 161. “ 6rive him enough 
Hope ^*—and see what he HI do, 
Egbert B. Browning. 

Fain would I climb, but that I 
fe«r to fall — 

Should the rope fail me !— I ’U not 
climb at all. 


SUGGESTIONS TO INTENDING HOMICIDISTS. 

-/4jon71.— Discovered that my cousin Brown was a man of money, 
which, in case of his death, would come to me. Why should a 
Brown possess wealth which I, a Smith, am forbidden to enjoy ? 

April 4. — Took a violent dislike to Brown, 

April 6.— Bought a revolver, a case of dynamite, and a waggon- 
load of gun-cotton. 

April 9. — Laid in a stock of strychnine and arsenic. 

April 11. — Found in the Newgate Calendar that in 1792 there was 
a Smith who committed murder. Evidently homicidal mania is 
hereditary with me. Jfem.— Might call on Mr. Charles Eeade and 
dance wildly in his hall. He ’ll note down the fact in his uncom- 
mon-place book for future use, 

April Vi , — Eead of a Smith iu Crackshull on Insanity, whose 
peetiliar form of madness puzzled the leading doctors of tfie earlier 
part of this century. Plainly an ancestor of mine. Take first op- 
portunity of making American acquaintances. Have heard there 
was a Smith who helped Columbus to discover America. He must 
have been as mad as a Hatter. By the way, have just found out 
that an ancestor of mine was a Hatter ! ! 

April 14.— Curious case in the paper of a robbery, accompanied by 
violence, on the part of a man named Smith. Is kleptomania also 
a disease of mine 

16.— Administer 14 oz. Strychnine, and Jib. Arsenic to 
Brown. Shot at him six times with revolver, threw dynamite into 
his bed-room, and placed gun-cotton round his house. Brown no more. 

June 20.— Trial came on. 

June 22.— Counsel for Defence called attention to the Smith of the 
Newgate Calendar, the Smith of Crackshull on Insanity, Colum- 
bus Smith, and Smith the Hatter ; Mr. Charles Eeade’s evidence 
valuable ; press reports of Eleptomaniac Smith put in ; and asked 
whether, with such antecedents an intelligent Jury could find the 
Prisoner at the Bar aught hut the most innocent and iU-used of men? 

June 23.— Acquitted honourably. 

Last Thursday, M. Pasteur, the distinguished Physiologist, suc- 
ceeded to M. Littre’s chair in the French Academy. A scientific 
man replaces a Littre man. 


m TO COSSESPOlTDiEIIIS -Itt no case can Contoliutions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, he returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should he kept by the Senders. 
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No. 30. ScTiool for Dramatic Art. Amateur 
taking a Private Lesson from H. Ir\ ing. 


Lion Down ; or, a Downy Lion. 
, T Porter— a strong nint. 


No. 1432. Mary O’Nette and her To 5 's. 
Eriton. Riviere, R.A. 


OUR ACADEMY GUIDE. 


No. 77. Leviathan Fishing. Peter 
Graham, R.A. 


No. 14. Indeed! It may he true^ hut I shanH msii her my 
self” Marta Brooks. 

No. 30. Monmouth Pleading ’^loith the" King or ^ IIoioH and 
James, (Sec also our other view of the same’ subject). John 
Pettie, 11. a. 

No. 50, I wonder if thaVs a Black Beetle I see on the floor 
there!” H. S. Marks, R.A. 

No. 50. ‘‘'‘Have it out!” The ^Esthetic Toothache. Sir F. 
Leighton, P.Ii.A. 

No. 71. Wedded, If not, they ought to he. SirP. LeighIon, 

P.P.A. 

No. 90. Distinguished Furr-on-her, Horace Fisher. 

No. 98. Sowing a Dhocolate^d-la^ Vanille Field, A, Melville. 

No. 122. The Norman Conquest ; or^ I rather fancy 7nyself in 
this attitude, N, M. Octless, K.A. 

No. 127. “ Confound you^ Sir, you ijxust have your Leg off!” 

Notice the colour on the cheeks. Evidently contradiction flies to hig 
head. 

No, 148. A Rackety Young Person, B. S. Marks. 

No. 163. “ If the middle finger of my right hand was not a de- 

formity y I should he as happy as I am heauUfal! ” Yal Prinsep, A. 

No. 201. Might be described as Ha7'd Lmes,” Same remark 
applies to most of the specimens by this gifted Artist. C. W. 
Cope, P.A, 

No. 211. A Couple of Guineas, James Sant, R.A. 

No. 261. The Punt and the Painters, The gentleman in the well 
has engaged the punt. At the last moment he is saying, “Now, you 
land-schwahbs, we ^11 take any three of you for eighteenpence an 
hour : or make it two boh, and we ’ll risk the lot.” This handsome 
ofl'er is being discussed by the parties on the bank, who have all just 
got their new things home from the tailors, haberdashers, &c. H. 
T. Wells, R.A. 

No. 270, Mrs, Swanlo 7 *ough ; or, A Flight of Fancy, John 
Scott. 

No. 274, Cattle after a Diet of Ora7igps, P. Graham, R.A, 

No. 295. Merry Chase.” The lady in the riding-habit is the 
chased Diana. J. C. Horsley, R.A. 

No. 308. Hard Water, J. C. Hook, R.A. 

No. 313. How to rear yoking Esthetes; or, the sichly-tinted 
Family. J. H. E. Partington. 

No. 314. The Academy Prize Puzzle. J. R. Heerert, R.A. 



No. 6L The Bricalracksky Family 
chez cux. !M. do Munkaesy. 



No. 504. The String Pallor. Amateur 
Low Comedian, Mr. Joe Grimaldi 
Muggins, trying on a Trick Wig. 
S. Melton Fisher. 


]No. 252. Left Sitting ; ” or, Will Somebody pull me up ? 

Sorrows of a Poor Old Man.^^ John Pettie, R.A. 


No. 557. Second Childhood; or, Hide 
a-cock-horse. ’ Htnry Moore. 
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LE MONDE OU UON S^ENNUIE. 


A SONG OF SOBRIETY. 

Thus, in seven years, although population had increased 
hy two millions, the revenue from intoxicants had diminished 
hy two millions and a half. These are the figures given by 
Air. Gladstone in the Budget .^" — Fall Mall Gazette, 

Air— “ By the Margin of Zurich' s fair Waters'^ 

Now we drink nothing stronger than water, 
Sobriety J 

Tea, coffee, or brisk Zoedone ; 

Each son, niece, or nephew, or daughter, 

Sobriety ! 

Knows nothing of G-iesler or Beaune. 

And they never take Soda-and-B., 

But “ always come home to their tea,” 
Thinking spirits as bad as self-slaughter, 

Sobriety ! 

And Cura 9 oa, felo de se» 

We scorn even cider and perry, 

Sobriety ! 

And never feel qualmish or queer ;i 
We never take bitter s-and- sherry, 

Sobriety ! 

Or “ put away” tankards of beer. 

But we gaily toast matron and maid, 

In bumpers of light lemonade ; 

We are always good-tempered and merry, 

Sobriety ! 

Of headaches we ’re never afraid. 

No more do we sit after dinner, 

Sobriety! 

And drink countless bottles of wine ; 

Or list while some rubicund grinner, 

Sobriety ! 

Sings glories of “ Bacchus divine.” 

On soda-and-milk we ^ro so gay, 

We sing a Lawsonian lay ; 

And know that the teetotal sinner, 

. Sobriety ! 

Has nothing to fear the next day. 


“What ! 


TAWHINO ALBEADT, LiDT TeREKBES 1 Wet, IT ’s OHLT MONDAT/" 


NOTES FROM OUR OPERA-BUFFER. 

SoaaAccio at the Comedy Theatee is as -well done as it can be. 
The spectacle is brilliant ; _ the dialogue and music are not, Mr, 
Brotjgh is, as usual, funny ; and he has one good 

t line that brings down the house ; but the house 
once brought down, there is very little strength 
in this Comic Opera to pull it up agaiu. It is a 
decided mistake to produce a Comic Opera as 
“new,” when the London public has previously 
made the acquaintance of the majority of the 
tunes at the Gaiety and the Alhambra. The 
scenery is charming ; the orchestra good, but too 
loud throughout ; and when, oh, when shall we 
see some little variety in the stage-management 
of the young chorus-ladies ? ^ Pretty, all of them, 
specially the two flower-girls ; but things of 
beauty become bores for ever, if their actions 
are monotonous, W e are tired of their perpetual 
advances, — very nice of them to make advances 
now and then, of course, but every advance has 
its drawback ; of their wagging their heads from 
side to side, of the marionette-like action of the 
hands, of their polka steps, waltz steps, and 
(vSKamer;n. sy«“Ptomes. of aU this we 

, , . Relluhhr’s forced laugh is a nuisance, 

except once in his song when it is funny. We don’t suppose that 
% store for Boccaccio, though probably the 
iLnglish version is far livelier than the original Parisian one. 

Lord performed at a Gaiety MatinSe--i^ the best piece, 

tar and away, that Messrs. Stephen and Solomons— no, we mean 
Stephens and Solomon— have yet done. With a little pruning, 
and more rehearsal, it will be a big success. 

Miss St. ftuiNTEN, ever bright and gladsome, was made to sing a 
lovely melody, I followed the Silver Line,^^ three times. Mr. 
Aynsley Cooee, who was very good, had twice to sing “ Calipash 


and CahpeeF Mr. Cooke, Mr. Arthur Williams, Mr. Darrell, 
and Mr. KoYCE-whose misfortune aU must sympathise with-were 
made to smg the “ Family Lot ” twice. Mr. Darrell is not the best 
te^r in the world, which 18 lucky for hi^ as he might be singing, 

Oh, Bed, Bed Bose, oh Bose so White till now; and, above 
all, the chorus of Blue-Coat Boys, the prettiest conception that 
modem English Opera has produced, and which alone would insure 
a piece s success, was recemd with, literally, rapturous applause, 
thanks to Mr.- Stephens’ idea, Mr. Solomon’s music, and the ad- 
mirable manner m which the chorusses at the Gaiety Theatre are 
always sung. We hope to see something more of it, and say 
something more about it, on the first Comic Opera-tnnity. 

Ole Ger^ Festival's commenced, of which more anon. We ’ve 
sent one oi our young Wagner- 

ites to the^ first Cyclus, and we J^S|L 

Not much news of the Avenue '■ r , 

Theatre on the Thames Em- ' ‘ 

bankment: we trust the hank !! jpsSMB 

has not given way and left >1"^' 

Marius among the ruins. The i 
only information we received 
was that there was a grand 
banquet to commemorate the 
Third Night of the Opening, or 
some equally important event, 
when bracelets and bouquets 

were given away Ad Libitum— Wagner Cyclone ; or, German Herrs 

so ‘f.llflt; T.TTITTTTVT caa-mei 4-/-k ■>« T.A-n/Irtv. 




---- a---' --.V, "O vt, v«v;j.ui£iu jaeiTS 

so that Libitum seems to have London, 

been a lucky fellow. By the 

way, what does M. mBnrs mean by advertising that “ thefoUowing 
Artists positively appear,” and “All the celebrated JiSf 
A distinction betwwn thl 

p former English, and the latter 

French P And has their appearance been so uncertain that it 
IS necessary to annonnoe them as “positively appearing” P This 

advCTtisement is not calculated to inspire confidenoe: butperseTOw 

M. Maepts 1 A clear course, without fear or Famrt. 
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HIS QUEEN! 

^ruf upping Epic, mng with immense Success ly the Corporation at ihei/r 
one Saturday Pop, 

Ix over ! SKe graciously said we should greet her ; 

No dopbt in a rather circuitons way, 

For we had to go down in a “ Special ” to meet her.' 

No matter ! we don’t get a chance every day. 

And “her own fine weather was smiling* npon her, 

And Ellis looked grand in his best civic sheen ; 

But the deluge had found him goloshed—there to honour 
Her, he had watched for, his Clueen ! his Queen I 

And Ogo was “ all there,” and Hanson, too stately 
To lend to the thing any comical light. 

Did each say to himself as he bowed most sedately, 

“ Ton my word, after this, she might make me a„Knight ” ? 


Did Ellis fiy higher, and counting as shady 
That humorous title that ’s just half between 
A Peer and a sweep, —hope to win for his Ladye 
A Bart’s splendid style from his Queen, his ’Queen ? 

But there— as we bowled past the Connaught Lahe slowly, 
Drew up on High Beech ’neath the blue sky above, 
Though we smiled, still we felt that the day wasn’t wholly 
Spun out in the fashion we City swells love. 

For^ since the Dutch sell had just set us a- weeping, 

If but past the Grilfin her route could have been, 

"With joy on all-fours she had found Ellis creeping, 
Feeling safe for a “hand ” from his Queen ! his Queen I 


Mobilised Museums — A cry has been raised for the conversion 
of some of the Metropolitan collections of Art and Natural History 
into Ambulatory Museums. Ambulatory.? Walker! 
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Jolin Dunn {John 
done). 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M,P» 

UoyDAT Night, Hay 1. — “ Look kere, Toby,’’ Joey B. said to 
me just now, That’s not true about me being made a Barn’t, 
though, perhaps, if everybody had their rights, and the authors 
of the Land Bill were dechoray^ as own dee in 
^ Paree, there is no saying what might happen. I 

What I want to complain of is this ’ere Stajtley 
Leighton. He’sthorowlyupsetme. Ever since I 
Wednesday I’ve been trying to behave decent, 
and egg on Gladstone to give us something 
more. Then comes this English country gentle- 
man, and carries on worse than me and Healy, 
making out the Speakers a disreputable lot, and 
present one no better than he should be. Makes 
me feel bad. Wakes what our national poet 
calls the ould divil in me. Want to have a go 
at the Speaker myself. But no ! shall retire to 
my humble tenement. Hever shall it be said that when amicable 
negotiations were going on, the interests of his country were perilled 
by Joseph Gillis.” 

Hastily brushing his coat-cuff across his eyes, this estimable gentle- 
man strode away. Leighton certainly has been doing the “On, 
Stanley, on I ” business in manner calculated to make Marmion 
marvel. 

Sir William Haecouet in very restless mood to-night. Been over 
to^ the House of Lords several times, and mooddy pacing the corridor 
with fingers caressing chin. Humours about of several resignations 
and pjDssible vacancies in high places. 

“You’d look well on the Woolsack, Yeenon,” I said to him, 
meeting him in the Lords’ Corridor. 

“ Ho, Toby,” he said, “I am not worthy of so high a distinction. 
It is possible my figure would lend itself with effect to the graceful 
folds of the gown ; I know a wig suits me ; also I should like to be 
within speaking distance of Salisbuey. Moreover, I am deeply 
learned in the law, and have a judicial mind. These little things 
seem to pick me out from the common herd. But the place is too 
high for me, Toby. Perhaps natural tendency to underrate my 
capacity stands in the way of my advancement. Still I feel it is not 
for me to preside over the sittings of these great and good men.” 

Yeenon was visibly affected, 1 wrung his hand and left him. 

Business done,-~OxiQ Amendment to First Resolution of Procedure 
disposed of. 107 remain, 

Tuesday Night, — K constant wave of excitement fi lls the House at 
four o’clock. A whisper runs along the Benches, through the lobbies, 
across the Hews-Room, and adown the 
library, that Gladstone may be up at 
auy moment, and that ijresently we shall 
know all about it. Members rush in, filling 

the ere while empty House like the tide ^ 

returning. Wigan and its writ whipped 
out in great haste. The Benches fill up as 
if by magic. The tide rises so high as to 
fill up the side Galleries. The Peers, never 
excited in own House, climb into the 
Gallery like boys up a lamp-post when 
a procession is going by. Forstee was 
here a quarter of an hour ago, but his 

place ou the Treasury Bench is empty, t> . i . 

or rather filled up by the crowd 

Ministers not less eager than common General Monk 

humanity. uriaasione. 

Gladstone rises quiet and pale, plainly answering to the thriU of 
emotion that nils the crowded Chamber, though he affects a matter- 
of-fact manner. Carefully arranges his papers as if it were the 
principal object of his life to get them in precise order. In a quiet 
voice, and with laboured manner he tells forth the 
news. Foestee gone, Paenell back again. Ho 
more Coercion, but a new and blessed era for 
Ireland. Only, the Peemiee anxiously pleads, 
this is not a new Policy. Ouite a mistake to call 
it so ; whereupon Mr. Waeton brays, and Glad- 
stone turning fiercely upon him shows how thin 
Morning Sitting, is the miracle ice of manner that covers Yesuvius. 

“Why will he notice himP” Haetington 
pettishly murmurs. “ Waeton only does after his kind, which 
always hee-haws when the weather changes to stormy.” 

Peemiee on sitting down subjected to a shorter catechism, Every- 
boay wants to know more. Sir Staeeoed Hoethcote mildly in- 
quisitive, Mr. Sexton unprecedentedly approving, Mr. Hewdegate 
Un a iarliamentary sense of course) puts a fresh band of crape on 
Lowthee aggravating, Mr. Plhnket passionate, Mr. 
Macaetnet incomprehensible, Mr. Goschen dubious, Mr. Chaeles 





Russell aggressive, Mr. Gibson loud, and Mr. Chaelin, like the 
late M. Silas Wegg, drops into poetry. 

“You must bear up, Goschen,” Wilfeid Lawson said to the 
Right Hon. Gentleman, whom he found, au hour later, sitting in a 
recess in the Reading-Room, looking very limp ; “ there ’s a silver 
lining to every cloud. You may not like the release of the Suspects 
and me withdrawal of warrants, but there ’s one thing will compen- 
sate for all.” 

“What ’s that ? ” said Goschen, feebly. 

“ Callan can now visit Ireland.” 

“ Ah I ” said Mr. Goschen. And he rose a new man. 

Business done, — Mr. Foestee’ s. 

Wednesday, — Gave Haecourt an awful start this afternoon. 
Happened to look in at the Lords’ empty chamber. Stepped in 
here for a few moments’ quiet meditation. Startled at 
figure seated on the woolsack with Chancellor’s wig and 
gown ; seemed a little tight in fit, and figure big for 
Selborne. Looked again ; ’twas Haecourt ! 

“ Ha, ha ! ” I cried, “ you ’ve got ’em on ! ” Yeenon 
gave a great jump. 

“Thought I knew your bark, Toby,” ho said, with 
great effort at composure. “Yes: just put on this 
Board Schools I'^>Hud it lying about Selboene’s room. 

(Scotland) Rather tight about the shoulder, and a little short 
Bill. ill tte skirt. But aU things are vanity, so just trying 
how the House looked from this place. Come over to 
my room, and have a glass of barley-water.” 

Poor Yeenon ! Hear Selborne ’s not going, after all. 

Business done, — Scotch. 

Thursday Night,— k. pleasant, lively evening. Mr. Forstee, with 
a charming air of frankness, said all the damaging tilings of his col- 
leagues; he could think of. Mr. Gladstone vainly 
attempted to speak as though he were not boiling over 
with rage, but boiled over once or twice, and would 
have scalded anybody but Mr, Waeton. Member for 
Bridport doesn’t know when he ’s ill-mannered no more 
than he notices that he breathes. Great point is how 
came the Government to take new departure ? Gl^vd- 
stone pressed, will only answer, “from information,,- , , 
received.” “Ivofc<*dwith 

“What a policeman we have lost in him?” Mr. ^hc Noes.” 
Hewdegate murmurs, thinking of scenes in quarter si'ssions, with 
an intelligent officer in the witness-box. 

The Three Graces of Kilmainham with us again, Mr. Paenell 
precise and insistent as ever, John Dillon defiant as of yore, and 
the O’Kelly mellifiuously and magnificently melodramatic. 



Something was written on this page of the Diary about Lord 
Frederick Cavendish’s appointment to the Chief Secretaryship. 
But the friendly jest is blotted out by the bloody hands tliat struck 
down this blameless, kindly gentleman, even as he touched ^tlio 
shores of Ireland, bearer ot the olive branch of Peace. 


Friday Interesting game on to-night. Procedure Rules 

dowu for debate. Gladstone asked does he mean to go on with 
them. “ Yes,” says he, “ if we reach them before twelve o’clock.” 

“ Tha^ you,” says Lord Folkestone. The course now clear. If 
Opposition talk on miscellaneous subjects till twelve o’clock, Pro- 
cedure postponed. So they talked. Business done,—^om, 

ADVERTISING PICTURE GALLERIES. 

_A eem^kable addition has lately been made to the numberless 
Works of Art exhibited on the spare walls and hoardings, serving 
^ inform the mind, delight the eye, and cultivate the taste of the 
People, ^ 

J^^his is the life-sized Cartoon of a Sandwich Man, a tatterdemalion 
situated between two placard-boards advertising a fancy soap. His 
hat IS battered, his raiment patched and torn, with a leg of his 
trousers out at the Imee. There is humour in the idea of an example 
of the Great Unwashed employed to recommend a material for 
ablution. 

Another production of artistic and advertising ingenuity designed 
also to popularise a peculiar soap, is the counterfeit presentment of 
a face and part figure of huge dimensions, got up in ecclesiastical 
attire, with a black skull-cap on, and being intended, apparently, to 
represent a French Abbe. He has lathered the ■under half of his 
visage all over : and, with distended cheeks wearing an expression of 
fatuous geniality, appears nearly bursting with laughter in the 
delightful consciousness of being ridiculous, and the enjoyment of ■ 
exposing himself to derision, | 

If the Royal Academy Exhibition, and the Haiional Gallery tend ' 
to cnltivate the tastes of the masses in one direction, don’t the 
pictorial advertisements, on view on every available extent of space, i 
do as much m another ? i 
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OPPRESSION. 

’Jn-y. “ I SEE BY THta ’ere new Hart CoPYRiom IIact, that a Nob’s 
rHoryGRAPH mayn't be ’x’ibeted in a Shop Winder without ^is consent! 
’Blowed IE IT ain’t enough to make a Man turn Conservative I ” 

A HANDBOOK TO KNOWLEDGE. 

No. I.—The Q-rowler. 

Q* What is a Cah ? 

A Cab is a wheeled vehicle contrived for the purpose of conveying 
fares ’’ for small distances, at the slowest possible speed, with the greatest 
possible discomfort. 

Q. What are ** fares ’’ P 

A. Persons condemned to travel in Cabs are so called. 

Q. Why? 

A, By a hgiire of speech. The “fare” is really the charge for the hire of 
the vehicle, which being the sole object of interest to the driver, is by him 
naturally identified with the victim who pays it. 

Q. How many kinds of Cabs are there ? 

A, Two : the four-wheeler and the Hansom. 

Q. Describe a four-wheeler. 

A» Briefiy, it is a confined cubical box upon four noisy wheels, with two seats, 
whmh are invariably uncomfortable, and two windows which always rattle. 

Q, Is not a four-wheeler also called a Growler ” ? 

A, It is. 

Q. Why is this name applied to it ? 

A* In delicate reference, first to the rumbling roar which accompanies its 
progre^ and secondly to the grumbling grumpiness of the man who drives it. 

Q, What internal accommodation does a four-wheeler afiord ? 

A, None. It, however, holds four passengers, in the sense in which a sardine 
box holds its contents. 

Q, W^t can you tell me respecting its means of entrance and exit P 

it IS anncult to get into a foitr- wheeler. It is almost impossible to get 
out of one. ^ ® 

Q. Why is this? 

, . mpy reasons. Its doors always jam, its handles invariably 

j handies^ yield, they do so with a jerk which hurts your knuckles, 
ii the doors open, it is with a burst which destroys your balance, and probably 
deposits you in the gutter. When you have entered, it needs repeated and 
® to shut you ill, with an efiect upon 

you like the explosion of fog-signals under your coat-collar. The driver 


generally accompanies his lunges with a choice assort- 
ment of professional expletives, which add greatly to the 
effect of the operation, especially upon Ladies. 

Q. What are the further peculiarities of this singular 
vehicle ? 

A, They may be summarised as consisting in nastiness 
and noise. 

Q. Explain this, 

A. A cab interior is unpleasant to allth.^ senses. It 
is always stnffy and generally foetid. Its odour is sui 
generis and indescribable, but it compares unfavourably 
with that of a rag-shop or a vault. As it is entirely 
unlighted, you cannot see anything, even the time by 
your watch. Nor can yon hear anything, save the rumbling 
of ill-hung wheels and the rattle of badly-fitting windows. 
Conversation in a Cab is therefore impossible, unless you 
have the voice of a fog-horn or of the doorkeeper at 
Lloyd’s. Yon can, however, feel a great deal — notably 
the hardness and slippery slantingness of the seats, the 
nerve-torturing jar of continuous vibration, the bone- 
shaking jolts and oscillations, and the shocks of collision 
with the elbows and knees of yonr fellow-travellers. 

Q. And how do yon communicate with the driver ? 

A. You cannot do so to any practical effect, unless 
you combine unusual vocal powers with rare acrobatic 
skill and practised adroitness in the use of the umbrella 
or walking-stick as a prod or goad. 

Q. How are these necessary accomplishments to be 
acquired ? 

Only — if at all— by long, painful, and expensive 
“ training ’’—in Cabs. When you are able to hang half 
out of a window without falling out wholly, and to talk 
intelligibly round a corner, like a Punch doll, in the 
midst of huge clatter, to a stupid or sullen “Cabby,” 
who resents being interrupt od in a fonl-mouthed chaffing 
match with a rival “whip,” then you may succeed in 
getting somewhere near your destination in something 
less than twice the time it would have taken you to walk 
thither. 


FABLES EEVEESED. 

No. I.— The Frog and the Ox. 

) ^ A Frog he like an ox would | 

§ Hei^o ! says iEsor ; I 

Whether Dame Nature would 
let him or no ; 

With PHiEDBUs, Laeonxaine, 
Krilope, and Tupper ; 
Heigho ! said JEsorus or 


The Frog had an elastic skin j 
Oh, oh ! says iEsop ; 

And, swelling, he swore he would never give in, 

Spite of pHiEDRus, Lapontainr, Keilopp, and Tupper ; 
Oh, oh ! said jEsopus or iEsor. 

The Frog grew bigger every day ; 

No, no 1 says JEsop. 

He did though, no matter what fabulists say. 

With PHiEDRus, Lapontaine, ICuilopp, and Tupper ; 

No, no ! said -Esopus or iEsop. 

The Frog increased, to his surprise, 

How now ? says JSsop ; 

For he grew to be thrice his original size, 

And PH.EDRUS, Lapontaxne, Keilopp, and Tupper 
Were as wrong as iEsoPUS or ASsop. 

MORAL. 

The effort gave the Frog some pain ; 

Ha, ha ! says iEsoP ; 

But noble exertions are never in vain, 

Messieurs PHiEDRus, Lapontaine, Krilop?, and Tupper, i 
And you, old iEsopus or ^sop. | 


News prom Dublin.— At the Castle, Spring cleaning 
is now going on. A thorough turn-out is taking place in 
preparation for the season. In the course of the year it 
is probable that there will be a great sale of Vice -regal 
Properties. Theatrical managers, Madame Tussaud’s, and 
other professional friends at a distance, lAease take notice. 
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THINGS TO BE LIVED DOWN, 

DistinguisTied Amateur {much pleased with himself as the Wicked Marguess), Phew ! Well, I wasn’t so very B.^d, Old Man, was I ? ” 
Author [Prompter, Stage Manager, <kc,), “Well, my dear Fellow, I don’t exactly know how Bad you can be ! ” 


IROM OUR OWN COASTGUARDSMAN. 

Ramsgate, as everyone onglit to know, if they are not already 
acquainted with the fact, is one of the best and the healthiest places 
on our coast ; but its two main thoroughfares are about the most 
inconvenient and awkward for even moderate traffic that can be 
found in any town of equal importance. G-iven an extra cart or so, 
a truck, or a waggon delivering goods, and woe be to the unlucky 
person with luggage in a fly, anxious to catch the L. C. and B. train. 
Already the Improvement Commissioners have been at work, and 
some good has been effected. But, according to the account in the 
Thanet Advertiser for May 6, the proceedings of the Commissioners 
do not appear to be harmonious.^ 

A Mr. V YE had risen to explain something— to give them, in fact, 
“ the reason Yye ” — ^when he was “ ruled out of order,’’ and — 

“ then most vociferously shouted and howled down, seven or eight mem- 
bers being on their legs at one and the same time, endeavouring to be heard. 
In vam did Mr. Turpin appeal, in vain did one or more members with 
ringing voices call ‘ Chair, chair I ’ . . . The row went on, . . . Amidst this 
tremendous uproar, finding that all eflbrts to restore order were unavailing, 
the Chairman abruptly lett the chair, and declared the meeting adjo.urned.” 

It is very nearly as bad as a “ Scene in the House,” or at an East- 
End-of-London Yestry Meeting. And all this when the discussion 
was, to paraphrase Afr. Sam Weller’* s son, about 
The widening of the road-er, 

When the Chairman says, Sure as eggs is eggs 
I am the bold Tur-pin."' 

And the bold Ttje-pin,” he ’U have to be for some time to 
come, only we do hope the street improvements of what might be 
the most popular of our sea-side resorts will not come to a standstill 
while the Commissioners are improving themselves. 

From the same newspaper we learn that in the tremendous gale of 
April 30th, the Calais- Douvres was only a few minutes beyond its 
usual time in coming from the French coast. This is another nasty 
one for Sir Watkin^s Tunnel,^ for over the sea must be preferable to 
under it, if the time of transit be the same, and the chance of mat 
de mer be reduced to a minimum. 


FAREWELL TO ERIN. 

Air — ** Though the last Glimpse of Erin with Sorroio 1 seef 
Ex- Chief Secretary sings : — 

Though the last glimpse of Erin with gladness I see, 

Yet, Erin, thou hast not dealt fairly by me. 

Driven forth from thy bosom, I ’m glad to get home, 

And thine eyes will scarce lure me again o’er the foam. 

To the halcyon calm of cold Albion’s shore. 

Crossing backward and forward the Channel no more, 

I will fly with my baggage, and think the rough wind 
Less rude than tne Pats I leave frowning behind. 

Calm on Biggar I ’ll gaze as he gracefully wreathes 
His legs, and on Healt as blandly he breathes, 

Nor dread that the hot-hearted Sexton will tear 
From my care-tangled shock the last lock of my hair. 


The Laureate’s new Play for Mr. Irving is, we hear, called Rohin 
Hood, Miss Marian Terry will be, of course, engaged for Maid 
Marian, in the absence of Miss Ellen Terry, and the remainder of 
the cast will be as follows : — Rohin Hood, Mr. H. Irving ; Friar 
Tuck, Mr. J. W, Hill ; Little John, Mr. J. L. Toole. 

Mr. W, 0-. Wills has taken the remarkably unhackneyed subject 
of Faust for another Play for Mr. Irvin#, in which our Henry will 
play Mephistopheles. Why not Charles Eean’s French version ?— 
it was light and effective. Who did it ? Mr, BouciCAtTLT ? Miss 
Carlotta Leclercq, as Marguerite, going up aloft like poor Tom 
Bowling, was, in those. days, a great spectacular effect. But that 
was long ago ; and the revival of Kean’s Corsican Brothers at the 
Lyceum wasn’t a very big hit after all. Advice to Mr, Irving as to 
Mephisiopheles’^di.oiia be too keen about it. 

Some Irish Evictions of which the Land-Leaguers do not complain, 
—the Eviction of Messrs, Parnell, Dillon & Co., from prison. 
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TOM, JERRY, AND YOUNa LOOIC AT A PRIVATE VIEW. 


lY was a line morning at the end of April when the Cohinteian 
observed to his Coz that young Bob was coming that afternoon to 
take them to the private vmo of the GrjaosvENOE Gallekt. “ The 
Academy it appears, my dear Jebry, is to use young Bob’s expres- 
sion platjed out^ indeed it has been called the charnel house of dead 
reputations^ but the tip-tops in the painting line, the elite in the 
World of Art send their pictures to the Geosvenor which is managed 
by the fashionable ArELiEs of the period, Sib Coxttts Lindsay, 
and his able Lieutenant, Mr. Comyns Care, a gentleman who I am 
told has a pretty Imack of dramatic authorship, and can beat Mr. W. 
Shakespeare, late of Stratford-upon-Avon ‘into fits.’” “I am 
most eager, my dear Tom,’’ said Jerry, “to behold the Grosvenob 
Gallery, for I am told it is also the Haunt of Beauty, and of a new 
set of people who have sprung up since our day, and who are called 
^Esthetes.” “Yes, indeed,” returned the Corinthian. “Many 
things have changed since we mixed with the goes, and Lire in 
London is in truth a Kaleidoscope, 

Our heroes were thus impatient for the appearance of young Bob, 
who came in gorgeous apparel, and said he didn’t care for the 
pictures don’t you know, but it was “ the thing ” to rfo the Grosvenob 
once in the season. So the Trio departed, and soon arrived at the 
rendezvous. There was an awning over the door and a great Crowd 
of Carriages, many of them with Coronets upon them, so that it was 
evident the heau monde patronised The Grosvenob. The staircase 
was gay with Rowers, and when they entered the galleries the Crush 
was enormous. “ We are ‘ out of the hunt,’ my dear Bob,” said Tom, 
“so you must point out the notabilities, the dandies, and the ladies 
of the highest fasMon,^^ “ With pleasure,” said young Logic. 
“ There goes the Pbemieb forgetful of the House, there an Opposition 
leader, and yonder is the Presiding Genius of the place, Lady Lindsay 
of Balcabees. “ Who is that burly man,” said Jerry, “ in a white 
waistcoat and red tie, who methinks would he good at a set-to, and 
looks as if he had seen ‘ cities and men.’ ” ? “ That,” said young Bob, 
“is a famous critic and journalist, and he has indeed seen the 
‘ Streets of the World,’ been ‘ Twice round the Clock,’ made ‘ a 
Journey due North’ in company with ‘The Seven Sons of Mammon,’ 
known ‘ Paris Revisited,’ and illuminated the ‘ Echoes of the Week ’ 
with a great amount of Gas.” Tom and Jerry gazed with great 
interest at this gentleman, who nodded genially to young Logic and 
said he was just going to lunch — “to capture,” as he playfully re- 
marked ‘ ‘ the Phantom Cutlet.” “ Who, dear Bob,” said Corinthian 
Tom, “is that little man, with an eye-glass, talking and gesticu- 
lating very volubly” ? “ That,” said young Bob, “ is an American 
artist, a painter of what he calls ‘ Nocturnes,’ * Symphonies,’ and 
‘ Scherzos,’ there ate one or two of them here, canvasses painted blue 
all over with dabs of yellow on them. I don’t profess to understand 


The “Next oe HiN pBAtn)S.”— Cozenage. 

Cousins indeed ; and by theif unale cozened.” 

Queen BlUubeth, in “ jdiehard the Third 
The chance of being dozened hy your Uncle is lVo4o-Onel So, 
mind ho'9e you spout Shaksdeaee. 


’em myself, hut I ]m told they ’re extremely “ Ah,” said the 

Corinthian, meditatively, looking at one of these, “ there certainly 
is what you would call,, my dear Logic, a good deal of ‘ cheeh ’ about 
them.” Young Bob laughed, and said he thought the artist put on a 
good deal of “ side,” and then he pointed out one or two painters of the 
^Esthetic School, and e. great poet in whose honour a society had been 
founded to explain his verses which were “ caviare to the general.” 

Then the Trio took a stroll in the galleries, and had a look at the 
pictures, just as in the old days Tom and Jerry laid out a well, 
as the Oxonian said, at the Exhibition of Pictures at Somerset House. 
Here, at the Grosvenor, Royalty was a contributor, and a portrait 
by the Princess Louise was hugely admired by the connoisseurs. 
There were works too hy Count Glexchen, Sir Ooutts and Lady 
Lindsay, Sir F. IjEIGhton, Messrs. Millais, Burne-Jones, Alma- 
Tadema, Keeley - Halswelle, Legros, Pelegrini, Pbinsed. 
Stuart- W oBTLEY, Ridley, Padgett, and others, which all received 
their meed of admiration, while the pictures by Mrs. Louise Job- 
ling were pronounced by the Corinthian, who was a fine judge, to be 
the ne plus ultra of painting, and he said that she must be a lady of 
high accomplishments. Thus they had a lounge through the saloons, 
and listened to the remarks of soi-disant critics and the fashionable 


babble that went on upon all sides from the votaries of Art and 
Pleasure that thronged the Gallery. 

The pictures were surveyed with much interest, and the Ladies 
then claimed attention, and “Who,” cried the Corinthian, “are 
these extraordinary beings with strange hats and dresses of blue, 
yellow, and sickly green, who look limp and forlorn ? ” “ Those,” 
replied young Bob, “are cesthetic young ladies, who sigh for Sun- 
flowers, languish over Lilies, and peruse improper Poems. The 
coteries to which they belong have been satirized in a play called The 
Colonel, where you may see these queer dresses accurately repro- 
duced. A musical absurdity called Patience has also dealt with 
them, but the costumes of that are exaggerations, and cannot be 
pronounced truly msthetic,'^^ “ I never heard of (esthetic people,” said 
Tom, “but they are certainly Characters I suppose the fair 
sex have not a monopoly, of this new fancy, for I see some melan^ 
choly young men among them who look as if they had been ‘ badly 
washed ’ and then hung up to dry,^^ “ That may be,” said Bob, “ but 
they say they are ‘ utter,’ and so they are—utter frauds.” At which 
sally Tom and Jerry laughed, and the latter remarked that young 
Bob was “ his father’s son,” for the would have been highly 

amused at the male md. female HiIsthetes. “That is quite true, 
Coz,” said the Corinthian, “and I marvel how long this strange 
fashion wiR last. These are certainly incidents in the Chapter of 
Caricatures, and we shall not readily forget the rich scenes at the 
Private View of the Grosvenob Gallery.” 


At a fashionable Fancy Dress Ball the other night was danced a 
“costume quadrille” arranged, with dresses designed by an emi- 
nent Royal Academician, “to represent the twelve months of the 
year.” “Ah!” exclaimed Mrs, Ramsbotham, on hearing this, 
Now I understand what they mean by ‘ reviving Almanack’s/ ” 




THE PURHITmE SHOW. 

Am— “ Over the Garden WalV^ 

If you Ve a kouse you H go, I ’m 
sure, 

To the Agriculttiral Hall ! 

And see the Show of Furni^wre 

At the Agricultural Hall ! 
You’ll Tiew the collection of 
tables and chairs, 

The Indian curtains and carpets 
for stairs, 

he Turkish rugs and Japanese 
"W"ares 

At the Agxicultiiral Hall ! 

At the Agricultural Hall 
You ’ll visit every stall ! 

And as you pass, 

See china and glass, 

And mats of grass, 

And fenders of brass. 

And household gods of every 
class,— 

At the Agricultural Hall ! 
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PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS- No. 83 


This advertisement was in the 
Daily Telegraph : — 

D emand E, par un City gentle- 
man, Partial Board, k une 
famille franqaise, near Bnxton, Clap- 
ham, or Loughborough Station. 

Was it inserted by Mr. J. L. 
Toole as a new form of adver- 
tising his favourite Id on parle 
Francais f 

SCYLIA AND Chaetbdis.— The 
Perambulator on one side of the 
kerbstone and the Bicycle on the 
other. 

Companion Yolumes to “A 
Broken Lilt.”— “-4 Smashed 
Sunflower and “-4 Demolished 
Daffodil^ 

An Irish Cry.— Vcb F-viciis ! 
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UNIFORM MEASURES. 

The wearer of the (Queen’s uni- 
form, meaning the soldier, “should 
be,” says The Seldom- at-Home 
Secretary, “treated with special 
honour, by an Innkeeper. The 
bold soger would not object to be 
treated at any time, such is his 
nature ; but to be treated “ with 
special honour,” how will that be 
managed ? Will the Landlord 
bow three times as he hands him 
a gratuitous half -pint in addition 
to the pint already ordered ? Will 
the nursery rhyme run, “Who 
comes here? A Grenadier. 
What ’s he want ? A pot of beer. 
Take his money? No, I’ll not. 
Special honour, ’Nother pot.” 
But first of all our S.-A.-H. Sec. 
should insist on the wearer being 
himself taught to pay special 
honour to the uniform he wears. 
The old nursery rhyme as itDtood, 
expressed the very natural ie^rs 
of respectable folk generally at 
the sight of a redcoat near a 
public-house. 


CAPTAIN BURTON, 

Our Un-Commercial Traveller, 


The annual sermon of the 
National Temperance League was 
delivered the other day to a 
crowded congregation, mostly 
teetotallers, at Newington Butts. 
Of course, 'water-butts. 


A Disturbance may be ex- 
pected to arrive from New York 
or some other part of the Ameri- 
can seaboard on the coast of 
Ireland any day. 

We are rather inclined to treat 
the recent confessions of a crimi- 
nal as “ Sound and Fury— signi- 
fying nothing.” 


EEMAEKABLE EOMANCES. 

{By a J^amhler,) 

No. IT,— The Jeune Premier, 

He was a sweet yonth,^ and developed early in life a taste for shiny 
I hoots, eighteenpenny cigars, and diamond studs. If Lancelot 

f Lambkin (for such were his names) had 
had the money, I doubt not hut that he 
would have paid for some of these neces- 
sities, but having barely sufficient income 
for the satisfying of hansom cabmen and 
club waiters, he wisely left the boots, 
cigars, and studs to be entered on the cre- 
dit columns of those tradesmen whom he 
favoured with his confidence aud patronage. 
He had a decided antipathy to work, but 
it cannot be said that he was without 
talent, for he invented a new varnish for 
patent leather which would cost no more 
(per bottle) than five and elevenpence 
three farthings ; and he it was who founded 
that celebrated Club, the Genial Gommies, 
“ Something Bohemian dontcherknow,” he 

^ explamed, as the aim and object of the 

m -n ^ Association. But when his boon companion, 
little Tomot Potts, asked where Bohemia was situated, Lambkin 
loftily replied, “Oh, somewhere in China — ^where the tea comes 
from”— and, of course, he did not mean Bohea, 

I have said that Lambkin was sweet, but he was even more, he 
was beautiful — and he knew it. Many a time and oft, when anoint- 
chin with soap preparatory to shaving, or when 
.deitly tracmg a parting through his ambrosial locks, he would 
murmur as ke gazed in the mirror, “ Demme I I ought to marry a 


Duchess or a millionnairess.” But the hand of fortune was against 
him, and he didn’t. 

His literary knowledge was not extensive, and even when he 
bought the Illustrated London News or the Graphic^ he rarely 
scanned the letterpress; but in matters of spoiling he certainly 
belonged to the phonetic school. I am in a position to positively 
assert that he was not the individual who called for the Author on 
a revival of Hamlet^ hut there was no manner of doubt but that he 
was a steady patron of the Drama, Indeed, his white gloves with 
black thnmbs might have been seen placidly folded over his em- 
broidered waistcoat, nearly any night in the Stalls of the Frivolity- 
Theatre, and he actually knew the abbreviated Christian names of 
some of the Ladies of the Chorus. Yet this familiarity never bred 
any contempt for them. On the contrary, it seemed to heighten his 
esteem. Albeit this theatrical culture did not increase, but rather 
diminished^ his financial prosperity. Nor did any calling seem open 
to one of his peculiar disposition. 

Though his father, a worthy clergyman of the Established Church, 
talked to him after the fashion of an Uncle from Holland, and wrote 
him epistles as drastic as his sermons, yet Lancelot scouted the idea 
of; the Civil Service, and declared that commercial pursuits were 
those from which no gentleman could derive either pleasure or profit. 
It is true that the imiform of Her Majesty’s Cavalry had once pos- 
sessed attractions for him ; but having loftily declined to satisfy the 
Army Examiners with regard to the rudiments of Arithmetic and 
the French language, he was adjudged to be deficient in martial 
capacity, and was therefore debarred the privilege of defending his 
mother country in a regular way. But when he joined the Yeo- 
manry, he was more or less consoled, having no vast amount of duty, 
and a military garb which was twice as fine as that of a Prussian 
Uhlan, thrice as resplendent as the apparel of a Chasseur d’ Afrique, 
and ninety-nine times superior to the attire of a Don Cossack. 

But even a real silver pouch-belt, is not an equivalent for the 
current coin of the realm. This fact was, after two or three 
years, discovered by Lancelot’s bootmaker, cigar purveyor, and 
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PASSPORTS AGAIN! 

Gent {to Belgian Official), **Paup-ya^ Eh? What d’yer Oh— ah— ohr ' PATEBgJ' ’Ere t’ are, Old Matt ! A^t "AM oirNT’ 

*Ere ‘s PmoTU Graphto, ^llvstratep, 'oabeut ” 

\_Distitrbancc in Bnro'pe / and the Travellers learned that, the ouxt time they crossed over, they must provide themselves %vith Bassports 
** Ona raafe** and No mistake I ’ 


j On q ragle ” and No mistake ! ’ 

jeweller.^ [They were not perhaps surprised, but they were ‘certainly 
an^rrv. 

“You’re a long time jDicking up that Duchess,” remarked 
Mr. Tough, the Bootmaker, in very coarse taste. 

“I can’t stand any more weeds,” ^grunted Mr. Puff, the 
Tobacconist, I'on receiving an unlimited order for eighteenpenny 
Beeralias. 

“ I must have a bit on account,” growled Mr. Stuff, the Jeweller. 

And then, finding Lamrkih deaf to tneir appeals, thev began to 
ply him with persuasive documents, coraniencinff with “ Victoria,” 
ahd7ending with the signature of the Lord Chancellor. To such 
annoyances even the most blameless young man is open, in a so-called i 
free country. 

“ It’s a beastly shame ! ” remarked little Tommy Potts, referring 
to the legal instruments, while engaging Lancelot at billiards, for 
£200 a side, and half-a- crown “ready,” at the Clubhouse of the 
Gomraies; 

“ What ’s a fellow to do ? ” responded his antagonist, as he broke 
; down at his twenty-third consecutive spot-stroke. “ I ’ve got plenty 
I of coats, and rings, and neckties, but hang me if I can make much 
use of them.” 

“Why the dooce don’t you go on the stage?” asked Tommy, 
deftly making an all-round-the-tahle cannon. “ If I ’d got a mug 
like yours, I ’d do it to-morrow. There ’s Jack Jumps pouching his 
tenner a-week, and I ’m blowed if he ’s in the same street with 
you.” 

“Yes! I fancy I dm decent looking,” said Lancelot, stroking 
the down on his superior lip. “That’s not a bad idea of yours, 
Tommy,” he continued, “for though I never can learn a part, I’m 
not much out of it in amateur theatricals.” 

“ Amateurs are just what Managers want,” cried the other, 
enthusiastically. “ They don’t care about fellahs who start as call- 
boys and end as tragedians. Dress is what they want. Not tall hats 
and shooting-coats— Game ! Toss you for a split.” 

That night, Lambkih made a mighty resolve, for the arrival of two 
fresh summonses from Boyalty made him desperate. 


Some three months later, Mr. Doors, of the Amhiguous-Coraic, 
announced a new comedy (adapted from the Servian) entitled A 
British BulUfloq. The ^part of Sir BoUin Stone was played by 
Mr. Lancelot Dagneau. I append a couple of Press criticisms : — 

“The dehonnaire baronet, Sir BoUin Stone, was allotted to Mr. 
Lancelot Dagneau, who is a decided acquisition to the London 
stage. His aplomb and general “ unstageyness,” if we may he per- 
mitted to coin a word, no less than his perfectly fitting suit, induce 
us to predict for him no small success in the Art of which he has 
undertaken to become a disciple. His delivery of the often repeated ^ 
word * Nevah,’ irresistibly reminded us of the chic of Belgravian 
.salons, and the style of Mayfair Mansions. Mr. Dagneau, like the 
late lamented Lord Byron,* has awoke to find himself famous.”— 
Bailv Dasher, 

“ First and foremost we must place the Sir BoUin Stone of Mr. L. 
Dagneau. We can without hesitation assert that so capable e^jeum 
premier has not been seen for years. His assumption of foppish 
extravagance, his almost reckless regard of stage traditions, and his 
refined rendering of the part seemed, as it were, so many exquisite 
cameos of higher Londou life. Equally at home in his puce velvet 
lounge coat, his exquisitely fitting frock, or his silk-faced swallow- | 
tail, Mr. Dagneau gained the sympathies of the crowded audience I 
from his first appearance to his last exit. Mr. Dagneau should 
indulge us with his reading of BomcoN — Weekly Warbler, 

Messrs. Tough, Puff, and Stuff are now satisfied, Lancelot’s 
portrait is one of the staple articles of photographic industry, and 
may he found sandwiched in the shop-windows between the like- 
nesses of Archbishops and Actresses. He is earning some £5000 a 
year. He has never inquired into the personality of Goldsmith, 
Sheridan, Bulwer Lytton, or Sharspeare (why should he?), but 
be bas played Young Marlow, Charles Surface, Claude Mel mite, 
and (as recommended above) Borneo with signal success. He has 
not vet married a ladv of title or wealth, hut a billionnaire is 
building a theatre for him. He is a large subscriber to the newly 
established Hospital for Destitute Actors. 
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RACING NOTES BY DUMB-CRAMBO JUNIOR. 








The Derby Crack, 

Two-Tear-old Form. 


A Walk Over. 




?aalp5 ®3aaIt(o iSmeison. 

Born, May 25, 1803. Died, April 27, 1882, 

A CHEERY Oracle, alert and quick, 

Amidst the joyless voices of the hour — 

The dirges dull of singers who are sick, 

The peevish plaints of thinkers who are sour- 
Its utterance was still of hope and health ; 

Its silence lessens the World’s better wealth. 


INEXPERIENCES OF A BARRISTER'S LIFE. 

{Not hy Serjeant B-ll-nUne.) 

Long tables, benches, stained- glass windows, and a good deal of 
oak. That is my first impression of the Hall of Lincoln’s Inn. Then 
^ I become eonsoions of a number of gentlemen who 
are apparently considerably younger than myself, 
except a few who are unquestionably considerably 
. older. These last are white-headed veterans, 
"wearing spectacles. They seem to he very harm- 
less. They have expressions of great sweetness, 
and appear to be as innocent as children. Why 
they should suddenly give up the Arcadian life 
■i ' they have evidently been living for half a cen- 

j ■ ' t ■'/ tury, to be called to the Bar, is a mystery to me. 

They seem nervous aad anxious ; so am I. A 
clerk asks for my name, and gives me a number. This makes me 
feel rather like a convict until he explains that the number corre- 
sponds with the number of my seat. 

I am two yards from my neighbours to the right and left. In 
front of me are pens, ink, and some MS. books. Instructions are 
given me in a circular. “After finishing one book, commence 
another ! ” The Examiners have sadly over-estimated the extent 
of my knowledge ! 

I collect my thoughts, and try to recall everything I have 
crammed for the last twelve months. Then I become conscious of a 
discovery which is interesting from a psychological point of view, 
but for the moment decidedly embarrassing. This interesting dis- 
covery is that, in spite of my year’s hard labour, I can remember 
absolutely nothing. However, at this moment a pleasant-looking 
gentleman, carrying the Examination Paper, approaches me, and 
presents me with a copy. 

The first words rather encourage me. It is a direction. The 
candidates are requested to “answer their questions concisely.’’ 

Come ! ” I think to myself, “ this is capital. Answer 'them oon- 
course I will. What can be more concise than * Yes ’ and 

Ho ’ ? X will put ‘ Yes ’ and ‘ Ho ’ all the way down.” Full of this 
intention, I read the first question : — 

1,-- Explain and illustrate—^'' Even now a common purchase-deed 
of a piece of freehold land cannot he explained without going hack to 
the reign of Eenry tee Eigete^ or an ordinary settlement of land 
without having recourse to the laws of Ed waud tee First 

I my pen 1 This can’t he answered with a “ Yes ” or a 

Ho.” Henry the Eighth and Euwa^sb the Ftot ! Why should 


T explain the laws of their days ? This is an age of progress, and the 
Examiners are sadly behind their time. ^ . . i 

I am quite mistaken. The Examiners are not behind their time, j 
On the contrary, they are in the hall, and one of them (so 1 am told 
hy an attendant) is actually waiting for me. My indignation fades 
away, and I become distinctly clammy— ears red, feet cold! 

An amiable old gentleman in a gown is sitting at a table. ^ I 
approach him abjectly, and how! He returns the salutation 
courteously, and motions me to take a chair. ^ I obey him. We 
have a dark mahogany table before us. Were it not that he has a 
list in front of him, and a pen, I should feel that we had just dined 
together tHe-d-tete^ and were waiting for the appearance of a bottle 
of port and some walnuts. He asks me a preliminary question : — 

“ Have you been in a Conveyancer’s Office ? ” ^ ^ i 

“Ho,” I reply, but in such a tone that it implies, that if he considers 
I ought to have been in a conveyancer’s office, I will supply the 
accidental omission at once, by entering one on leaving the hall, and 
remaining there for months, years, or life ! 

He seems a little disappointed at my answer. He continues — 

“ Do you intend to practise in India ? ” 

Well, as a matter of fact, I did not But I have been so unlucky 
in my first answer, that I feel inclined to throw my previous career 
to the "winds, and begin again in India. A moment’s reflection, 
however, proves to me that it would he extremely inconvenient to 
leave my native country at the moment ; so I answer in the negative. 
However, there is a depth of meaning in my “ Ho.” I imply in my | 
tone that there is a sorrowful secret connected with my regretfully j 
adopted intention of not going to India — that were I not, so to speak, j 
“ the child of Destiny,” I should he in Calcutta in a wig and gown 
in something less than no time. 

My Examiner seems thoroughly disheartened. ^ He ^d forgiven me 
for not being in a conveyancer’s office, but he did think I was going 
to practise in India. However, he is just before all things, and 
although disappointed, will yet put a few questions upon law. ^ 

“ How,” says he, as if he were asking me the simplest thing in the 
world— just to show me that, in spite of my shortcomings about 
India and the conveyancing, he bore me no ill-will — “ How, will you 
please tell me the rule in Shelley^ s Case f ” 

I hesitate. I know that Sir Percy Shelley has opened an 
Amateur Theatre iu Chelsea, and it occurs to me that, perhaps, there 
has been some difficulty under the Licensing Acts. I am on the 
point of asking the Examiner if he happens to mean Sir Percy 
Shelley’s case, when, fortunately for me, The exclaims, impatiently, 

“ Surely you know the rule in Shelley'' s Case ! ” 

I wish 1 were as sure of the matter as he seems to be ! Shelley ? 
Who on Earth was Shelley ? I smile in a deprecatory manner. 
What had Shelley to do with a Buie ? Shelley was a poet ; and 
Bule kept au oyster-shop in Maiden Lane. Certainly Bttle’s 
oysters were shelly. For a moment I am on the point of telling him 
my little joke, when a glance at my Examiner’s grave, sorrowful face 
convinces me that this is not the time for playfulness. ! 

“ Come,” says the Examiner, “ you surely know that when a man 

takes an estate in freehold, and in the same instrument ” 

Eureka ! I have got it ! ^ My mind is no longer a blank, and all 
my knowledge flows back into my head as water freshly turned on 
rushes into an empty cistern. I should rather think I did know the 
rule in Shelley^s Case! I repeat it quickly, like a tune being 
plaved on a musical-box that has been over-wound. 

My Examiner smiles, and asks me another question. I answer it 
sharply. He tries me "with another. Same result. He puts down 
marks rapidly on his piece of paper, as if he were scoring for me at 
some intellectual game of chance. 

“ That will do, thank you,” he says at last. 

I should like to ask him if my score has been successful, and which 
of us leaves off the winner. But on second thoughts, lest any ob- 
servation I may now make might he “used against me at my trial ” 
(so to speak), I simply how with much native grace and retire. 
Should like to ask him to dine with me and square him. 

I resume my seat, look at the paper, and— hurra !— find I can 
do it! 

Three weeks afterwards I learn that I have passed a “ satisfactory 
examination,” and am consequently qualified. 


The Beleased Suspects declare that they have always acted, and 
will always act, in accordance with their convictions. But they 
never had any convictions. They were imprisoned without any 
“ previous convictions ” being proved against them, and it was the 
convictions of others that led to their incarceration. 


Mrs. Bamsbotham has been very much interested in an account 
of Professor Barep’s Antiseptic Boroglyceride, “ Ah ! ” exclaimed 
the good Lady after a day’s consideration, “ why doesn’t Professor 
Barer give some of his Anti-Sceptic remedy to Mr. Brablahgh ? ” 


^ TO COEBESPONDENXS.— la no owe oaa Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, he returned, uuless aocompanied 
by a Etamrod and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders, 
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jSTo. 182. Bargaining with an old Property- 
Master. Henry ■\\^oods, A. 


Ho. 661. Evenings at Home ; or, Teaching Grrandmamma 
the Three-Card Trick. F, Gr. Cotman. 


No. 1490. The Bookmaker. Have some- 
thing on ! ” Ed. Armitage, E A. 



iN ^.206. Silhouette Landscnpe- 
. ^ JBlackhcath. William Padgett 



No. 510. Handy Andy. Edgar Hnnlo} 



OUR ACADEMY GUIDE. 

No. 444. A Briar Attachment Gr. E. Hicks. Bravvo, Hcks ! 

It ’s Icksellent ! 

No. 530. A Decided Snuh. Makt L. Waller. 

No. 546. li. Lahouchere^M.B.^ Sitting for his Portraits N.B. The ^ 
subject might have been more flattered had the representative of U 

Truth been painted by A. Stokey, instead of by A. Baccani. Y 

No. 561. Discovered! “Please, Sir, I wasn’t doing anything at J \ 
the bureau! ” W. Q. Oechakdson', R.A. 

No. 587. Pox and Geese. H. Weigall. ^ ‘ 

No. 620, Sir Henry IIaichins\_Fancy Portraif]. “No it ain’t,” 
savs ’Arry, “ it ’s Mister Aeting a ’Awkin ! ” W. S, Heeeeet. 

No. 635, 636, 637. Sea and Rocky ^ by Stonet. 1!=:=:':,.. 

No. 678. Mind your Stops! or, Ternpus Pugne UP Female No. 391, 
organism. Edwin Long, E. A. proph^ 

No. 679. Boat Gone! ^ Luggage Lost!^^ Hilda Montalba. Nan B 

No. 684. Irving Appealing to the Gods. F. Baenaed, r 

No. 688. Pan-See Portraits, China. N. Cheyaliee. ’23 

No. 701. Signora Tamhourini. Aethxte Hill. 

No. 708. “I defy any one to take me! ” exclaimed the gallant 
soldier, “ I ’ll have a shot at you an^rhow, though you ’re not pigeon- 
breasted,” cried Dr. Caever’s artistic antagonist. “Confound it,” 
began the irate officer ; but it was too late, his indignant expression 
had been caught by A. Stttaet Woetley. 

No. 717. The Unready Reckoner ; or, another version of Leech’s r. 

celebrated “Irritable Centleman disturbed by a Bluebottle.” ^ 

George Reid. i . 

No. 731. Reeds Pntire. J. M. Southern. 

No. 787. A War Correspondent corresponding with the original 
A. Forbes, admirably painted bv Hubert Heekomer, A. 

No. 813. The Pight for the Standard. Our Sir John will follow 
this up next year with A Contest for the Morning Post, A Row 
about the^ Daily News, A Struggle for the Telegraph, and so on. 

Full of Are and dash is the expression of these warriors’ eyes, and 
probably something stronger than “ dash ” is the expression in these 
warriors’ mouths. Sir John Gilbert, R.A. ahJf 

No. 833. Escaped fi'oni the Grosvenor Gallery. Jessie Mac- 

GEEGOE. ^ ([ \ ] 

No. 845. “ This is the Way to Travel if you want to Enjoy Your- 
5e7/.” R. Etllihgeoed. C 




0 . 391. French Polish. ‘‘0 my 
prophetic soul !-~my ancle! ** Jan 
Van Beers. 




No. 262. The Automaton; or, How 
it ’s done. A Pi-yoho-logical Study, 
dedicated to Maskelyne and' Cook. 
J. IL limner. 



No. 264. In such a jolly boat ! A 
rough 'sketch of ploughing tho sea 
with tho aid of a Tiller. Albeit 
Besnard. 


No. 1515. Hiogenes’prevented from 
getting out of Ms Tub by the Inde- 
licate Conduct of some very forward 
ToungWoiJifin. J. Warm-Water- 
houae. 


No. 468. Trained Lion rehear <i! g 
privately. Briton lUvike, E. A . 
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his Ludship’s gorgeous array, aod in less 
time than it takes me to rite it, ’cos I : 
writes preshiis slow, B.is Ludship, who 
had entered the sacred enclosure a mere 
English Gentleman, emerged from it in 
all the glory of a EichAjBD the 3rd at the , 
Theater Eoyal, Drewry Lane ! Ah, that 
was a sight that I shan’t soon forget. Then 
came the Adress, after, they’d found the 
Recorder who was lost in the scrowge, and 
then the Gdeen red her anser, and then 
certain Gents was made appy for life by 
being introduced to Her, and then she druv 
away, and again the silly brated transforma- 
tion scene took place, and the Lord Mare 
rode away as he came, only an appier and 
aprowderman. 

Far above all it was a ^and day lor the 
People, I means the poor People. 

But I do ope as Epping will be kep proper 
and respekabel. Anyhow its a grand thing 
for the Copperashun to ave done, and ’eres ! 
their jolly good ’ealth ! Roheet. I 


THE SEVEN AGES OF V70MAN. 

By a Cantankerous Old Curmudgeon, 

All the world ’s a Wardrobe, 

And all the girls and women merely wearers : 
They have their fashions and their fantasies, 
And one she in her time wears many gar- 
ments 

Throughout her Seven Stages. First, the 
baby, 

Befrilled and broidered, in her nurse’s arms. 
And then the trim-hosed schoolgirl, with 
her dounces 

And small;boy*soorningface, tripping, skirt- 
waggling, 

Coquettishly to school. And then the flirt, 
Ogling like Circe, with a business adlkuh 
Kept on her low-cut corset. Then a bride 
Full of strange finery, vestured like an 
angel, 

Veiled vaporoudy, yet vigilant of glance, 
Seeking the Woman’s heaven, Admiration, 
Even at the Altar’s steps. And then the 
matron, 

In fair rich velvet with suave satin lined, 
With eyes severe, and skirts of youthful cut 
Full of dress-saws and modish instances, 

To teach her girls ihtir part. The sixth age 
shifts 

Into the grey yet gorgeous grandmamma. 
With gold pince-nez on nose and fan at side, 
Her youthful tastes still strong, and worldly 
wise 

In sumptuary law, her quavering voice 
Prosing of Fashion and Le Follet^ pipes 
Of robes and bargains -rare. Last scene of 
aU, 

That ends the Sex’s M)c?c-swayed history, 
Is second childishness and sheer oblivion 
Of youth, taste, passion, aU— save love of 
Dress ! 


. .A. -T-if-rs Ie sumptuapy kw, her quaveting voicc 

D i N 0 RAH IN D I F F I C U LT 1 E S Prosing of Fashion and Le Follet^ pipes 

( Vide case of Stevens v. Batti last week, with a Butt for the Defendant.) robes and bargains -rare. Last scene of 

— - . — - - — - ■ ■■ - _ — — I - — — ■■■■■■■ II — ■ I 1^ 

i ~~ ~~ ' That ends the Sex’s M)c?e-swayed history, 

"ROBERT^' IN EPPING EOBEST. Of “S, ‘‘Stefan, of 

Satteeday the 6 th of May was a grand day for all of us ! , Dress ! 

In the first and principle place never did Sun shine upon a lovelier limshun, and never did 

my patrons and there friends do grater justice to it. And this I will say, for above all I 

loves to be troothfool, that tho’ the old stagers the Copperashun was a good fust, the members A MEMENTO OF THE ROYAL 
of Paxlyment and the house of Lords was a jolly good 2nd. I must not of course betray WFDDTKrr 

secrets or I might add that sum of the honnerblest names in England cum into our butiful ^ u. 

refreshment tent sum 3 sum 4 times, 

It was a grand day for the Copperashun. It was a grand day for the Lord Mare. ^ ' 

In the fust place, as of course he couldn’t condescend to lunch with the mere canoil, as v 

the French calls us, he had a lovely dayjournee at the late Q-ueen Elizabeth’s lodging ^ 

house at Chin^ford, which, Beowh tells me, is Chinese for horseback. r ■ WALKER 

His Ludship druv in nis beautiful state carridge to meat his Queen at the Railway [ii. ilflp? o ^)p|] 

Station, and then, like a galliant Night of old, ’he mounted on his nohel steed and rode behind ! ^ ^ -iiuFj-i™-™ r 

Her Majesty’s Carridge aU the way to Eye Beach, a matter of 3 miles, without falling ofi >> 

once. I saw him arrive, hut what was my estonishment to find him in the ordinary costoom 
of the ijeriod, just like a mere common gentleman. But my surprise soon guv way to 
admiration, ' 

I have seen sumtimes at Crismas time wonderful changes of Princes into Arlequins, 

Lord Chamherlains into Panterloons, and Nohblemen into Clowns, but nothing I ever seed Useful and Ornamental Clock at the 
afore equalled what I now saw behind’the Tent. His Ludship’s Wally were there with Great Western Station, pAnniNGXON, 


WALKER^ ■ 
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IN MEMORIAM. 


forir Jfrcbcritli 

AND 

Ittr. C|om:'is ^luie. 

Foully Murdered in Fhoenix FarJcy Dublin^ on May 1S82. 

As blameless as tbe flowers -wbich. borrow stain 
From the spilt ruddy life-stream of the slain, 

When battle rages ^midst the Helds of Spring : 

As bravely fallen as the few who mount 
The dread death-breathing breach, nor pause to count 
The shot’s quick crashing, or the steel’s swift swing : 
Eest, while the whole land’s voice lifts to the blue, 

In grief and praise, Proan and Requiem too ! 


In the Chamber of Deputies last week opposite parties 
fought over the Civil Interment Bill, the Materialists 
claiming for themselves as a Body to be placed on the 
same footing with Christian believers. An odd conten- 
tion : yet Shakspeahe, who knew the worthlessness of 
a mere body as well as anyone, when he put those lines 
about “Great CiESAE dead’^ into Ilamhds mouth, set a 
different store by his own bones when he invoked a curse 
on anyone who should remove them. Well, as the 
French Minister of Worship observed, “ When a man 
dies he usually leaves something behind to which funeral 
honour could be paid at all events, he generally leaves 
something to be paid, and frequently something to be 
honoured, if it’s only his “ acceptance.” 


By an Anti-Wagnee-Rtng-Man.— “ Call his work 
* The Music of the Future ’ ! To my thinking; it would 
he more correctly described as ‘ The Music of the Im- 
perfect.’ ” 



“My Niece’s bridal bouquet,” said Mrs. Ramsbotham, 
“was lovely. It was entirely composed of white corne- 
lians and gardeners.” 


Young Tonemdown has at last had a Picture (and a vert bad one 

TOO) HUNG ON THE LiNE AT THE RoYAL AOADEMY. Hb DISGUISES HIMSELF AS 

A Policeman, and stands by his Picture all day. Great Success ! 


TATvINO OUR AT ST. JAMESES HALL. 

Bravo ! and so say all his Sisters and his Cusins and his Aiints ? 
Certainly Mr. Cusins did give ns a benefit of it last Thursday night- 
Fill Harmonic !— -it was Crammed Harmonic, and not a seat to spare- 
The only fault, perhaps, of the programme was that there was 
hardly quite enough of it ; the justice of this complaint the musical 
public outside tbe hall can appreciate when we say that Master 
Beethoven’s Pastoral Symphony was one of the lightest and shortest 
trilles in the bill of fare, wnicb was breakfast, lunch, five o’clock tea 
with muffins, dinner, and two suppers all in one. 

The entertainment led off with Webee’s Preciosa ; Miss Santley 
appeared as the heroine of the tale, and Mr. Sam Beandeam as the Tale 
itself ; that is, his business was to come in as a Speaking, but not a 
Singing Chorus, This arrangement reminded us somewhat of the old 
style of comic song, when after each verse came a sort of stage- 
direction “ spoJceny*^ and the singer used to interpolate some- 
thing of this sort— “ Well, then she takes his arm and goes out 
walking all round the Regency Park up to the Zoological Gardens, 
and when she saw one of the horrid animals on the top of a long 
pole, she gave a little scream, and he puts his arm round her waist 
and says— hy everyone)— 

. 0 Jemima, 0 Jemima, 

Don’t I love you I Oh ! ” 

This is what Mr. Beandeam had to do. He did it well ; but 
we deeply sympathised with him, as, whenever he was becoming 
excited and really arriving at anything like a thrillingly dramatic 
situation^ he was at once put down by Mr. Cusms’ baton, which 
waved him away, clearly implying, “ Here, that ’ll do, we ’ve had 
enough of yon— it ’s somebody else’s turn now,” and up rose all the 
sporting Ladies wearing the blue, or red, riband jockey-fashion, and 
up rose aR the Gentlemen of the Chorus, and down sat Mr. Bean- 
DEAM abashed and temporarily disheartened; though in a most 
Christian spirit he soon forgot and forgave, coming up again smiling i 
when kindly called upon so to do by Mr, Cusins. | 

As an introduction to the Cantata, Mr, Beandeam good-naturedly ‘ 


gave us the names of the dramatis personce. This, apparently, was 
a sudden efiort of his own inspired imagination, as not a single 
name mentioned by him as being necessary to the plot could we 
find in the list of characters in the book. Among generalities he 
announced, in an ofi-hand way, what sounded to us at a distance 
like “ Chorus of Spanish Noodles ; ” hut this certainly wasn’t in the 
book, and for the life of ns we can’t even now make out what he 
I intended to convey. 

I When Mr. Beandeam gave ns an indication of Preciosa, he tem- 
1 porarily posed in the perky attitude of a sprightly burlesjiue chorus- 
ballet-girl, but as Miss Santley, whom we were to recognise officially 
as Preciosa, did not at all enter into the spirit of this impersonation, 
it seemed as if there were a coolness between the Lady and Gentle- 
man on this point, and so they had necessarily to be kept apart by 
Mr. Cusins, like the Queen’s Proctor, “ intervening,” 

Mr. Brandeam’s view of Preciosa is doubtless correct— a sort of 
Psmeralda, half gipsy, half ballet-dancer, a kind of First-of-May 
“ My Lady” with the ladle ; and this idea was borne out by his imita- 
tion of Preciosa' s Mamma, whom he represented as speaking and 
hobbling like Old Mother Hubbard in the first scene of a Pantomime. 
His “ Captain,” who suddenly interrupts Preciosa' s soliloquy in the 
castle, was a first-rate bit of Tommy-up-the-Chimney ventriloquism, 
the illusion being so perfect that at first we really thought the voice 
came from the second violin, and wondered how he managed to do 
it, and yet look so serenely innocent. 

We have no space for further description. The New Pianist, 
Signor Squambado * played for a long time, but he only touched the 
piano— not his audience. Mme, Nilssen was rapturously greeted. 
Beethoven’s Pastoral was, as always, delightfully refreshing ; but 
confound those Music Hall singers!— the reminiscences of “Right 
you are, says Moses,” must occur to anyone who is unfortunately 
intimate with the refrain of that popular song, on hearing the 
recurring phrase of the Shepherd’s pipe in the penultimate part 
of the Symphony. 

* We really must leave this name as printed. It is long since we have seen 
such a capital title. As a matter of fact the gentleman is Signor Sgambati, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BXTKACTED FB.OM 

THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 


Monday Kight, May 8.— House of Commons full of Members and of 
sorrow. Yot a place anywhere on the Benches for the latest e<^era, 
nor room in any heart for other thought than that of g^ei 
mourning’. Members apeak low and tread softly, if in the actual 
presence of death. To-night we were to have met in fierce party striie. 
The Opposition was to have been arrayed against the Ministerialists 
in deadly confiict. and all sorts of manoeuvering gom^ on to secure 
the allegiance of ^^^igs, Land-I^aguers, or other eccentric pmiticians. 
But the battle is of. One touch of nature has made the whole 
House kin, and those who came to fight remain to mourn. 

A. piteous sight Mr. G-ladstonii at the table struggling to per- 
form the duty cast upon him, and broken down ^th uncontrollable 
grief. “ To be mourned like this,’’ said a Right Honourable Gentle- 
man, looking round the House, the solemn stillness of which was 

broken only by the faltering tones of the PnEiiiEE, one would 

even dare to die.” 

Tuesday For good bnstHng indignation of a chirping 

i kind, give me Sir Ricbcabd Cross.” The remark is ^Sir Chables 
I Dilee’s, and there is a good 

! ^ deal in it. Sir Richabd, a 

W very smart Mn, a little of the 

Quarter-Sessions order. What 
being in the Commission 

Mik of .the Peace many years, and 

^ at the Home Office several more, 

has assumed, for daily use, a 
\ magisterial air which always : 

^ 1 prompts him to regard some | 

MiHKl J| particular Member as in thei 

JBIMbIV . ^ JJ dock. Sometimes it is the' 

House of Commons collectively, J 
or the Ministerial ^ majority ! 
which has been convicted, and | 
r - straightway Sir Richaed, iu| 

his capacity of presiding Ma- 
gistrate, passes sentence, and 
improves the occasion b3r a few 
^ remarks. To-night it is Mr. 
Chambeelaik at whom he 

“ Like a prosperous sparrow 
reproving a worm for not being 








I Bi-Jl-gh ; nothing if not noisy. e^rly enough in the mornl 

ing to be caught,” says Sir 
William Haecouet, regarding with an amused smile his successor 
as he stands at the table with his head on one side, his hand sharply 
marking the emphasis of his speech. Looks oomicaRy like a sparrow 
standing on one leg. 

Chambeelain certainly deserves all he gets. Gone so far as to 
insinuate that the Conservative Opposition, finding Ballot Bill second 
or third on the Orders, talked exhaustively on preceding subjects 
tiR too late to proceed with debate! Sir Richaed Ceoss properly 
shocked at this, so is Mr. Waeton, so is Mr. Goest, so is EarlPEECT, 
and so say aR of them. Encouraged by their cheers, Sir Richard 
Ceoss chirrups so loudly, that Alderman Laweence, who has been 
sleeping on the Cross Benches, thinks it is early morning, and rushes 
out of the House to catch the City Train. Bill, nevertheless, read 
a Second Time, and a great deal more business done. An aggregate 
sufficient to take away the breath of the Speaker. Clerk at the 
table cannot keep up with the record. Really nothing 
remarkable about it; only momentarily back in the old 
times when Members came down to do business, not to 
obstruct it. ^ 

Felt the Rne must be drawn somewhere. Ruled 
sharp at the appRcation of Mr. O’Sullivae- to read 
his Whiskey BRl a Second Time. With tears in his I 
voice, Mr. O’Sxjllivan pleads for the BiR. Hever was V ^ 

snob a BiR ; everybody loves it, distillers and teetotallers, . . . 
Mr. Ramsay and Sir Wileeid Lawsoh. All he wants is 
whiskey in bond a year before it goes into consumption. 

“Why, cert’nly,” says Sir Wlleeil ; “ keep it iu bond a year- 
twenty years ; the longer the better.” 

House would not listen to it. Suddenly virtuous. Done enough 
for one night, and whiskey must continue to be recklessly removed 
from bond. 

Business dftme.— Enormous. More accomplished between half -past 
four and eight to-night than during the rest of the Session. 

^ Wednesday Jfternoon.--Mi, Pease brings in Bill discriminating 
m the matter, of Capital Punishment ; Lord CoLirr Campbell a I 


Spirits in 
Bond BiR. 


Measure dealing with Scotch Licensing Laws. , Mr. Hewdegate 
devoutly “ hoped there was nothing bloodthirsty in his nature, but 
could not take these proposals of Pea^ at any . , 

price, nevertheless, BiU read a Second Time. 

Liquor debate a Rttle dry. Mr. Waetoh joined m I 

in it. So much interested in the question, dum t 
observe that quarter-to-six was at hand, and Bui 
consequently talked out, as they say. 

Thursday — “Wat! Ttlee?” Sir 

William Haecouet exclaimed, as member for ^ 

Harwich rose frombehiud front Opposition Bench. Capital Punish- 
Sir Henet Tyler thinks it ’s no use parleying ^ent BiU. 
aboutmatters. “Let’sgototherootof it atonce, 
he had said to Mr. Waeton-, during the Cabinet Council held just be- 
fore the House met ; present : Mr. Waeton, Mr. Charles Lewis, Mr. 
Stanley Leighton, SirH. Tylee, andLord Folkestone. Agreed that 
matters would be improved if the Government turned out. Accord- 
ingly, Henry the Tylee draws up Amendment, declaring Govern- 
ment not fit to administer afi:airs in Ireland. Rather disappointing 
result. Expected whole Conservative Party to cheer. Unfortunately 
went out iu a fizzle. Opposition laughed, Mr. Christopher Sykes, 
looking languidly across the House, audibly observed, “ Thought the 
feRah—going to read— prospectus— new company. Sir Henry 
Tyler, M.P., Chairman.” Sir Stapfoed Noethcote frowned, and 
Gibson openly scolded. Sir Henry then said he ’d better postpone 
his Motion. 

Drummond crying “Wolff 1 Wolff! ” again. Something wrong 
in Egypt. Drummond equal to either end of the Mediterranean, 
though “disappointed,” with both as far as they are afitected by 
the Foreign Policy of Government. ^ 

Haecourt up at last with latest Peace Preservation Bill. House 
. crowded. Home Secretary terribly impressed 

r'~' importance of self and mission. Wants the 

1 W Land-Leaguers to bury the hatchet. Accordingly 
1 put on funereal air. Originality of mind displayed 

J arrangement of manuscript. Sermons usually 

neatly bound in black cloth. Harcourt’s Funeral 
^ ) Oration on slips of Home Office paper. House 
#1 /• \'' listens with impatience to elaborate sentences, 
^ L if'-' recited in melancnoly cadence. 

^r(j “It’s like avRlage band practising the ^ Bead 

( V 3Iarch in Saul,^ said Cavendish Bentinck, wrest- 

^ ■ ling with his shirt-front, which has strong disposi- 

Settbd Land tion to cross the fioor of the House unaccompanied 
^Rh by the rest of his raiment. 

Ho laughing matter when presently, having exhausted the flowers 
of his rhetoric, Yernon came to the provisions of the Bill. Land- 
Leaguers lapse into gloomy sRence, with the exception of Joseph 
Gillis and Mr. Healy. J. G. somehow or other lost his place amid 
the crush. Got out of sight at the end of the Bench, but his voice 
distinctly audible. Joseph is iu a sardonical scornful mood. Mr. 
Healy also inclined to be ironical. “Ho! of course!” he cried. 

“ Would you, ah ? Ho ! ho ! ” and so on, through quite a catalogue 
of withering ejaculations. “ Mr. Healy,” said Lord Edward Fitz- 
MAUBiCE, “is the Miss Miggs of the ilouse of Commons. Only 
he ’s always in the mood presented by the young Lady when denied 
re-admittance to the Yarden household. ” 

“ Indeed now. Ah ! ah ! Ho ! yes ! ” says Mr. Healy in reply. 
Business done.— BRl for the Prevention of Crime in 
Ireland introduced. 

Friday Night. — Mr. Childers made his way to Army^ 

Estimates tlirough barricades of Motions. Ireland of 
course. Mr, Healy discussing Grand Juries. Sir 
Baldwyn Leighton treats on Yagrancy ; Members Pridny 
give practical illustration by wandering away. Mr. Sitting. 
Waeton offers a few remarks on Patent Medicines, 

Committee at last. Mr. Dalrymple wants to know why officers of 
regiments not Highland should wear trews ? 

“ Tis trews, and pity ’tis ’tis trews,” 

Mr. Childers admits,^ hut he cannot ask them to take them off. 
Business done.—k few votes on Army Estimates. - 


Shakespeare in Paris. 

A VERY praiseworthy attempt is being made at the Odeon iu 
Paris, in spite of Yoltaire and his Zaire ^ to familiarise the Parisians 
with Shakespeare’s Othello; but the management should explain to 
the audience that the play is not regarded in England as a comedy, 
and that lago is not looked upon as a comic character. 


Work foe the Charity Organisation Society,— To relieve 
the suffering from noisy Organ-grinders. 


Settled Land 
BUi. 


Fridny 

Sitting. 
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AT THE OPERA. 

First Subscriber (Mtisical Man). “It AsroNiaHES me, how these Singers 
CAN RECOLLECT THEtR PARTS SO PBRPEOTLT ! ThB CONSTANT DISOOEDS ARE SO 
PAINFUL, AND THB INTERVALS ARE OUTRAGEOUS!” 

Second Ditto. “Ah— just so. The other night I declare thev kept us 
Three-Quarters of an Hour between the Acts ! ! ” 


GEE UP, NEDDY! 

As the Corporation of the Citjr of London in their 
parental affection for that rickety ill-mannered bantling 
of theirs, Billingsgate Market, are praying the House of 
Lords to prevent any other Market from competing with 
it, principally because it was so enacted by Edward the 
Third of blessed memory, they might like to know some 
of the wise and liberal provisions of a statute that was 
enacted by the same most gracious Sovereign for regula- 
ting not Markets but Labour ; and as it cannot be a bit 
more absurd to attempt to regulate Labour by the re- 
quirements and^ ideas prevalent five hundred years ago, 
than it is to limit the number of Markets at the present 
time to what was considered sufS.eient five hundred years 
ago for one-tenth of the present population, Mr, Punch 
submits them h) that small majority of the Members of 
the Corporation wiio, having determined to oppose a Hew 
Fish Market because opposed to their chartered rights, 
are bound in consistency to support their adoption. 

“Every able-bodied Peison under sixty, not having to live 
on, shall be bound to serve him that doth require him, or bo 
committed to Gaol. 

“If a Workman or Servant depart from service before the 
lime ngreed upon, he shall be imprisoned. 

“ The old wages, and no more, shall be given to Servants. 

“ If any Artificer or Workman take more wages than were 
wont to be paid, he shall he committed to Gaol. 

“ Victuals shall he sold at reasonable prices. 

“lie that takcth more wages than is accustomably given, 
shall pay the surplus to the Town where he dwelleth, towards 
the Eing's taxes.** 

According to these sage regulations of the illustrious 
Heddy whose pious memory the Corporation delight to 
honour, everyone of their Officers who has had his salary 
increased since his first appointment, would at the present 
time he an inmate of Her Majesty’s Gaol at Holloway, and 
would owe enormous sums to Her Majesty’s Exchequer. 

As these are not “consummations devoutly to be 
wished ” either by the excellent Officers aforesaid or by 
their employers, the Corporation, they may all be reason- 
ably expected to entertain grave doubts as to the desira- 
bility of allowing themselves to be guided in even more 
important matters by the wisdom, or want of it, of 
Heddt the Third. 


Two Governments.— The Egyptian Hotables and the 
British Hot Abies. 


AN UNSPEAKABLE LETTEK. 

{Published quite bt/ mistahe,) 

Istamhouly ^Ist Jornada //., 1299. 

Respected Williams Pasha, 

For to address yon familiarly thus, in a eommunication to 
which, for your sake, I do not wish as yet to impart the character of 
a public European diplomatic manifesto, is, believe me, most agree- 
able to me. Respected Williams, I have taken up my pen because 
I am most truly anxious to assist you. I hear you are in much per- 
plexity and trouble. I am told that that portion of the mighty Empire 
you administer, called Ireland, is practically given over to anarchy, 
and that a weak and vacillating Executive has now for eighteen 
months, much to your chagrin and disappointment, found itself utterly 
unequal to cope with the forces of the orpnised disaffection persist- 
ently arrayed against it. To hear this, dear Williams, grieves me, 
I assure you, very much ; and though 1 have been sitting up and drink- 
ing strong coffee with the Sheik-uU Islam all night^^talking the matter 
over with a view to seeing what I can do for you, I confess I can dis- 
cover no escape for you from your difficulty but such as is offered by 
an immediate armed foreign intervention under the ^arantee of a 
European [protectorate. And this intervention I myself am willing to 
undertake in the interest of international security. 

I do not go so far as to insist that this occupation, which I propose 
to effect by landing 60,000 of my regular troops at Dublin forthwith, 
need necessarily be permanent ; but I should certainly not consent 
to authorise its termination until a standard of social right, a respect 
for constituted authority, and a general security of life and property, 
such as an enlightened Mahometan civilisation understands these 
things, had been adequately, fully and securely established in every 
portion of the disorganised province. 

You must not deem me, my Eespeoted Williams, severe^ when in 
the face of the continued and chronic disorder for which I am 


obliged to hold your Constitutional Government responsible, I insist 
that there is nothing for ifc but the turning of you, and those who 
like you are imbued with Western ideas— clean out, all of you— “ Bag 
and Baggage.” Not that I know whether that is the correct phrase, 
or indeed am quite sure what it means. But it was once shown to 
me in the pages of one of your Half-crown Reviews, and I have no 
doubt it is excellent English, and that you, master as you are of 
forcible nervous language, will for one thoroughly understand it. 

If I mistake not, too, there is, moreover, a special reason why I, 
of all your European friends, should do you this friendly service. 
The warm and kindly interest you were once so good as to manifest 
in the welfare of a certain portion of my own Empire, the disturb- 
ance of which at the time occasioned me some trilling embarrassment, 
has not been forgotten by me. There is an Arabian proverb that 
says, “ The bastinado that is not unpleasant to one foot, will pro- 
bably be equally enjoyed by the other.” I do not know, my respected 
Williams, whether you follow me, but I mean this letter to be a 
friendly private offer, made by one anxious to save you from the 
humiliation of a public scandal. You once gave me your assistance. 
Here is mine. We cannot have the “ Sick Man ” always troubling 
us. We should have to call in a doctor, and how would you like 
Bismarck, for instance, to give his prescription, and demand his 
fee ? You see I am so friendly that I am quite jocular. But unless 
you can put things straight, I must positively intervene. Kismet ! 

Yours, my dear Williams Pasha, with much kindly interest and 
esteem, Abdul Hamid. 

P.S.— Ihave just read your latest Manifesto. “No Jury,” and 
some other; excellent precantions. Tery good, my dear Williams ; 
hope it may answer. Perhaps I shan’t now have to come over after 
ah, which would be a great advantage to your solvent British tax- 
payer ; as interventions are costly things, and I don’t do business for 
nothing ! “Jw the name of the Profit P ’ as the Sheik would say after 
dinner. My vassal in Egypt is giving his Suzerain some trouble. 
Your vassals— ships, I mean— will soon be there, eh ? 
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HOW TO EFFECT A GOOD RIDDANCE. 

Scene— ^ 02/a2 Academy Fnmte View, 

Sorehani Jones f Esq., M.P. “Ah, now d*ye do, Mbs. Tomkyns ? So glad to meet you— a— I ” 

Mrs, Ponsonly de Tomkijns {lolw thinks Mr. Boreham Jones all mry well, hut doesn't want hhn just a.s .she \s (a/khiy fo the Duly of IVlin- 
lledon), “Oh, dsar Mr. Jones! Have you seen Mr. Sopely’s Pxciure? It’s in Room Mo. 10. J)o look at ir, and tell mic 

WHAT YOU THINK OF IT !” 

[Exit Boreham Jones, much flattered, to 'perform Mrs. Tumlyv.s^s eosn'mission. Emmt also Mrs. Towlijns and his (inter, in the uji/msite 
direction. 


THE lEISH EEANKENSTEIN. 

"When I fonndrso astonishing: a power placed within my hands, 
I hesitated some time concerning the manner in which I should 
employ it, But the visions of fancy and the pride of power urged 
me onward, and forbade too nice scruples or too prolonged delay. 
Scruple indeed seemed unworthy weakness in the light of so imposing 
an enterprise. The flame of an unholy ambition, whilst firing the 
courage, sears the conscience. What count some cunning sophistry 
of word, some politic ^ ruthlessness of action, in the great tasks of 
conquest or of creation? Life and death appeared to me ideal 
bounds which I might set at nought and break down in my pursuit 
of what ? 

f » * * * ^ # 

How can I delineate the' Monster [which' with such infinite pains 
and care I had endeavoured to form ? I had gazed on it when it 
was unfinished— it was hideous then, though to my distraught fancy 

bearing the promise and the potency of benignant beauty 

I bad desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation ; hut 
now that I had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and 
breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Mingled with this 
horror I felt the bitterness of disappointment ; dreams vain, violent, 
conscienceless visions, that had been my food and pleasant rest for 
so long a space, were now become bell to me ; and the change was so 
rapid, the overthrow so complete I 

A flash as of hlood-red lightning illuminated the object, and dis- 
covered its shape plainly to me; its gigantic stature and its 
deformity of aspect, more hideous than belongs to humanity, 
informed me that it was the ruthless wretch, the conscienceless 
demon, the baneful and blood-stained Monster to which I had given 


I life. I had turned loose into the world a depraved 11 error, whoso 
delight was in carnage and chaos : had it, not Tniird(*red my coiintry“ 
men, had it not wrecked the rising hopes of my country, had it not 
branded the author of its being, and the place of its hiiih, wiUi the 
blood-red, indelible brand of shame ? 

It approached ; its countenance bos])okc hold dollance, combined 
with disdain and malignity, while its unearthly ugliness rendered it 
almost too horrible for human eye. And yet- -yet was it not my 
Master to the very extent that it was my ( 'reature ? 1 1 idt'ous fatality ; 
inevitable Memrsis of the shapers of ill! Had I not framed It, 
breathed into it my own spirit, pandered to its exeessifs when they 
I seemed to serve my ends, profited by the very villanies which T had 
I assumed to deprecate and denounce V And now that the work of my 
brain had got beyond the nowifr of my hand, now that my lu^art 
sickened, more even with dread than with honest disgust, what 
power of control, of exorcism, of self-emancipation was left with me ? 

Shaken to the soul, I addressed it, yet faintly and faltcTingly, in 
words weakly expressive of disavowal and d^deHtation. It met my 
late reproach, my tardy denunciation, with mockery and defiance. 
Hideous, blood-stained, bestial, ruthless in its rage, imjdacable in its 
revengefulness, cynical in its contemptuous cdmlkmge of my authority, 
it seemed another and a fouler (lalihan in tijvolt, and successful 
revolt, against the framer and fosterer of its maleficent existence. 


Captain Shaw, the Fire lung of the Metropolis, has boonjnMpect- 
ing some of our places of amusement, lli.s report is so unaatiMfuctpry 
—not much beyond “ Pshaw ! ’’—that he will repeat his visit, /rhis 
is “ to make assurance doubly Shaw,” 
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“ 0 let us be jaw-ful 1 ” 


THE PEIZE EING DES NIBELUNGEIf ; 

OE, Panto-Mime and the Theee Meeey Maidens oe the Ehino. 

Few men have made more noise in tte world than Herr Eichaed 
Waonee, and if anybody doubt it, let him try the Ring des NiheU 
imgen ; or, Panto-Mime and the Three Merry Maidens of the Rhino. 
The Nihelungen is made up of “motives,’’ but Herr Wagnee’s 
motives are often hard to understand. “Blow it all!” says Herr 
Wagnee (they have trombones, and they all do “here goes! ” 
Herr Wagner’s rule is, “ When in doubt, play the drum.” This 

raises a spirit of 
V y emulation in the 

arms 

cleides ; at it go 
J ^ the horns, and 

“ 0 let us be jaw-ful ! ” singers yell 

in another key, 

to show that they are not to be put down by the odds against them. 
Half-a-dozen “ motives ” have been going on— if one could only 
have picked them out. 

The Nihehmgen opens with a view of some (lueer fish in an 
Aquarium. Here are the Rhine Maidens with Our l^'ew Patent Self- 
instructing Swimming Apparatus fitted on them, trying to remember 
that pretty little thing they heard last night. They don’t recollect 
the proper words, so Woglinde sings the tune, which seems to be 
badly recollected from Mendelssohn, to the thrilling words : — 

“■Weia! Waga! WagalaWeial 
Wallala, weiala weia! 

Then “ Gin a body meet a body coming through the Ehine.” 
Everybody joins in chorus. 

These bodies are taking care of the Eheingold, or Rhino, as it is gene- 
rally called, and a bad young man, Panto-Mime's brother, comes and 
walks about in the water ; to which these bold young minxes do not 
object until he goes up the ladder, which has been incautiously left, 
from the bottom of the Ehine to the shelf on which the Ehino rests, 
and walks off with the treasure. Then they let off the steam— which, 
by the way, they do on every possible occasion. Before the steam 
has quite evaporated, and while there is stiU a good deal of Hot- 
bathy smell about the place, the gauze rises, and discovers about as 
coarsely a painted scene as we ever remember. Here Wotan, the 
King of the Gods, is in a very low state of mind, because the 
Giants have built him a palace and are coming to ask for their 
money. The “ Can't-pay-the-Rent-and-don't-hnow-what-I-shall- 
do-ahout-the- Taxes Motive" expresses Woian's sorrow, after which, 
to some good old pantomime music, in come the giants Fafner and 
Fasolt, Ton know they are giants directly, because it is stated so 
in the bill ; though, as a matter of fact, dwarfs, giants, and gods 
are all the same size. To their “ Now-then^-Guv'nor^-are-you- 
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V'l? % 1 going -to -weigh-in? 

rii® 3£oiive" Wotanre- 

'/ 1; \X plies that he really 

much 

bliged if thev will kindly make it 
Woka and her T-owther-Arcadian C0iiTeaient to eaU again, and ofi 
Pei-ram-balator. “ey go, taking vritk them the 

goddess Fry-a^ so named because 
she acts as a sort of plain cook and bakes the apples, which is 
all that keeps the gods young. For these gods are in a very bad way 


altogether. Wotan, who is a disreputable old man, then goes off 
on an expedition to steal the Ehino from Panto-Mime' s brother, 
who is very good at conjuring tricks ; and, at the bad old man’s 
request, transforms himself into a crocodEe, which makes the god 
very nervous, and he hits at him with his spear to the “ I-say^-you- 
know .^-no-larks Motive'' The performer then changes himself into 
a toad, and to the Halloa ! -now- 1' ve-got-you Motive" Wotan 
treads on him and steals the ring and the money. The Giants call 
again, Wota?i settles their little account, and then, to the “ Schlog- 
hhn-on-the-kop Motive" Fafner settles his brother. 

Parts of the Walkure had better not be talked about ; but it may be 
said that Siegmund, having been engaged in mortal combat for some 






An Engine-eous Monster. 

hours with the brother of Hunting (a great sportsman), runs away, 
and takes refuge in Hunting's hut. Hunting asks him to supper, 
but doesn't give him any^ and Siegmundj who hates being chaffed, 
accepts a challenge to settle it next morning after brealdcast— that is 
to say, after Hunting's breakfast, for Siegmund's chances of getting 
any are remote. W otan's wife drives in on her chariot drawn by 
rams to the “ Baa^-baa^-hlack-sheep Motive" and after letting the 
poor old god have it right and left, insists upon his seconding Hunt- 
ing ; and his daughter Briinnliilde backs up Siegmund^ though her 
father distinctly tells her not to do so. Neither of the combatants 
has Ihe least idea of fighting, and they^ both die apparently of fright, 
in spite of the fact that Siegmund has found a sword sticking in a tree 
which he has been assured will render him invincible ; but that ’s 
the way it happens when Herr WAG-sm is to the fore. The Prize 
King they are all fighting about is not really the least good to any- 
body, and the all- conquering sword is smashed at the first go off. 
W otan then proceeds to have it out with Brilnnhilde, who has run 
away to her sisters, and finds them playing at horses, mounted on 
little wooden animals, to the “ Six-to-four-on-the-field^-Uvo-to-one- 
har-one Motived TJp comes Wotan and condemns Briinnhilde to go 
to sleep for an indefinite period, only permitting her to have a fire 
lighted to prevent the bad effects of the night air, lest, when she does 
wake up, infiuenza should prevent her from expressing her gratitude 
to the gallant knight who rescues her. The fire is shown by much 
vapour with light thrown on it, but it is not very effective here, and 
can scarcely be called a sueces de steam. 

This Knight is to be Siegfried^ who is living in the forest with 
Panto-Mime, and, indulging in a good deal of bear-play— brings a 
bear in with him to help : but though the bear is evidently connected 
with Panto-Mime, that dwarf does not like it. Wotan is prowling 
about, and as he can’t get anyone else to listen to him, and Panto- 
Mime rather small, he keeps on obliging him with another stave, 
till Siegfried returns, joins together the fragments of the sword his 
father, Siegmund, made such a mess of, and goes for the giant Faf- 
ner, who is Jiving 

in a cave hidden i "'P i 

m a second-hand 1 O' !‘ 








']Motim,"%Vii Sleg- 

isn t m the old Pantomime Business. Eum-tum-tium-tum* 
can tiddity-iddity-iddity, &c., ad lib. 

out of the “property,” he is pierced by the sword, and perishes to 
the “ fust-al)Out-under-the-fifth-rih,-I-fancy f Motived 
Here is some graceful and melodious music. The ill-used strings 
have an innings, and make the most of it, and the flutes, brass. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mat 20, 1882. 




EGOISM. 

“ Come here, Dora ! I wants yoti ' ’’ 

“ Thank yoh, Ebio ; but I wants myself 


A BxlLLADE OF THE EOW. 

There is nothing so much to my fancy 
As to sit where young lovers frequent, 

In the Park, by the side of Miss Pansy, 

Who hasn’t a heart— and less rent ! — 
’Neath the branches that shade like a tent, 
And watch “ the subdued and the slow,” 

The restless, the hot, the content. 

In a penny armchair in the Eow. 

Poor Frank you see at a glance he 
Is commencing at last to repent 
The vows that he pledged in the dance lie 
Sat out with old Mrs, Consent, 

There’s Tom, who has come to invent 
An excuse for his marriage with Flo, 

Who sings at the Suf oik and Kent, — 

In a penny armchair in the Eow, 

Old Time makes no further advance, he 
Has not even heart to relent ; 

He holds daily drill, yet perchance he 
Has a penchant for ribbons and scent. 

The procession of fashion that bent 
O’er the rails when Beau Brummel was lean 
Are passed — ^yet we do not lament. 

In our penny armchair in the Eow. 

Envoi. 

Tohy, an hour is well spent 
In the study of Life high and low ; 

Buv, buy, the show’s but a cent. — 

Take a penny armchair in the Eow. 


The Temps suggests the query Whether there are 
insoluble problems, and if Ireland be not one of them r* ” 
Wanted, a Statesman, to solve the Irish problem. He 
will be required to have first succeeded in squaring the 
circle, and to have discovered perpetual motion. 

Mrs. Eamsbotham says her new Spanish salad, made 
with Aragon vinegar, is greatly esteemed by some of 
the most distinguished tahleanx-rivants. 


oboes, and clarinets take advantage of the opportunity. Siegfried's 
general appreciation of larks has taught him to understand the lan- 
guage of the birds, and one of them, to the “ Second-turning-to-the- 
right-and-then^lieep-straight-on Motive f tells him where Briinnhilde 
is sleeping. He goes, wakes her up, falls iu love with her, and then 
begins the Grand T'oeal Competition. “Nice voice you have,” says 
Siegfried, “ Oh, do you think so ? That ’s very kind of you,” says 
Briinnhilde, “Not in the least. Can you sing A’s ? ” “ Certainly. 
Can you? lean sing B’s.” “Eeally! I can sing C sharp, if I 
want to. Let ’s see how long we can keep on at it ? I ’m a little 
out of practice, though. Why, I ’ve been sleeping here since long 
before you were born ! ” “ How strange ! Never mind. Come on ! ” 
Advice to those who want to hear the Grand Vocal Competition 
Go outside. Use your own judgment as to coming in again. 

There is one excellent thing about the G utter damnierung — it is the 
last of the series. 

Advice to those who go to hear the Gotterdammerung (which 
begins at half-past six) :-~See the Prologue ; go and dine quietly at 
your Club ; come back and ask a friend to tell you all about Gunter 
—without the ices— and his relations. Here are Siegfried and 
Briinnhilde, He gives her the ring, she gives him her Wse. To the 
^^Trifle-weah-in-dhe^forelegs^-hut-otherwise-sound-enough Motive ^ ” 
tells her husband to “ uphold him well,” (see Mr. Alered 
Forman’s ingenious translation of the book). Unfortunately, how- 
ever, Siegfried^ having got a good deal mixed up with all the con- 
juring business, forgets that he is married, commits bigamy, and is 
the back, when he isn’t looking, hyhis hrother-in-law, 
Magen^ who is probably rehearsing Clown’s business for Christmas, 
as he waggisMy directs Siegfried's attention to a couple of birds 
up m the air, and then sticks him. The “ Dirty-mean^trick 
Motive ’ expresses natural abhorrence. Out of forty-five charac- i 
ters, forty-one are now dead, so the vocalists give in, and with a | 
trmmphant fiourish in the orchestra it ’s all over. 

Honorable mention : Herr Niemann, voice a good deal worn, hut 
good arHst au round. Herr Heinrich Yoq^l, good singer, good 
actor. Herr Sca^ssER, very admirable performance of Panto- 
Mime, If Herr Wagner’s music is in advance of his age (is he 
twelve r), his mtse en scene is very far behind it. 


NOTES BY DUMB-CRAMBO JUNIOR. 



He Plunged Heavily. Then Hedged. 


A Bit rob Backbiters.— Your friend in the habit of abusing his 
other friends in your presence, is equally accustomed to aWse your- 
self in your absence. 

Proprietor oe Less than Nothing,— The Owner of a mortgaged 
estate in Ireland. 
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MADRIGAL IN MAY. 

{By a Very^Much- Married Man.) 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 84. 


CilOW^S^ER’S aUEST 
Ca\.USATION. 


Lilacs are out, "but I ’m kept 
in; 

The land’s all glow and 
glee ; 

What ’s that to me who have 
no “tin,” 

Kor even a latch-key ? 

Lambkins may gambol, I may 
not, 

A.11 lamb-like as I am. 

What ! Spring, shut up at 
home ? Sheer rot ! 

May without larks ? A 
dam ! 

My wife at her piano, gay, 

Spring ehansonntUes may 
chant \ 

I know “ It is not always May,’ ’ 

It ’s generally ‘ ‘ Sha' arC i / ” 


An article in United Ireland 
(Land League organ) seems 
rather to illustrate the saying 
that comparisons are odious 

“The toads are the ganff of alien 
oMoials who nestle in the snug- 
geries of the Castle, like as many 
asps in the bosom of the country.” 

So asps and toads infest 
Ireland still, in spite of St. 
Patrick, And fancy the toads 
all nestling like so many 
asps ! How do they manage 
itr* The frog in the fable 
failed in endeavouring to 
attain the dimensions of the 
ox. But in United Ireland 
the toads and the asps, de- 
scribed as nestling together, 
do certainly appear to consti- 
tute something very like a 
bull. Remarkable, that 
Land- Leaguers who love 
Irish-stew shoidd hate toad- 
in-the-hole I I 



PROFESSOR BARFF, 

Member eor Boro-Glvoeride. Our Preserver ! 


During a recent hurricane 
a chimney-shaft at Pv-other- 
hithe was blown down. Con- 
sequence, an Inquest. Parish 
Yestry Surveyor deposed that 
he^ had examined mined 
chimney since the accident 
and found it defective, and 
liable to condemnation under 
the Metropolitan Buildiags 
Act— like half the buildings 
of Rotherhithe. Coroner 
“ thought with such an extra- 
ordinary gale the jury could 
only regard this occurrence as 
directly attributable to Provi- 
dence.” Sic, But, unless a 
misprint, “ Providence” was 
evidently a slip of the tongue. 
Of course the “Crowner” 
meant to say “ Improvi- 
dence.” Metropolitan Board 
of Works, please note. 


HOMAGE TO HIGH ART. 

The success attendant on 
the production of the Nihel- 
ung's Ming may be expected 
to procure Herr Wagner’s 
Tetralogy the compliment of 
a comic version, entitled the 
Nihelung^s Knock, 


Mrs. Ramsbotham on a 

CERTAIN, OR A TRIELE UN- 
CERTAIN, Nobleman.— “ Ah, 
poor dear Gentleman, they 
may say what they like of 
him, but nobody^ can doubt 
his Accept-a-bill-ity.” 


A “ Modus Yivendi.” — 
Cat-and-dog life. 


A HANDBOOK TO KNOWLEDGE. 

No. II.— The Hansom. 

Q. And what is the Hansom Cab ? 

A. It may best be described as a Practical Joke upon two wheels. 

Q. Is it not also called a Safety Cab Y—A, It is. 

Q. Why ? — A, On the lucus a ?zon lucendo lorinciple, because 
there is nothing safe about it. 

Q. Has the Hansom any merits peculiar to itself ? 

A, Many— from the practical-joke point of view, which must be 
understood as ruling everything connected with this vehicle. 

Q, How do you enter a Hansom ? 

A, From a position immediately in front of the wheel, by stepping 
on to a slippery footboard of considerable height, and with nothing 
but the splash-board to hold on to. 

Q. What are the advantages of this arrangement ? 

A, First, that your garments will almost certainly get muddied. 
Secondly, that your person will most probably be bruised. 

Q. Why the latter ?— -4. The driver of a Hansom (who never 
dismounts if he can help it, save to drink) has, from his position hut 
little control over the movements of his animal ; Hansom cab-horses 
are peculiarly given to starts, jerks, and bolts, and a man with one 
foot on the kerb and the other on a slippery footboard, whom the 
slightest movement throws against the wheel, or precipitates into 
the vehicle, is fortunate indeed if he escapes contusion. 

Q, Once mounted, however, is all well r 

A, By no means. In the llrst place you have to open the folding 
doors of the vehicle yourself, which, on a narrow footboard, and with 
a fidgety horse, is an operation of much difficulty and some danger. 
A stout gentleman of uncertain nerve, with an umbrella in one band 
and a parcel in the other, precariously balanced on one leg, his hat 
entan^ed in the trailing reins, essaying, in a driving shower, to open 
the “ sticking ” doors of a dancing cab, is a very amusing spectacle 
—from the Hansom Cab point of view. 


Q. In whose interest are these little arrangements made ? 

! A, Presumably in that of cynical humorists— and the hatter’s ; as 
your hat must suffer from the reins from the ill-litting window, or 
from the jerky driving. 

Q, Describe the interior arrangements of a Hansom. 

A, A Hansom is at once so confined and so exposed a vehicle that 
it can hardly in strictness be said to have an interior. The two 
“fares” which constitute its licensed complement, are cranmed 
together in narrow compass on an uncomfortable seat. If the 
weather be dry, tbo cushion will be dusty ; if it rain, the cushion 
will be damp, giving a choice between dirt and rheumatism. If the 
window be left up, the Jehu’s long-tailed whip will fiourish and flick 
about your face, to the considerable danger of your eyesight ; if it be 
let doTO, it will probably damage your nose or your hat in its descent. 
Whe7i down, it will somehow keep out the fresh air, whilst allowing 
the rain to drive into your eyes or trickle on to your lap. When the 
horse falls, the doors will fly open, and you be shot forward against 
the window (if down), or the footboard. When you alight, the perils 
of getting in are repeated in an aggravated form. It will be seen 
how all these facts justify the title of “ Safety Cab ” bestowed upon 
the vehicle. 

Q, And how do you communicate with the driver of a Hansom ? 

A, You can only do so either by using your umbrella as a sort of 
semaphore, or by howling through a small trap in the roof, which 
you may or may not be able to open, according as the driver’s many 
wraps, or his newspaper may or may not happen to be over it. 

Q, Is it not within the resources of^ Civilisation to improve the 
construction and management of the British Cab P 

A» Possibly. Indeed slight spasmodic efforts in that direction 
have been made from time to time, chiefly by the introduction of 
such small and not absolutely essential fittings as looking-glasses 
and ash-trays. But substantial and general improvement seems at 
present beyond the effort of invention, the hope of the public, or the 
purview of the official mind. 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHABIVAEI. 


[Mat 20 , 1882 , 


GROSVENOR GEMS. 

[CoUccted by a mcje Mortal from the WorJcs of the Gods in the Gallery,) 





Xo. 77. Portrait of Mr. Gladstone as lie appeared, 
after cleaning his own chimneys, with a soot- 
ahle expression. "W. B. Eiohmond. 


Hio. 127. “Keep it Dark; or, The Ghost 
^ in the Haunted Coalhole.” A Darkie 
Harmony, by a Whistler. 


Ko. 144. “Take me, take my Trunk.” By 
E. Burne-Jones, or “ Ty-Burn Jones,” for the 
deadly-liveliness of the figures. 






SIMPLE STORIES EOR LITTLE GENTLEFOLK. 

“ Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! ” — Mderly Lady, 
No. yil.-MAET AND THE MOOCOW. 

Maet had a new straw hat trimmed with beautiful cherry- 
coloured^ribbons, of which she was very proud, and intended to wear 

it one morning when she 
fir*' 'v ^ was going to walk over and 
y ^ npon her kind Aunt Co- 

‘ ‘ \ SEYMORE. Bat her Mamma 

" ' thought it was likely to rain, 

bade her put on her old 
with the blue rib- 
' “ hons, and take the large 
’ gingham umbrella with her. 

How Miss Mary was one of 
. ; those little ladies who fancy 

know a great deal 
better than their elders, so 
she pouted and Bounced 
about. And finally, knowing her dear Mamma was engaged with 
visitors, slipped out of the honse in her new hat and oherry-colonred 
ribbons, pnrposely leaving the gingham nmbrella behind her. 

She walked briskly along, very proud of her finery, and thinking 
how it would astonish her little cousins. Still she was not happy, 
because she knew she was doing wrong. She had to cross a meadow, 
where there was a number of cattle and horses grazing. Now, 
Mary was not afraid usually, but she began to wish she had reached 
the other side, and regretted she had not brought her umbrella. 
She heard steps behind her, and she was horrified to see a gigantic 
brindled Mooeow was following her as fast as it could. 

The poor child stood still, till she felt the hot breath of her pursuer 
on her cheek, then she took to her heels and ran as fast as her feet 
would carry her. The Mooeow quickened its pace. Mary expected 
every moment to be tossed high in the air. She stumbled over a 
hillock, and fell, and then she fainted. When she came to herself 
she found she was unhurt, but discovered the Mooeow had tom off 
her hat, and was at that moment rending her beautiful cherry- 
coloured ribbons to shreds in a distant corner of the field. It was 
beginning to rain fast. Mary had to walk home in the wet : she 
caught a bad cold, and was sent to bed directly she returned. She 
had to wear her Zulu, with its faded blue ribbons, all the summer ; 
and whenever she is inclined to be naughty, her Mamma has only to 
mention the word “ Mooeow’^ to insure her instant obedience. 


THE SALON IN A NUTSHELL. 

[For Liners- Out who donH want to cross the Channel,) 

The Bastien Portraits of big-wigs—or gros bonnets 

d poif chiefiy the latter, as being more patriotic and generally; un- 
pleasant to Germany. Style new— or at any rate a reversal of the 
old Marshal MACHAkoisr done, for instance, in ^ tones absurdly old- 
fashioned painters would take to depict St. Simeon Stylites ; and 
the President of the Cour de Cassagnation in an attitude threatening 
a cancan to which the Municipal Guard wotild object. 

Gustave D(?re-^s^s.— Allegorical or nothing -—though sometimes 
both. At any rate, large and chromolithographical. May range 
from an Alpine range to an arrangement in Bed Sea fire. Latest 
tendency is to rather affect the scenery line of beauty, just to show 
that you can do anything when you are pushed to it. But good old 
original devoted Doreists still adhere, without much drying varnish 
however, to the three-yard canvas containing at least the population 
of a German principality variously disguised. 

Bretty Actresses^ JPortraitists , — The names of these artists— and 
models, though not always models in every respect— are Legion, and 
therefore excluded from our columns. But you may safely say that 
the presentment of Celine Chatjmont (she^^s sure to be there) is such 
an eau forte as to he almost an eau de vie ; and that the portrait 
of Madame Celine Montaland is remarkable for its breadth of 
treatment. 

Bonnat-teers,—^!^. up Gainsborough and fashion-plates in a 
conversational nightmare, and there yrou are. Throw in a hit of 
Hembranbt here and there if you insist upon being pretentiously 
exact. And then mention largely the names of M. le Vicomte de 
Trouville, Madame la Dnehesse de Z, and the rest of the Alphabet, 
and you will prove as much knowledge of Burke as of Vasari. 

Carolus Duranists,—(js,'n. make them something the same thing 
for conversational purposes, only pinker and prettier. Also more 
exclusively feminine and fashionable. Great thing, attitude. 

RolUsts . — A new category, came in like their pictures, on Hollers. 
Subject : Patriotico-Multitudinous. The Feast of Reason, and the 
Flow of Roll. Must be national and decorative, say the Grand Hotel 
Table d^Hote, when a gentleman has forgotten his purse, and betrays 
a natural ^jrearning for somebody else’s: or, the Apotheosis of 
Gambetta in 1899, Mem : to show yonr knowledge of this school, 
emphasise the fact that on the chin of the seventy-ninth figure in 
the right-hand foreground the wart is absolutely life-like. That 
is the touch of Nature which makes the whole “ world kin— but 
not Truth. 


TO COERESPONDEKTS. — In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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ITo. 113, ‘‘Ease afore Elegance.” 
Isn’t this a colourable imitation of 
Penny "Wliisttcr’s tradc-mnrk ? 












JS'o. 183. 2 \. Picgular Eough ; or, An 

Elizabethan Gentleman decidedly in 
Chukr ! 
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No, 89. Not bad for a beginner. The talented young Artist 
■whose work this is must be more than seven, but we should 
doubt whether he has doubled that ago. (Master AY. Hol- 
man H unt. ) It illustrates the poem— 

Mary had a little lamb, Wherever Mary pulled the string, 
Led by a cable tow ; The lamb was bound to go. 



No. 48. To be completed in a few more 

^ ^ Sittings, by J. M. Whistler. 

No. 31. The Self-conscious Lion ; or, r r m . , 

Seeking for Applause. J. T. Nettle- Mary had a little lamb, Wherever ACnry pulled the string, No. o2. Lady rehearsing Portia in Trial 

ship. (Oh ! Oh !) Led by a cable tow; The lamb was bound to go. Scene. J. Collier. 

No, 26. Note the Colour. About as warm as they make ’em. black and white to do it. “Off with his head I” What’s his 
H. M. Pacjet. name ? His name is AYatts, E.A. 

No. 63. H.H.H. Where ’s Tower Hill ? This Artist’s head ought No. 124. Section of the Beanstalk sown hy Jack. 
to be brought to the block. It shall be ; and we ’ll send an Artist in No. 177. London Chatham and Dover. Mr. S. FoEBESintheChair.* 

* Who is responsible for the binding of the G . G. Catalogue ? The one wc have got is all anyhow. Page 1 7 follows page 32, No. 7o comes immediately 
after No. 167. And on quite another page No. 167 i^ followed by 2^52. And— well— hang ii^lahorarc est and we haven’t got the time, nor a 

sufficient reserve of language equal to the occasion. 


WAGNER WAGGERIES. 

Op course it is utterly bad taste to declare that we would far rather 
hear The Flying Dutchman or than the whole of the Bjin^ 

dee Nihelunge^i, After fonr nights of the Ring, with the Ring of it 

still in our ears, — which 
makes us look and feel quite 
[jf ^,, , \ savage, —we deliberately say, 

“ Never ^ again ^ wi^ 

appears to our untutored 
. and uncultivated taste that 

Ring, taken as an “ all 
\ round” work, is just what 
Blight be expected from an 
impulsive musician after see- 
V , ing a melodrama and a panto- 
vw ^ -- ^ mime to the^ first time, ^and 

" ^ ^ combining the effects and set- 

ting them to music. As to 
^ ‘ Alotives ’’—this is no marvel- 

ions creation of genius, as in 
VogT-isation ; or, Her Ilooky-Wallmry- every pantomime or haUet of 
Alotivc. action there has always been a 

certain phrase to indicate the 
arrival of every character possessing a marked individuality. When 
the Giant enters in Jacli the GianUKiller, there is the Giant Motive ; 
and whenever Blunderlore is “ heard without,” this Motive recurs. 
The celebrated “Every Schoolboy” who has been to a Christmas 
pantomime knows by the music when a fairy is going to appear, and 
when Old Mother JhMard is about to enter with her crutch-handled 
stick, also when Pantaloon is coming, by the conventional “hobble 


VogT-isation ; or, Her Ilooky-Wallmry- 
Alotivc. 


motive.” Nay, in a pantomime there is a recurring Motive, we 
fancy, for a policeman, and invariably a rum-tum-tnm-tnm-tiddly- 
iddly-iddly-iddly Motive for the entrance of Clown. Of course 
genuine pantomime may be considered as the highest form of 
Dramatic Art ; and this view must be seriously held by all Wagner- 
ites, with whom in this instance we are inclined to agree. 

Jn melodrama the music is suited to the action throughout; and 
the repetition in Act III. of a strain that first occurs in Act I. is so 
invariably recognised as a connecting link for a train of thought that, 
on hearing it, the spectator can positively say, “ Here she is again !” 
or “ She ’s thinking of the parting with her lover in Act I.” 

The Story of the Ring could be easily told in three, or, at the most, 
four Acts. As it is, several moderate ‘ cuts ’ have been found neees- i 
sary. How the audience brightened up whenever there was anything j 
resembling a “ tune” ! How delighted they arc when Herr YoctL 
acts and does something ; and how pleased is everyone to get a laugh 
at the Dragon’s expense ! 

Oar recipe for a Festival Play of this sort is Give a Composer 
plenty of rope and any amount of brass. We could do it ourselves if 
we only had brass enough ; and we at once acknowledge that our 
Leading Motive would be the Pecuniary, or “ Chink Motive.” 

There is a greater chance to the Drury Lane German Opera, 
which commenced last week with Lohengrin and Tannkailser, Die 
Meisterdnger is advertised for the 30th May ; Weber’s Furyanthe 
for June 6th, and Wagner’s Tristan und Isolde for the 20th. What- 
ever the Wagner Motives may he for appealing to the British 
Public, whether der “ chinken-motive ” above-mentioned, or simply 
artistic, or a reasonable combination of both, we wish our musical 
Cousins-German success, and a blessing “ on both their Houses.” 

A Fem axe is at tbo bottom of every conspiracy, Look for the woman 
in the Kilmainham Treaty Mystery, and you find her in OAShea ! 


vox. xxxxn. 
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WHICH IS THE “C’RRECT CARD”? 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

PEACE IN THE PADDOCK. 

Ko, thank you. I ’ll stay in the Paddock, 
And hence I decline to depart ; 

I care not the skin of a haddock 
About either Finish or Start ! 

In the Ring or the Stand is a riot ; 

There ’s dust and despair on the Hill ; * 
On the Lawn or the Course is no quiet— 
Oh, pray let me rest and be still I 

I ’m sick of the talk of the stable, 

I ’m weary of trainer and tout, 

I loathe the delirious Babel, 

I’m deaf with the Bookmakers’ shout ! 

I know nought of “ layers” or “ backers ; ” 
To me no good ‘‘ tip ” is revealed ; 

I don’t know why folks should “stand 
crackers,” 

Or why they should “ lay on the field.” 

The Paddock is pleasant and breezy, 

And leaf -music lulls me to sleep : 

’Tis better to take matters easy, 

(I have but a “ sov.” on a “ sweep ” !) 

To add not an ounce to life’s burdens, 

But bask in the afternoon sun, 

And gaze on the trees in the Durdans, 

And wait till the Derby is won ! 

We lunch at the Derby’s conclusion— 

I ’m faint and exhausted with thirst — 
This waiting ’s the wildest delusion, 

Oh, why can’t they take luncheon first ? 

I think ’tis high time to discover 
That “ cup ” worth poetical praise. 

The opaline egg of the plover, 

The lamb, and that grand mat/onnaise ! t 

Are they ofi ? Has the Start been a blunder ? 

Or are the^r now running apace ? 

And what is in front now, I wonder ? 

And how will they finish the race ? 

’Tis over, as I am a sinner, 

I hear a loud roar from afar ! 

I trust something ’s proved a good winner — 
I ’ll light just another cigar ! X 

^ Despair. Evidently no one would give him 
luncheon. In such a case cynicism is pardm- 
able.— Ed. 

f Evidently ideal delicacies. Alas, poor 
poet!-ED. 

t The luncheon has come down to this ! He 
will light another cigar. He does not say ho 
has done so. Had the metre permitted, the Poet 
would probably have added, “ When somebody 
gives me one.” — E d. 


Pleasant Deeby Sayings, To a Memler 
of the Victoria Club. — “Certainly, put it 
down to me twice ; but I thought you were 
the mau who was warned ofi the Heath 
during the Second Spring Meeting for using 
foul language.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

^ Tuesday Mmfimg, May 16.— Captain O’Shea long suspected of 
wing a bom Diplomatist. To-night turns out to be a great orator. 
Has been threatening a speech for ,some time. Whenever Treaty of 
Kilmamham has turned np (and it ’s always turning up), O’Shea 
rises and says, “ Perhaps I’d Detter take the opportunity of stating 
the particulars,” Everybody waits, and the gaJIaut Captain sits 
looks straight before him, or lounges out of the House. 

By the way, interesting discussion to-night among Members near 
grammar of the thing. When we ask, “ Who negoci- 
® Rilmainham?” should we answer “O’Shea,” or 

p S]^ ? Of course you would say ‘ ‘ he did it,” not ''Shea did it.” 
Inereiore, 0 Shim, though unparliamentary, seems, Lindley-Mur- 
preferable to O’Shea. Must consult the Speakee, 

Having missed many convenient opportunities, Captain O’Shea 


xmexpectedly turns up at one o’clock this morning with the explana- 
tion. Rather long, but delivered with jaunty manner and fiuent 
speech. O’Shea takes great credit for never baiting Fobstee. He 
^mes past cruelly baited, he admits. “How the bear is 
loose,’’ O’Shea says, and House roars with laughter as it looks 
towards the corner where Foestee sits, leaning forward, with head 
bent, presenting interesting, but shaggy, foreshortened figure. 

The Bear gets upon its hind legs, and paws around, with one for 
I Mr. Paenell, and two for his late colleagues in the Ministry. 
Foestee can hardly stem the rising tide of tears when he mentions 
ms colleagues, partly because he loves them so much, and largely 
because they a,re so hopelessly wrong. Odd thing about the Bear 
being loose,” is that he seems to carry in his pouch all documents that 
possibly be wanted for particular crises. I-ast night brought 
out luH text of Paenell’ s overtures, out of which a passage had 
unaccountably slipped. How (half-past one in the morning, when 
produces memorandum of conversation 
with 0 Shea, and reads it, to the unspeakable delight of Conserva- 
tives. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Musical Maiden, bope I am kot bobiitg yob, Playing so much?’* 

Enaonoured Youth. “Oh no ! Pbay go on I I— I 'b so mboh sooner hear yotj Plat than Talk ! 


Forster had a bad time of ifc in the House for two Sessions. The 
only demonstration his rising created came in form of cries and yells 
from Irish quarter. “Like that engaging young person Words- 
worth unaccountably loved,” says Edward Clarke (so good a 
fellow that he oughtn't to wear that dreadful suit of Tweed)— 

“ She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove, 

A maid whom there were none to praise, 

And very few to love.’' 

How Forster is madly cheered by the Conservatives whenever he 
oi)ens his month. Randolph had better look to his laurels, or he 
will find Forster wearing them when he comes hack. 

Mr, Warton collecting subscriptions for a snuff-box to be pre- 
sented to the Ex-Chief-Secretary, with suitable inscription. M.P.'s 
subscribe a shilling : Constitutional Clubs, half-a-crown. 

Business t/one.— Arrears Bill brought in. 

Tuesday Afternoon . — At it again, hammer and tongs. Sir Stae- 
EORD brought up, placed in the forefront of the battle, held up on 
either side by Lord John Manners and Mr. Gibson, whilst he fires 
away. Mr. Parnell judiciously absent. Mr. Forster sitting in comer 
seat behind Treasury Bench, wearing that air of mingled meekness 
and resolution which is so affecting. Pockets snspiciously bulged 
out. Evidently full of papers— Cabinet Memoranda, or otherwise— 
that may he brought out at any moment. Curious to see how House 
watches him. A throb of interest whenever he puts his hand near 
his pocket. Hone can say what the next document will he. Only 
Captain O'Shea calm amid the turmoil. Keeps his eye fixed on 
Forster. F. pretends not to notice it ; but wriggles uncomfortably 
in his place, and tries to get his back round. The terrible O’Shea 
revolves as on a pivot, and always manages to keep his piercing optic 
on an otherwise prosperous person. 

At length, at end of sitting, the redoubtable Captain rises.^ Does 
not make a long speech, there being, in fact, as he observed, with one 
hand in bis trowsers^ pocket and a contemptuous glance towards the 
pifortunate Forster, “ HotMng more to be said to a gentleman who 
w disloyal to his old friends, and malignant to his old enemies.” Can 
jot down O’Shea^s words, but cannot reproduce the air of withering 


contempt with which they were uttered, nor the loud cheering with 
which they were received from the Liberals. 

Sir Walter Barttelot up, shouting at the top of his voice, and 
emphatically beating the air first to the right and then to the left. 
Sir Walter’s speech largely made up of two phrases. One is, “I 
am not one of those ; ” the other, “ Let me go one step farther.” 



Gladstone Bfiting. 

These repeated with great emphasis on the shorter syllables, are 
exceedingly convincing. Draw forth loud cheers from Mr. Warton 
and Alderman Fowler, To-day, Sir Walter, excited by the elo- 
quence of John Manners and Mr, Gibson, starts at highest notes. 
Deafens Hon, Members near him. 

“ Let me,” he roars for the fifth time, “ go one step farther,” 
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THE WAY WE LIVE NOW, 

“\V£LL, Old OHAPPir, waat did the Doctor say V 

“ Oh— SAID I WAS TO GIVE UP TEA, AND TAKE PLENTY OP REST, 
AND ALL THAT. MeAN TO.” 

** But what did he say about Big Cigars and Brandies- and- 

SODAS IN THE MORNING, AND ALL THAT.?” 

“ Oh— didn’t mention it. Baot is— never asked him I” 


“Wish he’d make it twenty,” said Colonel Makins, who sat 
nnderneath, “ and get quite outside the House. We ’d hear him 
just as well, and far more conveniently.” Business Hone. 

Thursday Mr. GtIBson, sometimes suspected of losing his 

nationality, associates too openly with Saxons like Stapford Horth- 
coTE, Georgie Hamilton, and Jemmie Lowther. To-night, tri- 
umphantly proved this a calumny. Speaking of the duration oi new 
Coercion Bill, raised arm 
aloft, uplifted voice, and 
said, “ Don’t let us have 
any more of these eternal- 
temporary bills.” Eternal- 
temporary is good. 

Business done, — Preven- 
tion of Crime Bill con- 
sidered. 

Friday Serving 

on Private Committee to- 
day, Takes up a deal of 
time. But Country first, 
the rest nowhere. Snhj ect, 

Begent’s Canal Eailway 
Bm. Pound old friend 
A. M. Sullivan, formerly 
“ the^ eloquent Member tor Lonth,” as Gladstone called him, now 
in wig and gown, as Parliamentary counsel. Some interesting 
Witnesses here. Allegation on one side that if something is done, 
will save fifty per cent, of horsefiesh. 

“ What do yon think of that ? ” Chairman asks Witness. 

“Well, Sir,” says Witness, “I’ve known the Regent’s Canal 
horses, man and boy, for forty years, and I don’t believe there ’s 
fifty per cent, of fi.esh on them.” 

Business The Sunday Opening of Museums ! 



The Sly Derby Dog. 


ON THE HILL. 

(May 24th, 1S82.) 

{Toviiysonidii Fragments piched up near the Grand Stand,) 

The stand of the— goodness knows how many— Derby Brigade ! — 

Up the hill, up the bill, thousands of Britons, 

Thousands of Londoners drew to the crest— and there stayed ; 

For the scarlet and all sorts of “ colours ” would soon thunder by, 
And the points of the Bobbies’ black helmets broke in on the sky. 
And they cried “ Clear the Course ! ” and the mob stirred its stamps 
and obey’d. 

On the hni, on the hill, hundreds of toffs and of tonters,^ 

Big- wigs and betting-men, bookmakers, plungers and prigs. 

Smart serene swells, and cacophonous spouters and shouters, 
Hid-gloved devourers of kickshaws, and noisy- voiced Nigs 
Oh, how they cluster and crush ! 

Sally and rally and rush ! 

Long odds and short ones lay lustily, gaze on the gush 
Of the creaming champagne from the glon-glon-ing golden-neck’d 
bottle, 

Lobster pick, pencil in betting-book, tipple and tottle. 

Ho ! and the Brummagem Brothers there shout themselves hoarse, 
Ten to one againstliPbrc^.^ 

And there ’s Jemmy and Staffy with hands lifted, eager to hag, 

And just look at that drag, 

W'here the bland beaming gentleman says— can one ^ess he says, 

As he pours out the froth-foaming fizz to his friend in the fez, 

And the mnnchiug Mossoo ? “To onr ‘ Entente ^ mm ami ! What, 
you fickle ? 

Nonsense ! Together we ’ll make a good book and dear Tewfik ’ll 
Gladly stand in. 

And we ’re certain to win ; 

And— come, none of your grabbings, my man! we’ve no Turkish 
DeHght, . . 

And I don’t think this salad and cham. will agree with yon quite. 
Who ’s that sneaking the bottles down there F Only Wolff I He ’s 
a bore. 

But he collars the empties and bolts with the ‘dead-men,’ — no 
more.” 

Cheery ! But yon Bounding Brothers, elastic and bold, 

Watchful William and Joachim wary, though “ out in the cold,” 
What of them ? Miching Mallecho, eh ? Like that cynical chap 
With his “ scratch-back ” and squirt ? Well, Ms foe seems to care 
not a rap ; 

All unlike to that woe-begone Welsher who ’s howled off the course ; 
What is it they ’re shouting, his worriers angry and hoarse, 

As concerning his none-too-square game with the favourite, Force ? 
The favourite ? Is he, indeed ? 

Will he carry the money ? Succeed ? 

Is staying the course the strong point of the cracks of his breed ? 
What says Weary William, who ’s sombrely standing at gaze 
In the midst of the noisy crowd, 

Grey-faced, heavy-browed, 

Like to one in a dreamy daze ? 

What to his Funchius true, 

Whom scare never frightened or threw ; 

Who stands by him there in the fray, 

Steady and still as a rock 
In the whirl of a stormy day ? 

•—“William, friend, what is o’clock? 

It is time yon should up, Sir, and say. 

Too much hedging and scratching won’t pay 
In stakes— or in credit.” 

“ Of course 

I must make the running with ^ Force, ^ 

But His ‘ Conciliation ’ my Stable has confidence 
^Tis with him that I stand to winJ^ 

And the nags gallopt by with a shout and hooray 
From the mob that surged and waver’d and reeled 
On the MU, on the hill, on the hiU ! Out of that field 
Who shall the wianer be ? Say ! 


“quite 0 KAY.” 

“ One of the Lower Class^ of the Community,'*^ [after reading Mr. 
Justice Kay’s summing up in the case of Lora Marcus Beresford 
versus Frince Batthyany), “I say, Bill, what’s ‘a statement 
wantmg in precision ’ ? ” 

Bill [his Fal), “ Why, what we calls— a lie 1 ” 


Motto for Hanlan,—“ He was the noblest Row-man of themall.’^ 








TOM, JERRY, AND YOUNG LOGIC GO TO THE DERBY. 


OuE keroes had just polished off their breakfast one morning in 
May, when the following note arrived from Young Bob Logic 

My beae oil) Cocks, 

You are on^ of course, for The Deebt. The road is 
played out,^^ so I propose to go down with some gommies by Mail, 
The Station is Wateeloo. where, as the Midshipmite said of the 
savage island he visited, ‘ Manners none^ customs heastly ; ” but I 
will “ drop in ” on you, and we yriMface the crowd together. 

6i), The Albany^ Yours hugely^ Bob Logic. | 

“ A familiar letter,^’ said the Coeinthiait to his Coz, Jeeey. 
‘‘In our days young men did not write in that fashion to their 
elders ; though I have myself written many s. flash note like that to 
Bob’s Papa— the Oxonian. I am very fond of these hippie contests 
myself, and you, Jeeey, are good at judging a prad. So we will go 
and see this time-honoured race, as proposed to us. At any rate, we 
shall see Life, mix with the Goes and the Shady owes, and find 
character, which is the target at which we s/ioo^.’^ 

On the eventful morning Bob appeared in a stylish overcoat, with 
a race-glass slung oyer his shoulders, and Tom and Jeeey, having 
duly “ got into their togs,” the Tkxo proceeded to the Waterloo 
Station. It was indeed a motley sight, and, as the Coeinthl^n 
remarked to his Coz, “there was life enough in the assemblage to 
furnish materials for a Smollett and a Hogaeth.” By the side of 
the platform there was drawn up a series of trains, the carriages 
full of customers of the Railway Company, but none of them seemed 
“ on the move ; ” and, as Jeeey said, a Railway that neglected the 
interests of its patrons in that way, could hardly expect to succeed. 
But the scene on the platform was rich in all forms of life. There 
was the nob, the snob, the cad, the dodger, the iiigger, the cadger, 
the sham Tar, the canny Scot, the orange-woman, the roguish, the 
schemer, the hypocrite, tmfly cove, the mug, the sharp, iho flat, and 
the bookmaker, all jostling together near the Booking-Office, while 
the Swell was also in the crush, and could hardly “hold his own.” 
For what young Bob called The Rough was there in “ great force,” 
and, as the Coeinthian said to his Coz, more disreputable “ speci- 
mens of humanity ” he had never seen. “ Who 
are yer a shovin’ on ? ” was the exclamation of -S --r ' -• 
one of these cly-faUng coves to young Logic, ' ' 

as the Teio elbowed their way through the 
motley assemblage, but our Bob was “ up to the 
game,” and made his way like a good^un. 

The Coeinthian, too, was “ all there,” and 
Jeeey followed on their heels, but not before 
a little Peig, whose head must have been 


screwed on the right way, had nabbed his 
pocket-book, while his tichcr also disappeared 
in the scramble, so that, as his Coz remarked, 
with the philosophy of a friend who “ has not 
been had,” that sartain persons had been “ too 

S r for J EEEY. The Coeinthian was heard 
3r to declare that even in the old days 


when they visited “The Back Slums,” masquerading among the 
cadgers, they had never seen such a seething mass of low life, ras- 
cality, wickedness, and deceit, so many shy coves, flash men, and 
Black Legs, “It is very curious, my dear Jeeey,” said the Co- 
KINTHIAN, “ that although the Horse is one of the noblest of animals, 
he contrives to make all those who have much to do with him the 
meanest of men. These Hippic Contests are all very well, but 
when the Peee and the Parliamentary Orator are as anxious as 
the Leg to lay their blunt, we at once see that a great many shady 
transactions must take place, which show the seayyiy side of Life in 
London.” “ You may well say that,” answered young Logic. 

“ There isn’t a man in the Crowd who wouldn’t ‘best’ his grand- 
mother over a race, if the old lady wasn’t ; and I tell you what, 
the girls bet just as much as we do nowadays, and precious good 
Hips,^ too,” ’ “Dear me! ” said the Coeinthian, “I should have 
thought a lady would have been above such a thing, but the hiqhs 
and the lows seem so mixed nowadays, that it is impossible to distin- 
guish them.” 

Our Teio obtained a carriage with some difficulty ; and, as is often 
the case on this line, it deserved to be stigmatised as s. foul-smelling 
DEN. There were one or two coves in it who were evidently on the 
flat-catching lay, and showed our heroes some curious tricks with j 
three cards, which seemed verv much to interest an elderly gentle- j 
man dressed like ci. farmer. He sported his blunt, and won, and then j 
asked the Coeinthian to “put a bit on.” This was done, and as 
Tom and Jerry in old days had been “ had ” by the broad coves at I 
cards, they were “ fiy ” to this “ little trick,” and won their money 
also. This put the players in a great rage, and, as the Coeinthian 
said, they had better look elsewhere for pigeons, while young Logic 
asked them if they supposed he and “ his pals were mugsfl At first 
the tricksters seemed inclined to “ show fi.ght,” especially ^efariner, 
who was found to be in the swim, but they “thought better of it,” 
and soon left the carriage quite crestfallen. 

On arriving at the Course, the Teio proceeded to the Grand 
Stand, and also to “ The Ring,” where they sported their blunt with 
: one or two of Logic’s friends. Beauty smiled down upon them, and | 
the Coeinthian was disgusted to find that it had 
. V ^ Vi. profession, while the shouts and yells 

of the “ Bookie’s ” deafened fcheir ears. Then 
came [the great race, and as the horses swept 
Sic,;, round Tattenham Corner, and came up “the 
straight” iso the winning-post, a roar went up | 
from the mighty multitude uko the sound of the 
upon a rocky shore. “’Twas indeed ^ a 
stirring^ moment,” said the Coeinthian, “in 
* that minute many a poor fellow ‘lives a life- 
time ’—for he does not know whether he is to 
win or lose. Our ‘ little hit ’ does not matter, 
but it is a terrible affair when a man is ‘ hard 
hit,’ ” So after luncheon and a pleasant out- 
ing, Tom, Jeeey, and Logic, went home on the 
Oie Word.” evening of the “ Derby Day.” 



Sharp’s the Word.” 
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“THE BLOCK SYSTEM.” 

Affable Old Zady {to Ticket OUrh-— Morning Express just due), ‘‘Ko, Vm not going up this Moening, but one op yohe Penny 
Time-Tables, if you please; and can you tell me’^ — (Shouts from the Crowds ‘*Now then, Mum!”) — “ip the 10*45 stops at 
Dbibblethobp Junction, and ip Shandry*s Bus meets the Tbains, which it always does on Market Days, I know, ’cause 
MY Married Sister’s Cousin, as is a Farmer, generally goes by it. But ip it don’t come o’ Toosday as well as Wed- 
nesday, 1 shall haye to get out at Shuntbury and take a Fly, which runs into Money, you know, when you're by 

YOURSELF LIKE. If YOU ’LL BE GOOD ENOUGH TO LOOK OUT THE TRAINS— AND CHANGE FOR HALP A SOVEREIGN, IP YOU PLEASE. 
Oh NO, I ’m IN NO HURRY, AS I ain’t A goin’ TILL NEXT Week. Fine Morn ” [Bell rings. Position stormed. 


A DRAMATIC DESCENSUS; 

OR, WHAT IT WILL MOST PROBABLY COME TO. 

This being tbe fiftli AnniversarTir of the establishment of the Hew 
School of Dramatic Art, and it having been rnmonred that important 
action, afiecting the future of this singnlarlj unfortunate Institu- 
tion, would probably be taken on the occasion of the forthcoming 
Annual Meeting, there was, as had been expected, a very large and 
induential attendance. Amon^ the distinguished company present 
were the Marquis and Marchioness of Bristol, the Marquis and 
Marchioness of Headfort, the Countess of Wharncliffe, Yiscount 
and Yiscountess Barrington, the Hon. Mart Boyle, Lord Rowton, 
Sir Julius Benedict, Sir Percy Shelley, Colonel Farquharson of 
Invercauld, Mr. Palgeave Simpson, Mr. Cornet Grain, Colonel 
Hughes-Hallett, Mr. Alfred Austin, Mr. Routledge, Mr. Ten- 
nant, Mr. J. L. Toole, Mr. George Grossmith, Mr, Heville, Mr. 
and Mrs. Kendal, Mrs. Stirling, the Rev. Steuart Bedlam, 
and others, who, it may be remembered, had all kindly given their 
valnahle sanction to tne undertaking when in its inaugural stage, 
some years since. 

Letters were also read, excusing their absence, from the Proprietor 
! of E no^s Fruit Salt, the Antiguan Mmister, Messrs. Crosse and 
BLAC isfWELL, the Chairman of the Isle of Wight Railway Company, 
Mx. Alfred G. Yance, the Beadle of the Burlington Arcade, and 
other^ earnest and enthusiastic supporters of recognised Dramatic 
Education, 

In opening the proceedings, Lord Wharncliffe, who was visibly 
anected, said he had a very painful task to perform. (“ Kear 1 ”) He 
had to announce to the assembled company the final dissolution and 
disappearance of their long-cherished scheme. In a word, the 
unhappy and ill-starred School of Dramatic Art was no more. 
[Loud cheers,) He thanked them for that manifestatioii. It 


gave him courage to proceed. The story, however, was a very 
simple one. The three pupils— and he reflected that all the immense 
advantages offered by the excellent Institution now in articulo 
\ mortis^ had succeeded in attracting only three pupils (loud laughter)^ 
had all turned out badly. (Renewed laughter,) Their double-first 
class man, the holder of the Barnes Aluminium Medal, and D’Oyly 
Carte Scholar of his year, had been hooted off the stage, in Tripp, at 
Sunderland, and wasj when last heard of, he regretted to say, taking 
the checks at the pit entrance of a well-known East-end Theatre. 
(Loud laughter,) The other two Students, though both anxious and 
qualified to appear as Hamlet at one of the leading houses, had not 
yet succeeded in getting even an engagement. It appeared, there- 
fore, that dramatic genius could not be implanted, after all, by the 
same sort of process useful in iuducing a mastery of vulgar fractions. 
(A Voice: “ You^ve got itd^) It was a humiliating confession, 
but he was hound to admit that the most eminent Professors seemed 
to have failed to impart to their pupils any practical instruction 
whatever, (Cries of “ Oh, oh ! and laughter,) 

The Regius Professor of Eccentric Attitude (Mr. Irving) here rose 
and asked the noble Chairman whether that remark implied any refl.eo-. 
tion on his own personal efforts. He insisted that he had had great 
difficulties to contend with, owing to what he must characterise as 
a ribald article in the Nineteenth Century, advising youthful 
I aspirants for the Stage to matriculate in Christmas Pantomime. By 
i this, he contended, a morbid ambition had been developed among well- 
born novices to fill the role of Clown. (“ Hear, hearP^) Gentlemen 
might cheer, hut he could only add that, prepared as he was to 
elucidate any comic business whatever, from the double side-rally 
as utilised by him in his Romeo, down to the window-shntter leap of 
his Othello, he stopped there. He considered that the Professor of 
Elocution was the legitimate exponent of the proper meaning and 
emphasis necessary to an effective “Here we are (*‘ Oh, ohP^ 
and cheers,) 
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BAIIAD BY A BETTING 
MAN. 


Another year I We lived to see 
Once more a Derby Day ; 
Self-questioned, “ Is it veil with 
me?’’ 

Can I make answer, “ Yea ” ? 


Do I, with steadfast hope imprest, 
Believe I ’m bound to win, 

Feel conscious of a mind at rest. 
Experience peace within ? 

Atti I persuaded I have got 
A sure and certain tip 
From one who knoweth what is 
what ; 

A seer who cannot slip ? 

I trust I ’ve made my book aright, 
And cannot come to grief ; 

Else, peradventure, now I might 
Turn over a new leaf. 

Besides, I’ve hedged— the wary 
course 

Is oft the wiser ]^lan ; 

There ’s oft no getting at a horse : 
No nobbling e’en a man. 

But having reckoned all my bets, 
The winner in the end, 

On losers dubbing up their debts 
0 dear, may I depend ? 

Them nought but Honour can 
compel, 

The Law won’t force, to pay. 
And shall I find that all is well 
In sooth on Settling Day ? 


Pleasant Deebt Sating s. To 
an Otowcn— “I want to back 
your horse, and will, if you will 
tell me honestly and^ candidly 
whether you intend him to try 
to-day, or not.” 

'To a Trainer.— -^*'1 must con- 
gratulate you on the appear pee 
of your animal ; but really is it 
true, what everybody is saying, 
that you yourself gave him two 
buckets of water before he came 
into the paddock ? ” 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 86. 



MR. “BRUCE” RYMILL. 

' Coma ! Going I ? ” 


WAR TO THE KNIFE! 

Ieeland has suffered from 
many curses. She has suffered 
from conquest ; she has suffered 
from famine. She has suffered 
from agitators ; she has suffered 
from rack-renters. Her melan- 
choly history is written in many 
strange ways and strange places. 
The old hazard-table at the Kil- 
dare Street Club— ploughed deep 
with the furrows of human folly-- 
is one monument of her wretched 
past and more wretched present. 
Her life-blood has been drained 
for the sustenance of gamblers 
and drunkards. She has been 
governed by fools ; she has been 
governed by rogues ; and she is 
now governed by thieves and cut- 
throats. She has taken to the 
knife. Her chosen patriots affect 
to deplore this, though there 
hands are morally as red as the 
hands of the Three Anabaptists 
in the Troi^hete. She has taken 
to the knife. No indignation 
meetings — no protests — no Mr. 
O’ CkocO’ Bile’s tears can get rid 
of this shameful fact. She has 
taken to the knife — whether 
butcher or bowie is not yet cer- 
tain— as, before this, she took to 
the revolver. 

“ Bid you e’er have the luck to see 
Bonny brook Fair ¥ 

An Irishman all in his glory is there ! 

With his Yankee revolver, 

And knife up his sleeve ! ” 


Pleasant Dekby Sayings. To 
a Backer.— Well, yes, on paper 
your book looks wonderfully 
good, but I suppose you ’ve heard 
that the man who laid you that 
1000 to 30 four times is broke ? 
Write to me from Boulogne, old 
Chappie.” 

To a Jhc/i;cy. — ‘ “ Hope that 
bridle ’s strong, Laddie ; it would 
be a bit awkward for you if it 
broke opposite the Stand.” 


Mr. Hamilton Aide here rose. ^ He said he had not long since 
entered himself at the College, desirous of taking his degree as Pan- 
taloon. Y'et he had been expelled. He considered such treatment as 
a gross outrage. [Uproar,) He repeated it. He had been uncere- 
moniously “rusticated.” {Laughter,) It was with a generous 
impulse to swell the number of students, if only to the extent of one, 
and so to enable the Institution to make a better show to the public 
when walking out two and two, that he had enrolled himself for 
instruction; though, he admitted, he had done so quite as an 
amateur. 

The Senior Warden [Mr. J. L. Toole) interposed. He said there 
appeared to be some ‘ ‘ most extraordinary ’ ’ mistake. ‘ ‘ Rustication ’ ’ 
merely meant a turn in the Provinces. (“ HTcar, hear He felt 
sure no offence was meant to the honourable undergraduate, by 
sending him down for his little go to Lyme Regis. Honours at 
Drury Lane would come later. Perhaps, [Laughter,) The last 
speaker should remember that whatever he had been once, he was 
woM? a “ professional,” [Cheers,) 

The Rev. Mr. Bedlam said, that as a “professional” of very old 
standing himself, he concurred heartily in what had fallen from the 
worthy Warden. And he would like to put in a word here. It was 
this. Amateurs were the bane of this question. [Applause,) What 
did a set of dilettante meddlers know about the British Stage ? 
Nothing! [Lo%td cheers,) 

Mr. Aleeed Austin [with loarmth)^ I am entirely of your opinion, 
Sir. [Loud laughter,) 

Mr, CoENET Ueain wanted to know whether any replies had been 
received from the Foreign Governments who had Been asked to 
furnish f uR particulars as to the working of State aid and endow- 
ment of the National Drama. 


Lord Whaencliepe [with deep emotion). No, Mr. Gbain. I regret 
to say— none ! [Loud laughter,) 

Mr. Dion Boucicault here rose, and was about to give the noble 
Chairman his cordial support, when one of the door-keepe^ an- 
nounced, amidst indescribable confusion, that the brokers had effected 
an entrance, and were already in possession of the premises. Upon 
having this not altogether unexpected piece of intelligence whis- 
pered to him by the Loed Mayor, who happened to have looked m 
at the Meeting casually in a quite friendly and unofficial manner, 
the noble Chairman, who seemed to feel the painful position of the 
Institution very keenly, after a few moments’ conversation with the 
Council in a corner, withdrew hurriedly with the archives to consult 
a solicitor, and the proceedmgs terminated. 


“BEARING THE BELL” 



Great Paul* Another Jumbo— Pauley Hauley ! ” 




BEHIND THE SCENES ! 

Mr. J. L. Toole, the well-known comedian, was entertained on Thurs- 
day last at breakfast by the Premiee..’^ — Daily Fapey'. 

Scene — -4 Darlour in Downing Street. Mr. G-laestone discovered 
up to his eyes in official papers, Dnter Mr. Toole. 

Mr. Gladstone {hurriedly leaving his work). My dear Sir, 1 am 
heartily glad to see yon 1 , , ^ „ 

Mr, Toole {shaking hands warmly). “Pray ^scuse my glove.” 
{Coughs apologetically.) Don’t yon rememher—an old catch- word 
of mine at the Gaiety ? {Considering ^ with his hand to his mouth.) 
It mnst he ten years ago at least— now, mnstn’t it ? How time runs 
on, to he sure ! 

Mr, Gladstone {seating himself^ and pointing to the taUe). Shall 
we set to work ? 

Mr, Toole. Well, I don’t mind if I do. “I ’ve only got a ’onr 
for my breakfast,” as I used to say in John’s farce. You know 
John Hollinosheai) ? ( With conviction,) Why, of course you do ! 
{Confidentially.) And how are you ? All well at home ? {Heartily.) 
ThaVs right I {Sympathetically.) But you’re looking pale, a 
little out of sorts, not quite the thing ? Ah ! Just so ! 

Mr, Gladstone, I have been much worried by recent events, Mr. 
Toole. The altercation about the letter of Mr. Parnell, has caused 
me serious annoyance. 

Mr, Toole {with sympathy). Ah, I dare say! Just so, just sol 
Coming out by bits, eh? Yes. Says they, “Why didn’t you say 
so at first ?” Says you, “Cos you didn’t ask me!” Of course, I 
see I Just like Spriggins and the Major I By the way, 1 shall put 
Id on Parle Francais up at a Matinee at my Theatre, by-and-by. 
You must come and see it. 

Mr, Gladstone, I shall certainly be present at the initial perform- 
ance. I am very glad to see you here, and alone, Mr. Toole, as I 
want to consult you upon a matter of very great importance. 

Mr. Toole {smiling). So you have sent Herbert out for a half- 
holiday ? Ah, to be sure ! Quite right— “ Not before the boy,” eh ? 
’Souse me— only an old gag of mine. 

Mr, Gladstone. Yes, Mr. Toole ; I think it advisable to say what 
I have to say without a witness. I am sure Herbert has perfect 
confidence in me 

Mr, Toole. So he should ! As I always say to him, “ Keep your 
eye upon your father, and he will pull you through I ” You want to 
have alitfle chat about the Egyptian Question, or the Budget, eh ? 
{GraUfisd.) I am sure I shall be only too glad to do what I can. 
Always. At any time, don’t you know ? Pleased. Honoured, I am sure. 

Mr. Gladstone. I knew you would. You are always so very 
obliging. But it ’s not exactly about the Budget or the Egyptian 
Question.^ {With hesitation.) The fact is, I— hem— I want to ask 
your opinion— upon— hem— cupboard ) — upon something 
I have here. ^Produces enormous pile of MS.) The fact is, it is 
a farce, in Kine Acts, which I have knocked ofi in my leisure 
moments. 

j Mr. Toole {starting to his fee£). Delighted to hear it at any time ! 
Yes, at any time I But just now, don’t you know, I ’ve got to go 


to King William Street to see about the Booking. Must go at once* 
{Impatiently.) Never so annoyed in my life I But I will hear it 
soon— yes, very soon I {Heartily.) Any day you like ! 

Mr. Gladstone {disappointed). I am sorry you can’t wait, {With 
pride.) It ’s called Miss Brownes Little Wreath of Forget-Me-Nots. 

3Ir. Toole {^astonished), {Heartily.) Capital title ! Capital! 
I must hear it ! Oh, yes, I must hear it ! And in Ten Acts, too ! 
Just a nice length. 

Mr. Gladstone {apologetically). It ’s only in Nine Acts ; but if yon 
could do anything with [eagerly)— 1 could put on another I 

Mr. Toole [heartily). Ah, do ! And I will hear it after you ’ve done 
it ! Good-bye ! So sorry I can’t wait ! Never so much annoyed in 
my life ! But must attend to the Booking, don’t you know ? So 
annoying I See you soon at the theatre ? Yes ! That ’s right ! 

^ \_Fxit hurriedly., and meets Eminent Tragedian 07i the Stairs. 

Fminent Tragedian {janguidly). Ah, Job:nny, is the Premier 
alone ? 

Mr. Toole. Yes, and waiting for you. Tell him, from me, that 
you ’re the very man to consult upon the matter we were discussing ! 

{Disappears in a hansom, and dy'ives off furiously. 

{Scene closes in upon the Premier and Eminent Tragedian closeted 
together for inany hours. ) 


LIGHT OUT OF DARKNESS. 

“The duration of the eclipse of the snu on the 17th of May,’^ s-^ys the 

Times, “ was about seventy seconds.” 

Seventy seconds— no more, eager /S'aijaws'.'— seventy seconds, no 
more ! 

Yet what may they tell of the sun, eager Savans, that ne’er was dis- 
covered before ? 

It seems but a twinkling of time, eager Savans~; let ’s hope it may 
tell yon, oh ! lots 

Concerning Corona and spots, eager Savans, concerning Corona and 
spots. 

With Light against darkness, long time, eager Savans, has Science 
maintained a good fight, 

And now she must utilise Darkness, oh, Savants I to throw greater 
light upon Light. 

Seventy seconds of sunlessness, Sava^is! Well, much has been 
managed in less ; 

So, here’s wishing you luck and success, eager Savans I— 
wishing you luck and success ! 


Pleasant Derby Sayings. To the Owner of Second,— old 
man, if your Jockey hadn’t made so much running, or hadn’t made 
such a waiting race of it, or had had the pluck to take his place 
coining round Tattenham Corner, or hadn’t come at such a rare bat 
round the Corner, you would have won to a certainty.” 

To Fveryhody from Fveryhody,— ^'Wh!dA,, didn’t I tell you aU I 
along ? ” 


lO COEB.ESPONDEKTS. — In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope cr Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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SOME PEOPLE GET SO SOON FAMILIAR. 

SnooJcson, *‘Uli.o, Monty. How are you?” 

Lord Montague Brahazon, “ Pretty WELL, THANKS, AND HOW ABE FOiri’— AND 
-A — WHAT IS roriJ Name?” 


“EGBERT” ON BILLINGSGATE. 

So we Ve got trayters ia the Camp, have we ? 

Objeoshun f see is taken to one of the wery sacred est of Charters because it ’s 
; a matter of 500 years old. As if a Charter wasn’t like Port Wine and got 
, betterer by age, aye and sacreder too. 

Them low East Enders must be tort better manners, and grater reverence 
j for age and authority. There ’s nothing like suf erin in a good cause, and if 
I they does sumtimes leel j ust a little hungry, and their little ones two cos they 
i can’t git no Fish, let them console theirselves with the reflekshun that they 
; owes it all to the far-seeing Polly see of the late King Eddabd the 3d, and 
reverense his memory akordinly. 

Luckily for their old Charters, the Copperashun has plenty of warm defenders 
of ’em in their own Court of Common Consul. For instance, a man with a nice 
little bit of propputty near Billingsgate, that he wants to sell, or another with 
a nice large bit of propputty that he wants to have improved in wally, or 
1 some fishy Salesman who ’s making a jolly good thing of his fish, don’t they 
just prize the old Charters I Won’t they just fight for the rites of the old 
Copperashun, speshally as they includes their own wrongs, 

I ^ Brown says he had a look at the list of the Common Counsel woters that 
time tother week when the sacred Fish Charter was only saved by a majority of 
I One, and he found among ’em Fish Salesmen, and Fishmongers, and Poultry 
! Salesmen, and Fruit Salesmans. 

[s Why of course he did. Wasn’t they aH a sticking up for the old Charter ? 
J and if they happend to be a sticking up for their own interests as well, all 
; the better for them, and all the wus for the grumbling ignerent Public, who 
: acshally can’t be made to understand why Fish that is sola wnolesale at less than 
I three ha’pence a pound can’t be bought retale at less than sixpence. 

But the Lower Orders always was and always is and always will be hignerent 
of Poliytiokle Ekonexmy, or they ’d bless their lucky stars as they gits their 


Fish at any price, considering what a demand there is for 
it among my patrons the Copperashun, the Livery Com- 
panys, and the rest of the Igher Classes. 

That Eddabd the 3d must have been a grand feller at 
a bargain. Hot a bad idea to sell what he hadn’t got to 
sell, and what would ha’ hin of no use to him if he had. 
I wunder how much the Copperashun had -to stump up 
for their sacred Fish Charter ? 

The Copperashun says, and says wery propperly, We 
are the Lords of the markets, a title as we has bought 
and paid for, ready money. 

As regards Fish, there ’s the result of our afectionate 
care and the object of our first love, Billingsgate ! re- 
nowned for ages for its fishy character and its powerful 
langwidge. As much fish as you can cram into that 
somewhat cramped space, cram you may, but not another 
sprat shall you bring within 7 miles of our sacred City. 
To be sure it ’s only a quarter as big as that they wants 
to make at Shadwell, but it’s quite big enough for us, 
and if the grumbling and greedy outsiders wants more 

room, let ’em go to well say to East Ham, or to Black- 

heath, or to Wormwood Shrubbs,^ or any other equally 
apropriate place i)urwided it ’s 7 miles off. 

Some inquizzitive feller asked why 7 miles, why not 
17 ? The answer to wich is “Don’t no.” 

The House of Lords has done many good things for the 
people, and they has a chance now such as they seldom 
has. The question for their Ludships to decide is, which 
is of the most importance, to maintain a Sacred Charter 
that is acshally more than 500 years old, or to increase 
the supply of the werry commonest kind of fish for 
the wives and children of the werry commonest kind of 
people. 

Let the Copperashun indulge in goodjcheer as is their 
wont, and be of good cheer as is their will, for who as 
respecs the institooshuns of his Country can dout what 
the decision •wiU be. Eobeet. 


FABLES REVERSED. 

Ho. II,— The Fox and the Crow. 

Perched on a tree a Crow, for 
freak, 

A Stilton carried in his beak. 

Up comes Sir Ueynard, sleek 
and sly. ^ W 

Resolved his flatter y to try. MR Iss.. 

He ^ felt that, if he did but 

He^very soon could have the 

And so he did ! For when his 

Had rather gone beyond a 
laugh ; 

And when he told the black one that he 
Was male equivalent for Patti, 

And asked him just to try his voice. 

The Crow iierceived he had no choice 
But to assert himself ; and so, 

To finish matters at a blow, 

He dropped the cheese on Reynard’s head, 
I And naturally killed him dead. 

' Moral. 

j Would you make your flattery stick ? 

: Do not lay it on too thick. 

Compliments, however hollow, 

May be more than one can swallow, 




Tor wken his 








Directions for Making an Irish. Stew, 

(From the Kew Birmingham Cookery Boole ^ Bdited ly IF. B, 6?.) 

Take one large Irish Agitation; add one part of 
Conciliation Butter to three of Coercion Powder, Stir 
gently. Then take one Radical Land Act, one Peace 
Preservation, mix well and stir briskly with wooden 
Irish Secretary spoon till it boils. Flavour with Kil- 
mainham Treaty Relish, Hew Brummagem Sauce, Dillon 
pickle, and serve quickly. Thus made, the dish will 
remain hot for any reasonable time. 

Another and a Shorter JVa^ is— to make a hash of it. 
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ST, GOTHARD^S TUNNEL; OR, SEE THE CONQUERING ENGINEERO COMES! 


A Sigli after tlie Cyclus. 

‘ what my tympannm dreaded ! 

if— as the poets are given to sing,— 

Sonnd and Sound Sense are at last to be wedded, 
Tis certainly not with a (Mbelung’s) Ring ! 


‘‘Rest akb be Thankful !”— No moeb Sleepless Niuhts at 
Windsor Castle and Marlborough House, as the Queen and Princess 
of Wales have been graciously pleased to accept the two lirst copies 
of Maetin Tuppee’s “ Dramatic Pieces.” 

Seasoned Troops.— Yolunteers in “pepper-and-salt” uniform. 
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THE MODERN DEUS EX MACHINA. 

Scene. — The Alps in the vicinity of the New St, Gothard Tunnel, 
The Modern Enqineer discovered dominating things in general ; 
the more than Manfred— in check dittoes— of the scene. To him 
enter unperceived the shades of the Carthaginian and Corsican 
Colossi, 

Napoleon, Great Carthaginian, a greater than either of ns stands 
there ! 

Hannibal, "What, that nnheroic-loohing personage in broadcloth 
and billycock, mightier than the Sconrge of Rome and the Conqueror 
of Europe ? 

Napoleon, "Well, not he himself, perhaps, hut ivhat he represents, 
if that which endures and progresses be greater than that which 
flames and passes. Science, guiding the boring-machine and the 
locomotive, eclipses the fame of Genius wielding the sword and 
swaying the legion. 

Hannibal, True, Corsican. And yet— well he does not look even 
a Maecellus, and one of my Gauls could have swallowed him body 
and boots. It seems to me that your vaunted Science dwarfs the 
Hero, and magnifies the Dwarf. 

Napoleon, Ah I 

“ Jupiter Uvre le monde 
Aux Myrmidons, aux Mymidons I 

as Beeangee chanted. So the Colossi are apt to think. But Science 
has now “ the biggest battalions, and can arm them best. 

Hannibal, You mean she is the modern Providence. 

Napoleon, And the Engineer the modern deus ex machind, 

Hannibal, I do not somehow feel impelled to bow to your new 
Mechanical Divinity. 

Napoleon, He doesn’t look a Cloud-compeller, eh ? Less imposing 
than yourself, for instance— as History drew you. 

Hannibal, Or than you— as David painted you. 

Napoleon [smiling). Poor David I Wonder he didn’t mount me 
on the hippogrifi at once. As a matter of fact, my Pegasus was a 
mme. Admit, man ami, that, after all, we “ heroes ” have been not 
a little indebted to the propertv-men ” of History and of Art. 

Hannibal, Could yonder complacent-looking person have taken a 


host of Africans and Spaniards, or of Frenchmen, across the Alps as 
they were in my time or yours ? 

Napoleon, No ; but he can enable an army of tourists and of bag- 
men to cross, themselves, in safety and comfort, without lots of hie, 
and with little expenditure of— shall we say vinegar ? 

Hannibal, Tourists and bagmen ? Bah ! 

Napoleon,^ Better perhaps— for the world’s present work at least— 
than your gigantic Gauls and bellicose Numidians. 

Hannibal, Ah I I suspect you are right, Corsican, and that we— 
to use the idiom of one of your bagmen— are “ not in it” now with 
that mighty Demiurgus, the Modern Engineer. 

[They softly and silently vanish away — like Boojums, 


Electric Lights. 

High runs the price of each Electric Share 
That scarce a moment in the market lingers ; 
But wise men have been oft heard to declare 
Electric lights will burn investing fingers. 


BLACK AND RED I 

If any compact be made between the Government and the Iribh 
malcontents, it should not be written in black and white, but recorded 
in black and red. 

“I KNOW,” said Mrs, Eamsrotham, “there’s a wine grown in 
Kent as well as hops. Let me see— what’s the name of it? Oh, 
yes, I remember ; it ’s Chateau Margate ! ” 


Canzonet eoe the Khedive.— “0, Aeadt, dear Aeabi!”— 
Oheron, C. M. voN Webee, To be arranged as a Canonzonette for 
Military Bands, 

An Aeeieee PensI&e,— The Arrears Bill. 










COURT AT LAST I 

A few remarks on ** The Parvenu; or^ the Match-Making Mother 
and the Magic Match-BoxP Also on LilV^ at the Varietes^ 
and Parisian Theatres generally. 

CiECiTMSTAiN’CES towards whicli we stood in an attitude similar to 
that of Mr. Paenell towards the Ultra-Land-Leagners, inasmuch 
as they were beyond onr control, prevented ns from seeing The 
Parvenu till one night last week, when, we believe, it was close upon 
I its fiftieth representation, and therefore^ carried by a lucky breeze 
I ont of reach of the deadly guns of criticism, We had read two or 
{ three enthnsiastic notices on its 

, ^ first appearance, and since then 
y/ A had received favourable reports 
‘ from fairly trustworthy sources, 
so that we were prepared for a 
piece which, if not absolutely a 
work of dramatic genius, should 
be at least well worth hearing 
and seeing. 

, Its first and chief merit is that 
it is not taken from the French ; 
% and therefore the French authors, 
who have not been particularly 
successful on their own ground 
lately, will not reap any ad- 
IJ vantage from Mr. Gtodpeei’s 
Parvenu, 

As to its being ‘‘new and 
original,” it is about as much 
.y that as any piece can be in 
I' which ^ such remarkably new 
and original materials are em- 
ployed as are represented by a! 
proud but wicked and impecuni- I 
Baronet, a match-making, 
scheming mother, a daughter to be 
sacrificed for money, a self-made 
Anson defying the Limelight. millionnaire, a combination of 



Bough and ‘ ‘ Ready, ” who proves 
himself to he one of “Nature^s noblemen;” the inevitable ‘‘ poor 
artist ” in love with and beloved by the heroine ; and the heroine’s 
comic confidante^ who is a relief to the sentimentality, and has to pair 
off with the “ Charles^ his friend,” of the piece, called the “ Honour- 
able Charles Tracey this sort of conventional character being 
usually an “ Honourable” and a “ Chaeles,’’ and brought in to act 
the part of a chorus, say^^ whatever good things may occur to the 
Author, and make himself generally useful. 

We had heard this piece described as “Robertsonian andif by a 

“Robertsonian play” w meant a piece full of inconsistencies of 
character and improbabilities of situation, of dialogue so broken np 
as to sound like spasmodic efforts at conversation, of opportunities 
for smoking on every possible occasion, with one Act invariably 
devoted to wearing evening dress, with a good deal of out-of-door 
in the limelight, with love-making, sentimental and comic, then 
is The Parvenu Robertsonian, and its Author a promising fourth-form 
student of the Robertsonian School^ as well as of Ours and Society, 
The story is as simple as it is uninteresting ; the dialogue is at its 
best when serious, 


and at its worst 
when flippant. 

Mr. A27S0N, in a 
part similar to the 
one he played in 
New Men and Old 
Acres ^ is very good 
throughout. The 
Author has called 
this millionnaire 
tradesman, “Afr, 
Ledger a style 
of nomenclature re- 
minding us of the 
names in the comic 
I business portion of 








ITO- 


Little Lottie Yenne and Great Lot o’ Ciayton, 


m^mess portion of a pantomime, Le,, Butcher^ Mr. Spaeebib ; 
PtshmongeTf Mr. McKekee ; Banker^ Mr. Monetbao ; Clerk^ Mr. 
Leb&ee, and so forth— and has made him “M.P.,” which at all 
events should be some kind of ^ guarantee for his being a trifle less 
Ignorant of the ways of^ Society — a Society in which, from the 
necessity of the plot, he is bound to move — than he appears to be. 
Bidiculons he should be, hut not improbable. 

The conduct of the match-making mother, a woman of the world, 
a soimmer, a may m rank (by marriage) and fashion, is simply im- 
possibly A M%ss Gusher^ or some such name, writes to inform her 
that a Hohleman, %ncog,, is visiting the neighbourhood. An Artist 


.1 


appears, who happens to have in his pocket this Hobleman’s silver 
fuzee-box, on which are engraved its owner’s crest and monogram. 
On the strength of snch evidence, this match-making mother, this 
woman of the world, concludes that the Artist is the Nobleman in 
disguise, forces her daughter upon him, invites him to stay in the 
house, makes no inquiries whatever 
about him, does not allow her husband 
— a very knowing old man — to make 
any, and breaks the engagement be- 
' tween the millionnaire and her daugh- 
ter. So flimsy a motive does well 
enough for a farce like The Wandering 
^ Minstrel^ hut it would want all the 
working-up of situation, individuality 
of character, and witty dialogue that 
characterises She Stoops to Conquer 
\ (which is the merest farce iu plot) to 
' raise it to the rank of serious Comedy, 
as we understand the word in Englisli. 

It is well played, decidedly well 
played all round ; though Mr. Clayton 
IS not suited as Charles his friend, and 
Mr. Foebes Robeetson, the emotional 
Artist, talks like an Archdeacon in 
disguise. Miss Lottie Venne as the j 
daughter of Mr, Ledger^ is capital in 
Lady Macbeth— only Larkin, everything she has to do. It is a sort 
of Naomi Tighe part, which, in the 
palmy days of the Robertsonian drama, would have fallen naturally 
to Miss Maeie Wilton, at the Prince of Wales’s Theatre, where 
this play, with Mr. Banceofi for drawling “ Charles his friend,” 

I Mr. John Haee as the Baronet, and Johnny Claeee as the Parvenu^ 
would have been suited to perfection. 

There is only one Scene for the three Acts, admirably painted by 
Mr. Peeeins— but monotonous. 

In Paris, a few days ago, we saw Mdme. Judic as Lili, She sings 
and acts charmingly throughout two Acts. But, in the third, where 
a strong demand is made on her histrionic powers, her acting is not 
equal to her singing. 

She has^o re^resenb first r - 

granddaughter. The 
change is very rap|dj^to 

woman, £ that sh^ sim- 
ftJMC^in a whit^^ig, , 

her one idea ot^ conveying // 

the notion^of age to the ’ 

re ntiy^s tooping shouSe^, 

quavering 

ventional imitation is 

^UDic. Hupins was at . ! 

his best from first to 

last, and Lassotjcice ex- The Doleful Lovers ; or the Irving-Terry 
ceUent. They all have Movement. 


Pantaloon. Such a con- g 
ventional imitation is M 

^UDic. Dupins was at . ! 

his best from first to 

last, and Lassotjcice ex- The Doleful Lovers ; or the Irving-Terry 
ceUent. They all have Movement, 

the great French fault of taking the audience into their confidence 
over the footlights ; and Baeon grossly exaggerated a small, and 
not very good part, in order to extort laughs. 

^ The piece is utterly unadaptable, thank goodness ! as its chief 
situation is about as grossly immoral as it can be ; and, all questions 
of the Loed Chambeelain’s licence and our Judic-ature apart, it 
would be hissed off the Stage by an English audience. It is ap- 
plauded to the echo by a French audience. 

At the Franyais, Xea Portraits de la Marquise, by M. Octave 
Feijillet, was a failure ; so, perhaps, we shall not hear of its being 
purchased by an English Manager. Not even fussy little Daubkay 
can make anything of snch a dull piece as La Brebis JSgaree at the 
Palais Royal, and there is scarcely anything worth seeing just now 
at those wretchedly-constructed, miserably uncomfortable, ill-venti- 
lated buildings, called, in Paris, Theatres, and considered by a long- 
sulfering public as places of entertainment. 






BILE AND WATEE. 

If 142,000,000 gallons of London water contain (as they doubtless 
do) 20,000,000 gallons of London sewage, how many gallons of 
London sewage. would be feund, on analysis, in 142,000,000 gallons 
of London milk ? 
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" GIUL GRADUATES.” 

** 1 novel feature at the meeting of Convocation of London 
TTniversity, was the appearance, for the first time, of Female 
Graduates in Academical costume.” — I^ature, 

Girl Graduates ! They realise 
Our Tennyson’s old fancies, 

And winning Academic prize, 

They scorn seductive dances. 

Here come the feminine M.D.s, 

Of physic fair concocters, 

Who write prescriptions with such ease, 

The “violet-hooded Doctors.” 

And here are those who won success 
In fields supremely classic, 

Who read of Neobule’s dress, 

Of Horace and his Massic. 

Here female rhetoricians tell 
How useful many a trope is ; 

And men will learn, perenance too well, 

If girls are all ^ oums . 

How strange to some folks it must seem, 

This modern Convocation ; 

Asp ASIA rules the Academe, 

Once man’s exclusive station ; 

And those who bow beneath her yoke, 

The strongest men and sternest, 

May tr;^ to think that she ’s in joke, 

And find her quite in earnest ! 


HEW THEATRE. 

Is “ Pandora ” a good name for a theatre ? In one 
sense, yes ; for a House where “ all the gifts ” are assem- 
bled must be as remarkable as a Government of “ all the 
talents.” Such an All- gifted Company would be in 
itself a success. But the word taken in another sense, 
“ The AR-Gift Theatre,” would rather point to a system 
of “ Orders,” or Eree-Gratis-for-Notbing Theatre. Mr. 
Alfred Thompson, under whose management this house 
of entertainment is to be, is fond of “pans,” having 
started a journal called Paw, and having looked after the 
Panorama of Balaklava in the same building, which he 
has now re-christened the “ Pandora.” If he opens with 
a comic opera, libretto by Mr, Pottinger Stephens 
(Author of Billee Taylor^ c:c.), he will have commenced 
the Pan’s business by going to Pott. Ahsit omen ! 


DENUHCIATION. 

From (he Lmd-Leaguer^s Point of View. 

Eh ? Is it denounce ? Shure I ’m filled with surprise. 
’Tis an Irishman’s “ point ” to anathematise ; 

And, except cudgel-twirling and enemy-trouncing, 

There ’s nothing on earth he so loves as denouncing. 

What more about outrages can a Pat say 

Than that, for the moment, they really— pay f 

On maimings and murders nis judgment won’t vary, 

They ’re mat d propoSj and most unnecessary. 

Strong language, bedad I When O’Flynns and O’Gradts { 
Stab innocent men, or shoot delicate ladies ; 

When masked midnight murderers, twenty to one, I 
Roast that one out of malice, or “ card ” him for fun, 
What sterner rebuke can such foolishness meet 
Prom an Irish M.P. than the term “ indiscreet ” ? j 
When that Irish M.P., in a saturnine mood, i 

Makes a speech in the House, all sedition and blood, j 
That speech can his colleagues more strongly impugn j 
Than by saying, with shrugs, that it ’s “ inopportune ” ^ 
And yet— so unjust is the bloodthirsty Saxon, | 

So eager in laying the blame our poor backs ou— i 

He calls such “ denouncing ” no better than shamming, I 
And swears that our game is to praise by faint damning I 


A Correspondent suggests that Orange Free State 
would not be a bad title for Sir Frederick Leighton’s 
Fhryne at Fkmis* 

How TO Spoil the EGTPTiANS.”-“Let them have 
their own way.— Yours, Lhllabi P’sha, 


m 






RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION. 

Impulsive Country Qo%mn [vehemently), “I don’t wonder at the Irish 
Discontent. I should be wild with a Government myself ip I were an 
Irishman, and saw my Countrymen ‘ Suspects,’ as they are called, 

PARADED about LONDON IN THEIR OONVICl’S DrESS, WITH THEIR SENTENCES 
ON THEIR Backs.'* 

[JSe was soothed on its being explained to him that the unhappy mm he had seen 
were only Mr. Wyndham's perambulating Advertisers in their Pourtem 
Bays' ” Convict's dress. 

THE WEDGE AND THE WOEKING-MAN. 

{A Short Way with a Sally.) 

The Working Classes don’t want— indeed they object— to have Museums 
and Picture-Galleries open to them on Sundays. 

Why? 

Because they are afraid the employment of attendants and other officers or 
servants, as a commencement of Sunday labour, would, if legalised, end in 
depriving them of their seventh day’s rest. They believe it would be the thiu 
end of the wedge. 

Has not the thiu end of the wedge been inserted already— though the thick 
end is not yet driven home ? Or what, if not the thin end of that wedge, did 
the workpeople call the legislation leaving Joint-Stock Companies free to run 
excursion trains and convey crowds of holiday-makers by steamboat on Sundays ? 
Your industrious classes objecting to the thin end of the wedge, were bound to 
object to that. But they didu’t— and they don’t. 

They ought. 

Why, certainly. They ought. Bather. For what would he the Sunday work 
of a few caretakers and supervisors on duty at a few Exhibitions, standing or 
sitting still, or walking up and down, to the strain of body and mind attending 
the severely laborious occupation of engineers and stokers, and railway signal- 
men and pointsmen on all the Railroads ? Now, this has been going on for many 
years, and ex liypothesi it ought long ere now to have resulted in robbing the ! 
poor workmen of their rest on Sunday. But it hasn’t. And the W orking Classes 
every Sunday travel by rail and steamer in their thousands. Wouldn’t they | 
likewise frequent collections of Art and Natural History, if enabled to ? They j 
don’t want ? Yes ; because they don’t know and can’t learn the good of them, . 
for want of opportunity. Honourable Gentlemen would very soon find that they 
did want admission to institutions for moral and intellectual culture on Sundays, 
if those institutions were commercial concerns, and, equally with liailway and 
Steam Navigation interests, represented in the House of Commons. 
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ACCURACY. 

‘And what then was the Date exactly of yottr poor Hhsband’s Death?” 

‘Let me eecolleot myself, Ma’am 1 Well, if he ’d ’a Lived to Wednesday next, he ’d ’a been Dead Three Weeks ! 


^^AEREAES/^ 

Arrears ! It would seem there is nought 5w^ arrears, 
Overdue from the had, black, and blundering years, 

The dragon-teeth seed-ground of militant hate, 

Unwearied as Yengeanoe, relentless as Fate. 

How freely, how gladly we ’d hold forth the hand, 

Ay, sow with our gold the bare wastes of that laud, 

If only love-prompted largesse had the power 
Our Danae to win by the aureate shower. 

With joy how, ungrudging we ’d proffer the gift. 

If it might hut avail the grim shadow to lift 

Which broods like a blight, and which clings like a curse, 

And the best spells of hope hath the power to reverse. 

That Shadow I Unhanished, unlaid, it still lurks, 

Black hate is its breath, and base deeds are its works ; 

With its pestilent presence possession to share 

Is a thought beyond hope, the mad dream of despair. 

Arrears I Yes, it may he arrears yet remain 
Of justice, of right, though our strength is a-strain 
These long years with the effort, as earnest as strong, 

To slay ancient hate and to right ancient wrong. 

Again ! A last message of peace, or it seems 
The last effort of patience. What thrioe-weloome gleams 
Of fair promise will greet us— the sole best reward 
That we seek for our love, that we ask for our hoard ? 

Eestitntion? Hot wholly ; not ours all the blame, 

AH the burden of wrong, all the blazon of shame. 

Time will write other verdict on history^s page 
Than that stigma of faction’s unqualified rage. 

YHiat matter to-day ? For to-day ’tis enough 

That the hand is held forth. Must it meet with rebuff ? 


Pure pity kills wrath, anger ’s stilled by regret. 

Shall our hands meet in peace ? There is time for it yet. 

But the Shadow must pass, and the sinister brood 

Who have wrought on a much-burdened people’s mad mood. 

With free help in sore need we would count hut love’s gains. 
Then what room for the Terror whose foot-prints are stains ? 

Sure it ’s welcome you are, call it guerdon or gift, 

If it only avail that foul Shadow to lift ^ 

From the meadows and mountains of Erin’s green land, 

The hate from her heart, and the blood from her hand ! 

THE HUELINUHAM HUMANE SOCIETY. I 

Talk about sport ! What sport is that of horse-racing^ to the sport 
which “ Fulham” of that ilk. writing to the Times ^ disparages as 
” Cockney sport.” “ Fulham ” is evidently no sportsman. He thus 
describes the results of the shooting by which the Hurlingham Club 
has acquired a deserved celebrity:— 

“We know indeed little of the delights of trying to kill a frightened tail- 1 
less pigeon at bo many yards. What we do know is that the wounded birds 
flutter daily on to our roofs and shrubs, and possibly linger there undisco- 
vered for days ; last year one was picked up, a living skeleton, a fortnight 
after the last shooting-day of the season. The only persons who seem to 
enjoy the sport besides the actual shooters are those little knots of roughs who 
are daily to be seen humbly imitating their betters by pelting the wounded 
birds from trees.” 

What then ? Are pigeons as sacred as guinea-pigs, or even as 


in point or omelty r VY hy, poBsibiy some ot tuem are also memoers 
of the Society for the Total and Entire Abolition of Yivisection, 
which, anyhow, allows Pigeon-shooting the sanction of silence. Yet 
sincere Anti-Yivisectionists must at least wish it were possible that 
pigeons could be shot under chloroform. 

A Eepresentative Invertebrate.— The Baron Be Worms. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKA.CTBD PBOM 


THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


Tuesday^ 4 A.M., May 23.— No one would tRink, to look at Stafford 
Northcote as he sits spectacled and benevolent on Front Bench, 
what depths of duplicity there are in him. Came down last night 
burning with anxiety to discuss Arrears Bill. Conservative party 
smouldering with same desire. All very well for Glabstone to 
suppose one night would do for the debate. A week would scarcely 
suffice. One night ridiculous. 

This came out at early hour this morning ; but the 
way Stappobb Nobthcote and the rest dissembled 
all the evening, really appalling. Conservative 
Benches empty. Debate nearly collapsed. Difficulty 
in keeping the House sitting. ^ Score of Members 
yawning through exhilarating discourse of Mr. Gee- 
GOBY, and some profound philosophical reflections 
from Sir Joseph McKenna. Ministers and House 
generally lulled into security. Expected Division 
Prevention of at every moment. Then Sir Stapporb comes in, 
prime (Ire- throws oti the mask, and discloses the true condition 
land) Bill. burning for further discussion on the 

Bill. Ministerialists rage ; Glabstone storms : hut no use. The 
wily Conservative Leader, with hands meekly folded, and spectacles 
dimmed with kindly emotion, bends his head to the storm. 

Sails taken in on both sides, lee-scuppers stowed away, and all 
made taut for dirty weather. Mr. James Lowtheb does violence to 
his natural feelings, and flings himself into the fray. Glabstone 
catches him by the hair, and worries^ him. Claub Hamilton rushes 
in, and declares his readiness to sit for twenty-four hours. Mr. 
Macpablane, with proud recollections of his feat on the opening 
night of the Session, when he camped out in Palace Yard with a 
noggin of whiskey and an oatmeal-cake and was first in his place, 
says he will sit for twenty-flve. Mr. Lewis declares he is good for 
twenty-six. Sort of Parliamentary auction. “ Going at twenty- 
six ! Who says twenty-seven ? ’’ 

The Auctioneer hesitates. Mr. Heneage knocks Mr. Chaplin 
down. Chaplin said that he 
said that Lord Bichabb Gbos- 
VENOB had said— mark me, 

Moor! — that no division was 
expected last night. 

“No Hon. Member,” Mr. 

Heneage declares, honest in- 
dignation mantling his brow. 

“has a right to say what no 
Hon. Member has not said.” 

Thunderous cheers, though, on reflection, axiom seems a little 
dubious. However, can’t stay to fathom it. Irish Members rush in. 
“ Are we going to sit here all night ? ” Mr. Dillwyn says, with his 
head on one side, and a general air of putting a conundrum which had 
occurred to him after severe thought. Opposition guessed it imme- 
diately. “ Yes ! ” they roared. Mr. Dillwyn subsides, to think 
of another, and much more difficult. Whilst he is cogitating, com- 
promise arrived at. Government decide to take the Bill again at 
Morning Sitting, and Members go home. All this conies of Stapporb 
Northcote dissembling. 

JBusmess done,-— Motion for Second Reading of Arrears Bill. 



The Carriage Tax. 



Tuesday Night,— Kiton all the fighting last night, turns out no 
one had anything particular to say in continuance of debate. Yes, 
Mr, Stober has ; and when Mr. Sclateb-Booth’s Amendment is 
negatived, Mr. Storee rises.^ Just ten minutes to seven: barely 
time to divide on main question, as Sitting is suspended at seven. 
Tremendous howl greets his placid appearance. Noise as if it were 
feeding-time at the Zoological Gardens, and Storer the toothsome 
morsel just out of reach. 

Exceedingly meek-looking man, Mr. Storer. Last man likely to 
do a thing like this. Stands timidly surveying the raging House. 

Ministerialists bawling at him. Stappobb North- 
cote not dissembling his wrath. Sir Rich abb 
Cross evidently about to sentence him to three 
months’ imprisonment with hard labour, accom- 
panied by a few remarks on his moral turpitude. 
Mr. Alderman Fowler deafens him with a roar of 
“ Divide ! ” Baron de Worms nudges him in the 
stomach. Colonel Makins tugs at his left coat-tail. 
Mr. Whitley fetches him “ a one-er ” on the right 
shoulder. Claub Hamilton, taking base advantage 
of being on a higher level, grapples him round the 
throat, and presses him down. Stober begins to 
wish he were on another storey. Would sit down if he could, 
but is momentarily paralysed, Ghastly pallor steals over him; eyes 
glare with a strange light; tongue oieaves to roof of his mouth; 



Police Superan- 
nuation Bill. 


left arm spasmodically extended ; right feebly making play with 
Mr. Whitley’s watch-chain. A gurgling sound is heard; some- 
thing about “agricultural interests,” escapes his parched lips; 
then Mr. Storer subsides, and Divison taken. This mocess of Par- 
liamentary Debate watched with great interest from Gallery. 

Business done, — Arrears Bill read a Second Time by 269 votes 
against 157. 

Wednesday Afternoon,— ’Komoni about to-day that Dick Power 
has been ofiered the place of Junior Whip. Not likely to he true, 
lu some respects too good to he true. In others not desirable. Irish 
Members must have a Whip, aud it would he difficult for any man to 
succeed Dick Power, and make himself acceptable to the House. 
As Mr. Richarb Pebdie says, “If, in the House of Commons, a 
man ’s called ‘ Jack ’ or ‘ Dick,’ he sure he ’s a good feUow.” Cer- 
tainly holds good with respect to Dick Power. And, look you, it ’s 
not an easy thing for a man to he Whip to the Land-League Party, 
and be personally popular on both sides of the House. 

Met O’Shea in the corridor leading down to hack of Speaker’s 
Chair. Thought I ’d ask him, as he knows everything. But O’Shea 
in a terrible flurry. Got another negotiation on hand. 

“Dear boy,” he said, “they all come to me when 
negotiations wanted. Here ’s Joseph Gillis goes and 
makes a fool, of himself under the moonlit arhres of 
the Champs Elys^es. Case of chops and tomato sauce 
over again, with a pair of high-heeled boots, fourteen 
buttons thrown in. Case going to Court. Then they 
come to me. Wherever there ’s a difficulty, as Tal- 
leyrand said, * chercher V O'Shea ” (Which mot, I 
informed him, Mr, Punch applied last week. But O’S. 
hasn’t time to read anything but letters. ) ‘ ‘ Fancy shall 
bring it ofl, and make a new compact.” 
pAiitrA’croii/vino Afraid great Diplomatist is overworking himself. 

Bill ^ Evidently in a mghly-strained nervous condition. 

When I pulled out pocket-handkerchief just now, he 
was quite startled. Thought I was going to produce a document, 
d la Forster. Business done,—Deh2ite on Arrears Bill. 

Thursday.— HiidL a very pleasant tea this afternoon. Dillwyn 
gave it. We had Jacob Bright, Peter, Wilfrid Lawson, and 
several other great Statesmen. Everything done in best style, 
regardless of expense. Muffins perhaps a little over-huttered, but 
tea excellent, and cream of best London make. After tea, looked 
into this Prevention of Crime Bill. Can’t let Gladstone go on in 
this way. 

“ Must put him down,” Dillwyn says, with his mouth full of 
muffin and true Liberalism. 

“ If he ’d been little more careful in his selection— thank you, yes, 
I will have a seventh cup,” said Peter— “ in his selection oi Under- 
secretaries, it would have been much better for him and the Country. 
What is wanted either at the Colonial Office or Board of Trade, is a 
good honest Radical, with a turn for 
figures, and some influence in the 
Country and below the Gangway.” 

We decide to draw up Memorial, 
and send it in to Gladstone. Go 
round after and get it signed. Begin 
to feel I ’m doing something in Politics. 

I3arkshire will some day be proud of 
its Member. 

Davib Davies a little rude in 
speech. “ What do you mean,” says 
he, in the English of Machynllcth- 
atte-Llansaintfiraid, /‘by caterwaul- 
ing in a tea-room like a lot of old 
women at a ^ Sewing Meeting ? If 
you’ve anything to say, why don’t 
you up in your place ana out with it, 
instead of getting excited over your 
tea, and making believe to be Con- 
spirators, when you are only a lot of 
well-meaning political old ladies ? ” 

David then proceeded to give interesting particulars as to the 
number of men he employs, the aggregate weekly wages paid, and 
other details. Can’t stay. Must get signatures and save the State. 

Business done,— Oot into Committee on Arrears Bill. 

Friday Afternoon,— Oomg ofi for the holidays to-day. Not very 
long; but Wolff, Wilfrid Lawson, Ashmeab Bartlett, and 
others, cannot start without stock of information. Packing their 
portmanteaus and Gladstone hags previous to starting. Only 
Drummond says he never had a Gladstone bag in his house. 
Dilke on the stand peppered with questions. Nothing got out of 
him. Then W. E. G. comes forward with long speech, signifying 
nothing. O’Donnell aptly says the only difference between Dilke 
and Gladstone is the difference between the monosyllabic and 
the polysyllabic model of saying nothing,^ 

Business Adjourned for the Whitsun Recess, 



The latest Moonlighters in Ire- 
land. (As seen by Mr. T. P, 
O’Connor.) 
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THE lEISH LEFECTIYES. 

These gentlemen have amused the 
Public for some weeks with imaginary 
“clues,” and have probably spent a 
small fortune in telegrams and cable- 
grams. They have caused the arrest 
in various parts of the world of a 
number of penniless vagabonds, who 
have been discharged in a few hours 
after accounting for their poverty. 
The newspapers have seconded their 
efiorts in a most admirable manner. 
Every “ clue ” has had the honour of 
sensational type, and assertions made 
in one number have been duly con- 
tradicted in another. In one case the 
assertion and contradiction appeared 
together, though scarcely with the 
same prominence. New York has 
been worked with great activity, but 
has Dublin been overhauled in a 
workmanlike manner ? The ‘ ‘ slums ” 
have doubtless been exhausted, but 
this was not a crime of the “ slums.” 
The men that are “wanted” eat, 
drink, and make merryj and are pro- 
bably treated every night in some 
place of amusement, as Hanlan 
would be treated in a London Music 
Hall after one of his victories. 


Music in Hyde Park from Five to 
Eight P.M. on all days in the week 
except Tuesdays and Thursdays, 
when the Band plays in Regent’s 
Park. Hooray for the Sunday-in- 
London Rational Recreation Move- 
ment ! And one cheer more for the 
Duke of Albany, the President of 
the Sunday Band Society ! Sabbata- 
rians and Pharisees must be careful, 
or we shall be having a “ People’s 
Garden ”-“Suoh as the weak-minded 
Emperor of Austeia allows under 
the windows of his Palace. A cafi 
or two in the Park, bands playing, 
and people actually enjoying them- 
selves on Sunday I Dreadful I 



PUNCH THE PROPHET ! RIGHT 
AGAIN ! ! 

OuE Fancy* Portrait last week of 
Mr. Rymill mounted on the noble 
Bruce^ with an Auctioneer’s hammer 
in his hand, and the legend under- 
neath of “ Going I Going! . . ? ” was 
startlingly prophetic. He went, he 
went, and where was he ? “ Going ! 
Going I . . . Gone I ” Nowhere I 
Right out of it. 

Those who looked our Fancy Por- 
trait in the face, who regarded it 
between its lines, and took all they 
could get against our Fancy, have 
written, with ^ tears in their pens, 
to express their thanks for such a 
straight tip, as was suggested by the 
point of the rider’s nose ; but their 
acknowledgments have not taken 
a more substantial form, though, 
owing to us— and there is a good 
deal owing to us— they must all of 
them have become miuionnaires—oi: 
Bt/mill^ionnaires — by the event. 
Ah ! where is gratitude ? 




SIR MICHAEL COSTA, 
OoE Lightnino Conductoe. 


My Brother-in-law,” said Mrs. 
Raksbotham, “ came back from the 
Derby so sunburnt and red, that he 
reminded me of Julius C-aesAE after 
he had crossed the Rubicund.” 


Suggested Synonym poe the 
NEXT CyCLUS op THE “ MusiC OP 
THE Futuee.” — • The By-and-by- 


LIQHT - HEADED SPECULATORS. — 

The present buyers of Electric Shares 
at Stock Exchange prices. 


A Royal Studio.— H er Majesty’s 
Drawing-Room. 


THEIR NOBLE ANCESTORS; 

OR, TOAT IT MAY COME TO AT LAST. 

Scene— Y/ie SmoMng Eoofn of a West Bnd Cluhy a.d. 1982. 
Descendants of Smith, Beown, and Jones, discovered dis- 
cussing the newest hatch of Baronets, 

Smith, Well, I call it a downright degradation of the great 
hereditary principle ! (Takes up evening paper,) Look here. 
Here 's a set of fellows to have the right to tack “ Bart.” on to their 
names for ever I 

Brown (in disgust). Fancy Mollusk— a wretched, plodding beggar, 
who has merely spent forty-five years of his life in research, that 
has revolutionised the whole last five centuries of European 
science I 

Jones, Yes ! He ’s bad enough ; but OctaVo is worse ! — a scribbling 
cad, whose name is known wherever the English language is spokenl 
By Jove, who would ever have thought we should have come to see 
when they throw mud over ^ a Baronetcy by associating it 
^th such beastly vulgar things as Science and Literature ! Wny, 
*11 be drag^g it down to Art next I 

Smth, Next! why, they Ve done it ! Here 's Easel down for one, 
too I Only think now,— a fellow like Easel being made a Swell of 
because the world has seen nothing like his work since Titian went 
off the hooks ! 

Brown (with warmth). Titles are going to the dogs— that 's about 
it,^(Turmng over the pages of the very latest edition of Burke f 


couple of Crusaders, I ’U be bound I Then look at “ Sir Marmaduxe 
O scAE Cockle!” If the Cockles didn’t come over with the 
Conqueror, I should like to know who did. 

Brown, Yes ; and I shouldn’t wonder if “ Sir Heebeet de Peaes, 
Sir Humphrey Holloway, and Sir Richaed Reckitt ” didn’t trace 
back to Magna Charta, Ah, they were grand times those ! 

Jones, Ah ! they knew then how to keep np the dignity of a title. 
Rather ! They never conferred it on a man unless he had done his 
country some distinguished and splendid service. That was the age 
in which you had to be a Bass, an Ellis, or a Feeake, before you 
could ride the high horse above the heads of your fellow-countrymen. 

Smith. And, by the way, what splendid and distinguished services 
did Feeake, Ellis, and Bass do their country ? 

Brown, Be hanged if I remember I But you may be sure that 
whatever it was, it was a cut above “ Science, Literature, and Art.” 
They hadn’t quite sunk so low as that a hundred years ago. Take 
my word for it, they understood what they were about in 1882. 


^ owvfc VJ.M. i*«.jLu.oo wuu blusb. to be m such company. 
Take em at random. (Reads,) “Sir Db Mowbeay Plantagenet 
Foetescue Eno, Fourth Baronet.” Dare say his ancestor, now 


xunTjsbuujs JJqurtn J5aronet." Dare say his ancestor, now, 
was at the battle of Bosworth. Here, here’s some more createa 
much about the same time. Read ’em, 

^ "Sir Sbxkoto BnArcHAMr 

Sw^,” there ’s a fine old name for you ! 

Smtth, And here’s another, “ Sir Athelney Hugh Edgae,” A 


THE GREAT PAUPER COUNTRY. 

Ireland is to have a clean slate, and, as usuaL at the expense 
chiefly of the British Taxpayer. That patient Jackass is to be 
saddled with another bnrden. The rent wnich the Irish malcontent 
can’t, or won’t pay, and which the Irish Landlord probably ought 
not to receive, is to be partly paid by the hard-working, over- 
taxed, and much-abnsed Saxon. If the Saxon will indulge in the 
luxury of keeping a prodigal son, the Saxon mnst not grumble at 
the expense of the luxu^. No one is disposed to underrate snch a 
blessing as Davitt, but Davitts may be bought at too high a figure. 
The pauperisation of Ireland will be the demoralisation of England. 

Race-y Sayings. To an Outside Ring Bookmaker , — “ I suppose 
it ’s all right ; here ’s the fiver; but do you remember, and it’s not so 
long ago, when you wore a red hat and a blue coat, and were thrown 
into the river for welshing at Hampton F ” 
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WET BOB; 

OR, 

THE ADVENTURES OF A LITTLE ETON BOY AMONGST THE HOTWATHA CANNIBALS. 

{By the Authm' of The Three ITounq Benclwrs^ and How they all Got the JFooIsack,** 

From Back Yard to Fard-am,” <0c , 


CHAP. IL 


{Gontlnued from No. 2128.)* 

Bob was summoned to the library. 

The Provost was standing on his dignity 
near the fireplace. 

“Find my abducted daughter,” said the 
Provost to Bob. 

^ ‘‘I will,” replied Bob, simply. Then he 
hurried out. 

* The appronch of the Fourth of June has aroused 
our inspired Novelist to a sense of his duties. He 
has returned, after an inexplicably lonj? absence, 
and we have shut him up in a room with a bottle 
of the best old ink, and have turned the key on him, 
as we said to him, quite genially, There, you 
^oung rascal, you don’t leave the room till you’ve 
finished that!*' Through the keyhole he bas 
yowed that the thrilling romance shall be completed 
in one more Number,— Ed. 


CHAP, III. 

UNDER THE CASTLE. 

He was quick! v joined bv a couple of 
College chums. These were Watty Biggun, 
a son of Sir Thundhyn Biggun, the Welsher 
Baronet, and Iley Cullaed, a nephew of 
Lord Penniplayne. Both were Eton youths 
who loved stirring adventure. 

In another minute aU three were prose- 
cuting their exciting search for the fair Pur- 
kussian in the deepest recesses of the Home 
Park. They whistled. Someone seemed to 
send them an answering note. 

“Hush!” said Bob, halting suddenly. 
“ There ’s someone under a beech-tree.” 

“Hush! He’s tapping! Keep up your 
woodpecker ! ” 

The man shouted. Then evidently fearful 
of being overheard, he dropped his voice. 


Bob dashed forward, picked it up, but the | 
man had disappeared. ^ ^ j 

“Xc voiciP^ cried Bob, and pointing to 
the tree which was not what they had sup- I 
posed^ but a box, in which the mysterious 
mdividual might still be hidden. j 

“ Jack in a box,” exclaimed Watty. I 
“P’raps it’s a Jumbo Tree,” suggested 
Iley Cullabd, “lift the trunk.” 

The voice they had found led them to this 
tree. 

“I thought so!” exclaimed Bob, trium- 
phantly. “ The voice did go inside the tree. 
Ou^de it was a whisper, inside it’s a hollow! 
Suivez moi ! ” 

They understood French, having studied 
Onandoff, and went after him. In another 
second they were miles below the surface. 

The three boys saw their opening. They 
dashed through. 
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An appalling siglit met their gaze. 

"With hex hands fastened to an iron bolt, the 
staple commodity ot the apartment, the fair 
Perkussian was hanging in awtnl suspense. 

A dark figure in a pot hat and Eton jacket 
stood before her. 

I In one hand it held a gleaming yaUagan. 
In the other a ladle of boiimg lead.^ 

The three boys at once recognised their 
college chum. 

It was Hadji Krrr ! 

CHAP. IT. 

IN THE TORTUHE CHAMBER. 

A PUHTHEE glance disclosed to the three 
boys the appalling character of the scene be- 
fore them. About the chamber they now 
noticed a score of savages. 


; “The Eotwhata Cannibals!” they whis- 

1 pered to each other. 

! These last were characteristicaHy occupied. 

1 Some were sharpening tattooing needles, 
and designing patterns on each other’s 
frames. It was crewel work, hut they did 
not seem to mind it. 

They rightly conjectured they were in the 
Underground Torture Chamber. 

Bob saw that if a rescue was to be at- 
tempted, no time was to he lost. He con- 
sidered his whereabouts. “ This,” he said, 
“must he the Bound Tower. Then I have 
only got to sq.uare the sentinel.” 

To rush up a secret staircase to the battle- 
ments, descend with a loaded thirty-six 
pounder, and hold a lighted match to the 
touch-hole, was hut the work of a few 
seconds. 


The fair Perkussian shrieked with horror. 
Bob had scarcely applied the match to the 
touch-hole, when, as if by magic, a dusky 
oriental figure bounded through the tapestry, 
and interposed himself between the line of 
sight, and the now trembling form of Hadji 
Huep. At the same instant, the thirty-six 
pounder went ofi with a loud report, but the 
new-comer, executing a dexterous •pirouette 
on one leg, caught the ball in his left hand. 

“Who, and what are you?” asked Bob, 
greeting the curious feat with a hearty 
Uncore 

“ I am,” replied the stranger, “the Persian 
Ambassador at the Court of St. James’s, and 
I am the maternal uncle of Hadji Hupp.” 

“ Then you must be ? ” 

“ You are right. I am Hatchu Mutch 1 ” 
(7b he continued.) 


A HANDBOOK TO KNOWLEDGE. 

Ho. Ill,— The Stbeets op London. 

Q, What is a Street ? 

A. A Street is a thoroughfare designed for the recreation of 
roughs, the diversions of Yestries, (Jas Companies and Boards of 
Works, and the amusement of Advertisers. 

<3. Are no other sections of the public possessed of rights and 
interests in our Streets ? 

A. Secondarily and upon sufferance perhaps; but their claims 
are quite subordinate to those of the classes first specified, 

Q. Are there not various sorts of Streets ? 

A. Many. 

Q. How would you classify them ? 

A. No known principle of classification would apply to them in 
their entirety, hut several kinds of Streets may he named, e.p. .* — 

1. The Street which is never repaired, and is therefore always 

impassable. 

2. The Street which is always being repaired, and is therefore 

always equally impassable. 

3. The Street which leads nowhere. 

4. The Street which always leads back into itself again. 

6. The Street which leads to a Market or a Railway Station, 
which many desire to approach, and which consequently is 
always blocked and beastly. 

6. The Street with so narrow a footway that a wayfarer adven- 

turing therein is exposed always to inevitable dirt, and 
generally to imminent danger. 

7. The Street whose footway is always so crowded by costers, 

roughs, and loiterers, that the wayfarer who would make 
progress is compell^ to walk in the gutter. 

8. The Street of exceeding narrowness, into which Cabmen from 

all quarters will continually and eagerly converge, as a 
“ short out,” remaining there blocked many minutes in the 
vain but inveterate hope of saving one. 

9. The Street where the Shopkeepers bestrew the bulk of their 

wares on the pavement, or on poles, &c., outside their shops, 
so that you are likely to have your hat dislodged by a Hap- 
ping carpet, or to stumble over a coalscuttle or a pile of 
‘ crockery. 

10. The Street which is a sort of unchartered Alsatia, and given 

up wholly to drunken women and roughs. 

11. The Street which is all oyster-shells and dirty children. 

12. The Street which is no Street at all, but only a noisome cm^- 

de^sac^ beginning with a beerhouse, and ending in a dust- 
heap. 

Q, How do you account for these several specialities of our 
Streets ? 

A, They are the result of the varied and uncontrolled humours of 
the irresponsible wags— called Builders, Contractors, Road-makers, 
Municipal and Parochial Boards, Constables, &c., &c.— who are 
charged with their construction, supervision, and guardianship. 

Q. What would you consider to be the most general and striking 
characteristic of a London Street ? 

A. Dirtiness. 

Q. Are any provisions made for the cleansing of our thorough- 
fares P 

A. Many very expensive ones. 

„ Q. How are these applied ? 

A. Either quite capriciously, or upon the principle of being least 
used when most needed, and vice versa. 

Q. Mention some of the results of this system. 

A. Tlmt, in fine weather, one Street will he as dry and dusty as 
Sahara, the next as swamped and sloppy as a fiLsh-market. That, in 


wet weather, most Streets are Malebolges of mud, in one or other of 
its two conditions of glutinous slime and gruelly slop. That, after a 
heavy snow-storm, a London thoroughfare furnishes worse traveRiug 
than a Yorkshire Moor in midwinter. 

Q. Next to their dirtiness, what should you say was the most 
obvious peculiarity of London Streets ? 

The frequency with which they are “up.” 

Q. What do you mean by a Street being “ up ” ? 
j A. It is the term colloquially applied to that condition of tumul- 
tuous and perilous chaos caused by the operations of paving, drain- 
age, and the laying or repairing of gas and water mains. 

Q. What appearance does a Street present in these circumstances ? 

A. That of a combination of Builders’ -yard, Cemetery, and 
Gravel-pit, which has been subjected to the action of a local 
earthquake. 

Q. On what principle are these various operations performed by 
the several bodies responsible for their execution ? 

A. On the principle of “ One down and t’other come on,” with a 
view, apparently, to making the condition of chaos as chronic as 
possible. When, for example, the road or footways are not being 
repaired, the sewers or the gas and water-pipes are. And, again, 
when one Metropolitan Bridge is “ up ” upon one pretext, it is care- 
fully arranged that one other Bridge shall also be “ up ” ou another. 

Q. What further strikes you as regards our London Streets ? 

A. The extent to which the London “ Rough ” monopolises their 
advantages, and subordinates the convenience, comfort, and even 
safety of the General Public to his own profit and amusement. 

Q. In what does his profit consist ? 

A. In violently appropriating the property of the Public, 

Q. And his amusement ? 

A. In annoying the Public by all the devices of lumbering 
obstruction, foul language, and brutal horseplay. 

Q. Is no provision made against his too free indulgence in these 
enjoyments? ^ 

A. The Police are— by some gentle optimists— supposed to “ keep 
an eye” on him. But that ‘^eve” being generally very “far” 
indeed, and, when “near,” chiefiy engaged in threatening honest 
flower-girls and commanding small boys, the Rough is most fre- 
quently and in most places master of the situation, and free to act 
out the favoui’ite Sfcreet-drama, known as “The Three Stages of 
Ruffianism.” 

Q. What are these three stages ? 

A. Brutal skylarking, drunken bestiality, and homicidal violence. 

Q. Are no restrictions placed by Authority upon the use— or 
abuse— of the public thoroughfares ? 

A. Many. For example, an inexperienced stranger pausing to 
look at a passing show, a girl attempting to sell a bootlace or a 
bunch of violets, a homeless outcast trying to snatch a short sleep on 
a little-used doorstep, an innocent wayfarer fainting from privation 
or disease,— all these are extremely liable to be “ moved ou” with 
churlish indignity, or “ run iu ” with indiscriminate violence. But 
there are certain classes who are the chartered libertines of the 
London Streets. 

Q. Name some of these. 

A. Exceptional privileges appear to be reserved for the following— 

1. The Bumbledom that blocks and hemuddles. 

2. The Ruffianism that revolts and endangers. 

3. The flaunting Vice that obstructs and demoralises. 

4. The carelessness that befouls and imperils. (As instanced by 

the dirty idiots who cast orange-peel, and more objection- 
able tilth, upon the pavements.) 

5. Last— but, in these days, scarcely least— the “colossal” 

Advertiser, who disfigures London from end to end with his 
blazing abominations, making every hoarding an eyesore, 
and every street-corner a public nuisance. 
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MODERN LIFE IN LONDON; OR, “TOM AND JERRY” BACK AGAIN. 



TOM, JERET, AND YOUNG LOGIC AT TEE PLAY. 


solemnity were their prevailing characteristics^ and though they 
seemed to be enjoying the play, they “took their pleasure sadly,’ ^ as 
if life had nothing to give but one more pun, one more dance, and 
one more burlesque, A Huxley would have found among them 
many near relations to the Monkey, and a Dakwin would have 
espied “ The Missing Link.” 

Quite as curious, in its way, as an example of “Life in 
London,” was the entertainment provided on the Stage. It was 
called a Burlesque-Drama, and had a good deal of the former, and 
vei^ little of the latter in it, while it seemed to the uninitiated eyes 
of Tom and Jeert, to be a series of scenes of which they could not 
make “head or tail.”^ But young Logic seemed to know all about 
it, and assured them it was g[uite the best thing out, while the solemn 
young men seemed to enjoy it as much as they could appreciate any 
“bit of life.” The Company was a clever one, and such men as 
Teeet and Boyce were equal to Joey Munden, Matthews, Liston, 
or Haelet, while several young women danced with grace, and some 
acted with spirit. Misses Faeeen, Yaughan, and Gilchrist were, 
young Bob pointed out, the heroines of “the show,” and he said he 
considered them real actresses. That, indeed, seemed to be the 
opinion of the Crowd, for encores were frequent, and many a 
bouquet was “hurled” over the footlights to be rewarded with a 
smile, though, as Tom remarked, it had to be distributed over so 
many adorers, that' it would hardly “ go round.” “We have seen 
Mias Tree, Madame Yestris, and Miss O’Neil, and heard Miss 
Kelly, and Miss Stephens, my dear Logic,” said the Corinthian, 
“ and we are glad to see your beau idM of the acting of the 
day, it is infinitely refreshing, and let us hope it will expand the 
mind,^' 

The most curious “bit of life ” seen that evening was, however, yet 
to be experienced. “ Let ’s go round to the Stage-door,” said young 
Logic, “ and see the girls come out.” “ Certainly,” said the 
Corinthian, who had observed that young Logic was a great 
admirer of the fair sex. “You have friends, I presume, among the 
corps de ballet. “ Oh, dear, no,” said young Logic, “ but it ’s ‘ the 
thing ’ to do, and some of the fellows know that dark girl in the 

i, „ — « « — third row. She ought to Juliet, she ought. I’m sure she’s 

Jerry were quite ready to accompany young clever enough.” So the Trio went round to the 

Bob to this “ much-talked-of ” theatre. They -ji ' . . ■ , . S J Stage-door, and there was a crowd of our 

found a great crowd at the door, but as their .ajU, ■ i .jiJ ^'-i •'i i I ii ''*■ friends from the Stalls standing near the door, 

seats had been boohed, they were free to enter, i' which shone “ The Sacred Lamp oe Bur- 

and when they did so, an unsurpassable scene ■ i^^sque.” ’Twas a strange sight, and charac^ 

their optics. First, their attention was of the to see those young men watch 

drawn to the folks in the Stalls. These CISl (M the “ladies” come out. These youths, Tom 

seemed chiefiy young men, with very s/miy MHkSjo'v/' 'TiJS.w remarked,hadbeencalledthe“KW«mfi-s<ap<3- 

hair, and teaMiJ^/wninen, very collars, and Jooreyoftheperiod,”whereuponJEREYob- 

very s/oymy foreheads, who sat sucking large Mmi ?]/■' serv^ithat “he hoped his Cousin would not catch 

and over the on the | W ■fl' i: the infection of from the burlesque.” 

Stage. Here was young ALDmsuoT, juvemle j jiffllsjl |'^ V^iwA bouquets which they ofiered as the 

OxEORD, or Cambridge, in short, all the “ men hansoms, growlers, and broughayros drove away 

about town ’’ of the day, the gommeux of the with Lily, or Tottie, or Poppy, and the m on 

age, and their appearance might have afforded ^ ■*' looked down with a sly glance at this very o .ri- 

reflection to the philosopher. Vacuity and “Comiiig>ut’' at the Gaiety. ous hit of “ Modern Life in London.” 

A A 


“We shall he quite game to go to the Theatre, my dear Bob,” 
said the CoEaxTHiAN one morning, when young Logic suggested that 
they should patronise a Temple of Thespis. “True in old days 
Jerry and I only took an occasional glimpse at the play at * Old 
Drury,’ and a look at the Stage at Covent Garden Theatre ; but since 
our object is life and improvement, we will accept your invitation.” 
“Ah! ” said young Bob, looking rather nonplussed, “ I think I can 
promise you life at the play, hut I am not so sure about improve-- 
mentJ^ “ Well,” said the Corinthian, “ so long as there are gay 
moments, all will be ‘ merry as a marriage bell ; ’ but have you no 
Kemble, Kean, or Mac heady to interpret with histrionic skill the 
genius oi Shakspeare, and render the Bard of Avon truly sublime f ” 

Oh,” said young Logic, “if it’s Shakspeare yon want, you must 
go to another shop, and not to the theatre I am aiming at. Fact is, 
don’t you know, we consider the Bard quite played out, nowadays. 
Give you my word that those fellows who write burlesques can beat 
him easy ; and hang me if I think The Farren or The Yaughan 
would condescend io play in him.” “You astonish me, Bob,” said 
the Corinthian. “ Where then is this theatre, the players at which 
are above Shakspearb; I am quite to see it. “So ami,” 

cried Jerry. “I agree with my Coz, and though I never read 
Shakspeaee myself, we had a large copy at Hawthorn Hall, and I 
have always heard my father say, that though he did * get into 
trouble’ for poaching, when a boy, he was a most meritorious 
writer?^ 

“There is only one theatre in London,” said young Logic, 
“ patronised by the * Boys,’ and that is the Gaiety. It is managed 
by Mr. John Hollinqshead, better known as Practical John, and 
he is truly a remarkable man. He is equally at home at writing an 
article, or inditing a letter to the newspapers, in chaffing the ‘ Board 
of Works,’ or introducing the Electric Light to London, and he 
would at a moment^ s notice undertake to do the work of the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, or the Lord Chancellor, or assume 
the Command of the Channel Fleet,” “ Bless me I ” cried Corinthian 
Tom, “ you amaze me, such a man is thrown away on a theatre ; he 
ought to be ‘ serving his country ’ in Parliament, and not leading a 
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of Mr. Flowee. The poor animals were 
thus in torture, while the gag was proved 
to be wholly unnecessary— a hint which may 
be taken by some of our low comedians — 
by the presence of other horses without it. 
It is scandalous that bearing-reins should 
be permitted at such an Exhibition ; and 
the Judges should promptly disq^ualify any 
animal appearing before them with one on. 
Leave the Cloture in any form to the 
manipulation of Coachman William of 
Westminster. 

TindeV’-Box^ whose rider had received 
instructions to strike only on his own box, 
—and then not too hard, said an Irishman, 
as the animal ^s “ tinder,”— won the red 
rosette, the second prize for leaping, A 
foreign gentleman, visibly affected on this 
occasion, being asked why he wept, replied, 
with sobs, that he was forcibly reminded 
by the horse’s colour of a beautiful river in 
his own native land. * ‘ The Eoan, of course,” 
exclaimed one of the Judges, Sir C. Piggott, 
who immediately explained to Mr, Hanmee 
Billington the difference in speDing 
between the horse’s colour and the river 
Rhone. 

“ Very good,” observed Lord Lonsdale, 
and then asked, “ Is that your own ? ” 

“No,” returned Sir Chaeles, readily, 
“ and it ’s not your roan ; it ’s Mr. Heap’s.” 

“Thank you,” rejoined the owner in 
question, but I don’t boast of it. To quote 
another Keep^ * I ’m so ’umble.’ ” So they 
gave him the rosette, and he will live 
happily ever afterwards. 

Mr. Levy Lawson took a second prize 
with his Safety y or. In medio tutissimus^ a 
clever telegraph-wirey bay steed. Happy 
Capital name for a Turkish 
Horse of that colour, The Bey. 


A Verse to Home Rule. 

In Westminster Palaces 
We bluster and foam, 

And say, if it ’s humble. 

There ’s no Rule like Home, 

St. Stephen’s is charming, 

St. Stephen’s is fair. 

But it ’s not the St. Stephen’s 
We long for elsewhere. 

Home, Home, sweet Rule of Home ! 
There ’s no Rule like Home Rule, 
No Rule like Home ! 




"'LATHER-DAY SAINTS.^> 

(From the well-known MBuiiEVAL Mural Decorative Advertisement by 
Trade Marks, R.A.) 

AT THE HORSE-SHOW. 

The Horse-Show at Islington is a peculiarly British institution, like tall hats, trial by 
mry, and the morning tub. For we are a horsey people, and on the Continent every 
Englishman is supposed to be a judge of horses, although he may happen not to know 
fetlocks from flower-pots, and pasterns from pepper-castors. We are indeed very fond of 
horses, although we have not yet, as Caligula did, made one a Magistrate, although we 
frequently utilise donkeys for this ofS.ce, even in Middlesex. Three great rides have been 
celebrated in immortal ^rose and verse— those of Turpin, Mazeppa^ and Gilpin ; and where 
is the man who does not feel for the latter, seeing that all the time he was careering up and 
down, his dinner was being spoiled. Now, the racers and hunters of the day may lack 
the vates sacer^ and only live in the memories of bookmakers, but stiU we cling as fondly 
as ever to horseflesh ; and though we cannot all he Alexanders, we can at least fancy 
that we :^ssess Bucephalus. 

The Horse-Show, then, represents the national taste, and no wonder it is so popular. 
It is graced every year by the presence of Royalty ; and last week the Prince and Princess of 
Wales, and two of their daughters, went to see the leaping. The ponies were much admired, 
especially Mr. Dupont’s little black pony. Lady Jumho, a Circassian, which is more like a 
rat than anything else, being only thirty inches high. This mite took the fancy of the little 
Princesses very much, and was heartily cheered when it leapt a tiny hurdle. One thing must 
be noted, which it is to be hoped will not happen again. Many of the animals paraded 
before the spectators had tight bearing-reins, a fact which we commend to the attention 


This from the Times of last Thursday ! 

‘‘ Prince Bismarck has just presented to the 
Botanical Garden at BUsseldorf alarge tamo wolf, 
which was given to him some time ago by a 
Russian Prince. The Chancellor’s health is now 
rapidly improving, and he is expected to return 
to town shortly.” 

At first sight the connection between tbe 
improvement in tbe Chancellor’s health and 
tbe dismissal of the wolf is not evident. 
No doubt tbe wolf worried him, and a mere 
lambkin like Prince Bismarck is easily 
worried to death. Happy Thought!--- 
When you can’t keep the wolf— a tame 
one, of course— from the door, give him 
away. There is now, we apprehend, some 
considerable chance for the satisfactory 
settlement of the Egyptian difficulty. 

“ Q-eeat Paul.”— One Citizen, living in 
the neighbourhood of the Cathedral, observed 
that “the bell would make a dickens of a 
noise.” “ Dickens I ” rejoined bis companion, 
catching at the word, “ 1 wish, instead of 
Great Paul, it would turn out to be little 
Paul Dumbey.” 
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ULTIMATING. 

[A good old Farce revised, hud no Money turned 

away at the Doors-- quite the contrary.") 

British Admiral [meeting French AdmU 
ral). FnchanUy Amir ah Q,uite des—des 

anciens (Aside.) Where the dickens is 

my Flag-Captain? He^s the only fellow 
on hoard who can manage French subjunc- 
tives. Don’t know that there onght to 
ho a subjunctive there. -D 65 — oh, old 
friends, Amirah 

French Commander. Yes, we have met 
before. Trop honore. I think the first 
time was — was in China. 

British Admiral. Ah, yes, when we 
demonstrated about the big Bum Chum 
outrage, you remember ? 

French Admiral. Farfaitement, And 
my bill for subsequently saluting and 
dining the authors of the Rum Chum 
outrage was eighty^ thousand francs. 
Cheap, hein f considering the fact that we 
got a treaty out of them, and you didn’t.^ 

English Commander. Oh, yes we did, 
but as they broke both, it doesn’t much 
matter. Some old business here, eh ? 

French Admiral. Meme vieuxjeUy comme 
a dit Shaquespere. Flag-Captain, go and 
see if it ’s time to open the sealed orders.^ 

British Admiral. Acting in concert, quite 
so ; and Midshipman Uneasy, bring me up 
my’ sealed orders and the Greenwich time. 

French Admiral. Absolutely united. 
(Opews Orders. Aside.) Must not let 
English land whatever happens. Perish 
Khedive first. 

English Admiral [opening Orders. Aside). 
Maintain concord and anything else you 
like, but if the French land a Marine, or fire 
a popgun— well, remember Bxitq. [Aloud.) 
Oh, parfaitement d' accord. 

Man at Mast-head. Another revolution 
up, yer Honour, Haeabi Pasha just col- 
lared the National Exchecnier, and is a- 
trying to negotiate the National Bonds, 
which is all he found in it, with the ladies of 
the harem, who have all got money-boxes. 

French Admiral. A revolution ! — the 
fourth in six days. Then I ought to inter- 
fere, Pardon, Monsieur, allow me. ! 

English Admiral. I must demonstrate 
now. Pardon, Monsieur, but that ’s just 
what I can’t do. [Aside.) I do remem her 
Btno— it was a horrid question of bang ! 

French Admiral, We are thoroughly 
agreed. But pu can’t land your men. We 
should regard it as a casus belli. 

Man at Mast-head, Another revolution. 
Circassians massacring everybody. 

English Admiral, Oh, perfectly agreed. 
But if you land even a purser’s assistant, 
I shall be reluctantly compelled to torpedo 
the lot of you. 

Khedive, Somebody come and depose me ; 
I can’t stand reigning much longer. 

French Admiral [winking to Turkey). I 
think you had better come, after all. 

British Commander [same business). After 
all, it ’s in the Treaty, so you may as well 
produce that gendarmerie. Because you 
see we can both turn on you, and lick you 
together if you don’t go right. 

French Admiral. Quite so. And now, 
whom shall he lick ? 

English Admiral. Well, I rather think 
Ababi 

French Admiral. Well, I thought Tewtik 
deserved as sound a thrashing as anybody, 

Man at Mast-head. Killed all the Consuls 
now. 

Turkey. Are jyu agreed ? ^ 

British and French Admirals. Agreed ! 
We couldn’t disagree — tmtil the next 
Sealed Orders come. {^Curtain. 
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The Hector [to Irish Plasterer). “That Mortar must have beeh very bad.” 

Pat [with a grin). “Faix, ye oann’t expiot the likes o’ good Koman CmiNT to stick 
TO A Prot estant Church, Sorr ! ! ” 

BIG AND EARLY. 

From an evening contemporary last week 

“ A strange story comes from Shetland of an encounter that a crew of fishermen bad off the coast with 
an extraordinary sea monster, said to be about 150 feet in length, and which was supposed to be a 
species of giant cuttlefish or octopus.” 

Evidently the monster was brought up close to shore by the Whitsun holiday-tide, and 
dared to show itself when the coast was quite clear in the absence of Parliamentary Intelli- 
gence. If Egyptian and Irish affairs shonld grow dnll, we shall look forward with interest to 
the report of a ** Fearful Struggle with a Gigantic Gooseberry off the Coast of (^eenland.’ 
Sea-Serpents and others will accept this intimation, and kindly vdre to our omce, where 
any information as to their movements wiU be thankfully received. 

I 

i Mrs. Ramsbotham ahd the Egyptian DiFFrcuLTy.— She knows all about it, and has got 
i the names so correctly. “ The idea,” she exclaimed, “ of a person called Toothache Pasha I 
! Of oonrse he ’d give trouble. I should have him out or stopped at once.” 
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ESSENCE 


OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 


Mr, Bright, at Birmingliam, praised Bancroft without meu- 
tioning Motley. This was highly aiDpreciated by Bancroex of the 
Hay market. 



Gladstone with the Irish Nihilists and 
the Egyptian Nile-ists. 


THE DIABY OF TOBY, M.P. 

^ Thursday Xight, June 1.— Exhilarating but exhausting dissipa- 
tion of three days’ holiday over. House back again to work. Egypt 

and Ireland to start with. In- 
teresting to watch ASH3IE.O- 
Bartlett during the peppering 
of Ministers with questions. Sir 
Stafpord Northcote footog it 
on light fantastic toe amid an- 
cestral P:7nes, drinking a toast 
to the bride, Blessing-you-my- 
children, and performing other 
of those friendly and fatherly 
duties which accord better with 
his kindly nature than leading 
Bandolph, Wolff, ^ Warton, 
and the Alderman into battle. 
In his absence Cross cross- 
examined Ministers. 

“Kemember you are on your 
oath,” he says to Sir Charles 
Dilre, by putting his head on one side and facing the guilty 
Under-Secretary with magisterial air. “ Take care, Sir, take care,” 
he says to the Prefer, by putting his spectacles on to bring him 
under closer supervision. 

Half-a-dozen others follow, then Ashmead- Bartlett appears on 
the scene. "W. E. Gr., older in habits of deception, manages to conceal 
his emotion ; but paper held in Bilee’s hands visibly and audibly 
trembled. Bilee tries to put A. B. off in old style ; but not to be done. 
Thanks to recent elision (for which see Gazette)^ 

A. B. has been able to learn his brother’s name off 
by heart, and retain it in his memory. Great weight 
thus removed from his mind. Its powerful ma- 
chinery^ now entirely reserved for foreign affairs. 

Up again with fresh question, prefaced by same im- 
placable fixing of eye-glass. Ministers may deceive 
Cross and Smith, and even Drummond Wolff. 

“ But,” as the Poet somewhere observes— 

“ But Ashmead B., 

He sez, sez he, 

You must get up de bonne heure to get over me.” 

A man who represents Eye ought to see as far 
through a ladder as most people. And Ashmead- 
Bartlett does. 

Got early into Committee on Crime Bill. Mr. Parnell returned 
with hm most polished manner. Evidently nothing gives him so 
much pain as to oppose anything or anybody. His urbanity con- 
tagious. Even Mr. Healy agrees that there may he something in 
views that he does not agree with. Only 
Joseph Gillis untameahle. 

“Woman likes me not,” Joseph says, 
“ nor Man either. All things are vanity.” 

Smiles more or less scornfully at Par- 
nell’s placidity. When things are going 
on aU right, when the Land League Lamh 
is lying down with the English Lion, when 
peace reigns o’er the tronhled House, 
Joseph Gillis rises in bis place, and, 
d propos des hoUes (fourteen buttons, price 
35 francs), he calmly advances the theory 
that the murders in Phoenix Park were 
planned hy the Irish Landlords, and exe- 
cuted by their paid emissaries. This said, 
Joseph feels he has done his duty, and is 
presently discovered with his head upon his 
breast, sunk in child-like sleep. 

Business done , — ^Prevention of Crime Bill 
taken in Committee. 



The Arrears 
Bill. 



Mr. Biggar removing his 
Block 

(The second syllable can 


be supplied 
Reader.) 


by the 


Friday Discussing Crime Bill to- 

night. Newspapers and newspaper writing 
oon^g up, Harcourt takes opportunity of 
saying that, according to his experience, 
everything that appeared in a newspaper was not necessarily good, 
and was rarely true. Committee listens with respect always paid 
to man who talks on subject of which he knows something. Few 
men not in the profession written so much in newspapers as Har- 
couRT.^ Ought to know what he ’s talking about. 

Business done,-- Committee on Crime Prevention Bill, 


Mrs, Kamsrothak says that “ Irritation is the surest flattery.” 


Advice to the Salvation Army.— “ Begone, brave Army, and 
don’t kick up a row ! ” 


RACING NOTES BY DUMB-CRAMBO JUNIOR. 



He showed the whey. 



Taking up the running. 



At the fall of the flag. 



Winner sold. 


THE ADJUTANT’S HORSE. 

{From the Diary of a Militia Training,) 

First TFeek,-~Qot a new charger from the cah-yard. My last 
year’s mount is now permanently engaged churning clay in a brick- 
field. Present animal has his faults— gone in the knees, hollow back, 
and Roman nose. Still, he is as gentle as a lamb. Good pedigree, 
too. Cab-proprietor says that Staggers (my horse) had a cousin 
who once shared the same stable with a half-bred Arab. Found 
Staggers a little awkward at starting at first. However, my orderly 
suggested that if he made a noise like the slamming of the door of 
an omnibus, and called out sharply, “ Higher up I ” the charger 
would move on. Orderly perfectly right. Staggers seems to like 
the music of the band, and always walks on his hind legs when the 
Regimental March (“ The Vagabond”) is played. Orderly says he 
remembers him doing that in a booth at a country fair twelve years 
ago. On the whole, am fairly satisfied with my bargain. 

Second Week , — I am^ afraid that Staggers must have led a very 
chequered career. He is always having embarrassing reminiscences 
of the past. For instance, the other day, when the Regiment was 
engaged in a “march out,” we met a funeral. Staggers imme- 
diately quitted the battalion, and took up his place at the near-side 
leader in front of the hearse. Again we are training in the country 
this year, and often have some skirmishing drill on the sands. 
Staggers^ noticing a bathing-machine one morning rather far out, 
immediately walked through the water to it, and backed into the 
shafts ! We could not get him to rejoin “ Ours ” until he had taken 
it out. Again, on passing a common where Excursionists were en- 
joying themselves, he took up his place amongst some animals 
strikingly resembling himself, under a placard hearing the legend, 
“ A really good ride for one penny ! ” All this is very annoying, 
and I am continually being called upon to give my “reasons in 
writing ” for my charger’s eccentric behaviour. 

Third Week , — Took Staggers to target-practice. All went well 
until the first shot was fired, when the brute turned round rapidly 
three times, and then fell down, pretending to he dead ! My orderly 
says he remembers him doing the very same thing five-and-twenty 
years ago in the Battle of Waterloo at Astley’s. My man added, it 
used to be his “ cue” to recover when the Clown offered him “a 
glass of sherry wine,” As we had no means at hand of giving him 
his “ cue,” we were forced to leave him on the ground. He was 
driven home subsequently by a costermonger, harnessed tandem with 
a donkey. With this little exception, Staggers behaved admirably 
during the whole week. 1 have nothing to complain of except his 
custom of invariably taking up his place behind the last vehicle 
when we pass a cab-stand, Horn force of habit. But this is not very 
noticeable, as my position as Adjutant on the march is in rear of the 
battalion. However, I wish he wouldn’t do it I 
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Fourth I have got through "my training Tory 

pleasantly. Staggers was not quite satisfactory at the Inspection. 
I had to ride him in blinkers to prevent accidents, and to spur him 
vigorously when the battalion was passing a public-house. After 
the inspection, hard at work in the Orderly Eoom, and so did not go 
out. On the last day, having returned to Head Quarters, trotted 
Staggers back in mufti to the cab-yard. All the cats in the neighbour- 
hood followed me. Surprised at this, until cab-master (who lives 
next door to a knacker’s), suggested that perhaps the cats were fol- 
lowing Staggers^ because they thought I was going to kill him! 
Said he had known it happen before. Cab-master promised me the 
refusal of Staggers for the next training, subject of course to the 
consent of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 
Hope I shall get him, as he is certainly the best-looking animal I 
have ridden for many years I 



LA DAMALA AUX CAMllLIAS ET lES ATJTEES. 

Oe course there are some English plays to be seen in London, but 
the “ other people ” for the most part are to be found listening to 
French at the Gaiety, German at Drury 
Lane, or Italian at Covent Garden, 
where most of the company are Bel- 
gians. Such is life on the English 
Stage. The event of the day— that is, 
of the Monday last week— was the 
return to London of Madame Sarah 
Dam ALA Bernhardt, accompanied by 
M. Sarah Damala Bernhardt. Sarah 
was welcomed by a brilliant Salle* 
She was warmly received with five 
bouquets. "What became of the other 
one— for they ought to have made up 
the ^ half - dozen — is not known. 
Adrienne Lecouvreur was chosen for 
the limp, languorous, and lackadaisical 
lady,^ and she was determined to spare 
nothing to attain success, particularly 
the paint - box. Why do French 
actresses “ make up ” so badly ? Why 
does Madame Bernhardt put on her 
lips enough vermilion to last an 
economical painter for three weeks ? 

The tail of the comet is far from 
brilliant. The company indeed appear 
young Actor witb. an to have been chosen with the benevolent 
honoured name, who, we idea of reconciling us to English 
players, and of exposing the foUy of 
believing that everything is good in 
Paris. Things are better the other side 
of the Channel than they were when 
the mernbers of this company were disporting themselves on the 
stage ; for their absence must raise the average of Art in France. 

M. Sarah Damala did not appear on Monday. He^was probably 
learning his lesson; 
but on Wednesday 
the prize pupil of 
Madame Bernhardt’s 
Finishing Academy 
for Young Gentlemen 
was introduced by the 
Principal of theEstab- 
lishment as Armand 
Duval, of the Maison 
Duval, in the Dame 
aux Camelias* The 
prize pupil is best 
when he has to stand 
still and say nothing. 

They are that way 
sometimes. He is, 
however, getting a 
big boy now,’’ as 
the Poet sings, and 
will soon be a 
credit to his teacher. 

What do you suppose 
the Times calls the 
nauseous original of 
Traviata f ** This 
sweetest of idyls 1 ” 

We shall next look 


“After Darkness.” First ap- 
pearance in London of a 
'oung Actor with an 
Lonoured name, who, we 
hope, will slay among us, 
though he’s “bound for 
Farren parts.” 



La Damala aux Came lias teaching the Young 
Idea how to act. 


to see Nana described as “this most exquisite of pastorals,” and 
DAssommoir as “ this most delicate of poems,” 

Hats off to Herr Hichter and his band 1 They played Beet- 


hoven’s Fidelio superbly, and a public which has not been educated 
up to the musical Dragons and other zoological curiosities over the 
way in the WfScZwwp'en, listened with delight. The peculiarity of 
the performance was the_demeanour,of the Goaler, Rocco, who could 



Fidelio. Hard-as-a-Hocco, or Jack o’Lantern, the Gaoler, with Chorus of 
Suspects, and the different keys for them to sing in. They ought to have 
come on ticketed “ Fourteen Days.” 


not for the life of him make up his mind whether he was a hardened 
villaiu with a cultivated taste for murdering his prisoners, or an 
amiable creature who looked on his charges quite as a little family. 
As for the Meister singer, the shock of hearing it for the first time is 
too much to make criticism possible 
till the listener has pulled himself 
together. There are tunes in it ! 

There is a waltz ! I Hooray for 
Wahner Waltzing! “His First 
Waltz,” companion to “Weber’s 
Last,” which sounds as if Weber 
were a Shoemaker. Shall hear the 
Meistersinger again, as will many 
others. Lohengrin one is accustomed 
to ; but, in the face of the Critics, I 
don’t like the fight. Lohengrin holds 
up his enchanted sword, and down 
goes Tetramondo, But where is 
Lohengrinh pluck under these cir- 
cumstances ? The proper sort of fight 
for the stage is one where they go at 
it their “ werry fiercest,” and specta- 
tors grow nervous lest the wrong man 
should wiu. When there is not a 
considerable uncertainty as to the re- 
sult of the combat in Richard IIL^ 
in the duel-scene of the Corsican 
Brothers, and in the bout between 
Hamlet and Laertes, depend upon it 
the Actors don’t know their business, and the success of the piece is 
jeopardised. 

Madame Paxhine Lucca, at the Royal Italian Opera, has un- 
fortunately left some of her top-notes behind her in Germany, but 
she is an Artist, and as such is welcome. 



The Air-Apparent (for the first 
time) ; or, Crown Prince 
Wagner accompanying one of 
his own tunes — actually 
tunes — on the Meister- 
Singer’s Machine. 


RACE-COURSE SAYIHGS. 

To the Owner of a Wimiing Horse, — I congratulate you on the 
easy manner you won, and I hope you are prepared with a defence. 
Eh ? Oh, haven’t yoit heard ? Why, a member of the Jockey Club 
has just told me, that the Stewards are going to have you up, to 
explain the in-and-out running of your horse. Of course, I know 
you are innocent ; but I may as weR tell you that popular feeling is 
very much against you. 

To the Occupants of a Regimental Drag* — Thanks, Capital 
lunch ; wine perhaps a trifie too sweet, and I am sorry I was so late. 
Really, you know, when I first saw this drag, with you on it, I took 
it for the turn-out of some local Yolunteers. Ta ! ta I 

To a Mistaken Backer* — Yes, I ’ll have a glass of the Boy with 
you to celebrate that last victory. Thanks. Health ! Yery good 
Boy, indeed. But I say, old chappie, you asked me to take you a 
1000 to 60 about the winner. What a mistake it was to limit the 
price ! I was a bit late in the Ring, and the best offer I could get 
was 1000 to 80, so I did not put a penny on for you. 

To a Lady *--Y ova dresses are always charming ; but what I 
admire even more, is your careful econom^r. It is not everybody 
who can discover that the dress you are wearing to-day is the one we 
all admired at the Oaks so much. 
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MODERN ATHLETICS. — A DIPLOTRIBICYCLICAL QUARTET. 

How THIS Drawing wottld have astonished Odr Rea.ders Twenty Years ago ! 


HOLD ON ! 

An awkward and even dangerous position.”— Gartoon, 

Hold on! This bridling Behe- Perchance the plan of riding 
^ moth double 

Is a stiff business for you both ; Began, or complicates, the trouble. 

This double mount, That cayman’s blind 

On such a knife-back’d, hard- Who chance of mischief doesn’t 
mouth’d brute, spot 

Hot either rider seems to suit, When he perceives his riders not 
By all account. Both of one mind. 


As headstrong as the nonde- 
script 

O’er which good Maladrop so 
tript, 

This thumping lizard : 

And if Leviathan will swerve 

And plunge, firm seating to pre- 
serve 

Probably is hard. 

Yet all the same it must he done : 

Men don’t ride Crocodiles for ftm, 
Except in stories ; 

But, mounted^ if the reptile fiings 

Its riders, why, ’ware teeth!— 
which things 
Are allegories. 


But, John, yow can’t afford to fail; 
Held by the head or by the tail, 

The saw-toothed Saurian 
You must contrive to rule and tame 
Or— earn barbarian scorn, and 
blame 

Of the historian. 

Hold on, then, John! and bear 
in mind 

That “ when two ride one rides 
behind,” 

Old saw hath said. 

On alligator, as on horse, 

That rule holds good, and so, of 
course, 

You’ll— AoZi? his head! 


COPYRIGHT AND COPTWRONG, 


The Dramatist who dramatises his neighbour’s !N‘ovel against his 
will, is less a Playwright than a Plagiary. 


The Cut Direot,— T he Hew Cat, Lambeth, 


IGNES EATUI. 

Pew great scientific discoveries have escaped the clutches of the 
Stock Exchange. The Electric Light is now the victim. A rickety 
bantling in its scientific form— an infant essentially in a state of 
pupillage— it is not yet exactly the one entire and perfect chrysolite. 

! And yet every morning sees the creation of a new “ WilU^ "the- 
\ Wisp ” Company, formed to acquire rights that have no existence, 

I to promise fabulous dividends, and the regeneration of the human 
I race, and to steal the capital of the greedy fools who fish in phantom 
waters. The light that is destined to turn night into day will 
' survive this degradation, as its twin brother, the electric telegraph, 
survived a similar attack, but the struggle with human folly will 
I be long and hard. 

I From H.B.H. to the Mayor of Leicester. 

[About the excited person who wanted to shake hands with the Princess.] 

Mt dear Mr. Mayor, Sir, of Leicester, 

As to this I do wish you’d made less stir ; 

! Let him off, as we feel 

I That ’twas only his zeal, 

i For he never did mean to molest her. 


Flagging Enthusiasm. 

This announcement in the Globe's list of “ to-morrow’s ” doings, 
a few days since, rather startled us 

“ Army Guild of the Holy Standard, Annual Meeting in the Trophy Koom 
of St. PauVs Cathedral, 2*30.” 

This sounds uncommonly like a Salvation Army annotmcement. Is 
it possible that the Dean and Chapter have enlisted, and that the 
Canons are going to be utilised in the Artillery of these irreplar 
troops ? By the way, why doesn’t some one start a Salvation Navy, 
and commence with a Salvage Crew in eonneotion with Lloyd’s? 
Tell this to the Marines, and ask their opinion. 
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EEMARKABLE ROMANCES. 

[By a Eambler. ) 

No, V.— The CjaiTrc. 

Me. Chipeonter Prtggs, of Peckham Eye, was born a man—no, I 
mean, a baby of letters. His father knew, the moment that he gazed 
upon his abnormally developed head, that 
, I ^ ii Chiffonier was destined to become a 
1' I ' Macaitiat, a Shaksfeare, or a Samuel 

l'l| ' Johnson; but his mother secretly in- 

’ /I dined to the belief that she had brought 

(!j I ^ ' I 1 into the world a future Bishop or Dean 

iU Established Church. Thus it 

^ almost before he could speak, 

^ IMH i Chiffonier knew that he was to 
11 1 ^ CrREAT Man. To do him justice, 

1 i realised the responsibilities 

I 01 incurred by his position. Instead of 
nl marbles, he would 

over the cardboard globes in his 
father^ s study; while other boys were 
indulging in cricket, Chiffonier was 
delivering stump orations to his little 
sisters in the back garden ; and when his 
associates were making the air hideous 
with penny whistles, Jew’s harps, and 
papered oomhs, he was practising the Triangles of Euclid, or studying 
the opera of CIhintus Horatius Flaccus, P. Ovidius Naso, and 
other deceased blowers of their own trumpets. 

In this way Chiffonier grew up to be good and virtuous. He 
was never birebed or caned, and if occasionally the shoe leather of 
his schoolfellows was brought into violent contact with his own 
broadcloth, it must he set down to the fact that they were of that 
common and vulgar earth, which furnishes the world with its 
ordinarv citizens. You cannot make porcelain from brickmaker’s 
clay. On each and every occasion when he suffered, Chiffonier 
would enter the particulars in his diary. 

^‘They will be of great service,” he would say to himself, “when 
my juvenile experiences come to be recorded in the Boyhood of 
Great M&nP 

Though studious, he was, however, by no means plodding, for he 


was aware that Henius is never thus. It was only when the days of 
Examination approached that he would gorge Ins mind with facts 
and figures, so as to enable him to bear home pretty, gilt-edged, 
calf-bound volumes to his delighted parents. Had his father not 
died before his preparatory education was completed, he would cer- 
tainly have gone up to one of the two leading Universities. This 
was the more provoking, as, had he honoured Oxford with his choice, 
he would without doubt have carried off the Newdigate, inasmuch 
as he had discovered himself to be a Dramatic Poet of no mean order. 
The time for a first-class being of this kind had, he argued with 
himself, come round in the cycle of events, Shaespeaee had been 
dead for these three hundred years, and no one had yet been born to 
compete for the pride of place with the Bard of Avon, Chiffonier 
PRieas resolved not to shirk the contest. He therefore set to work 
on a play which should earn for him the income of a patent- 
medicine-monger, and the posthumous honours of Westminster 
Abbey. 

When the magnum opus was finished (it took Priggs at least three 
weeks to write), he read it at a solemn family conclave.^ There were 
present his mother, his sisters, and his uncle and guardian, who had 
lately threatened “ to make that young jackanapes put his shoulder 
to the wheel, and do something for a living.” The piece was in six 
Acts, and in blank verse. It was called Columbus, The Author 
delivered his speeches with coolness and fervour and pathos. His 
mother applauded and his sisters laughed in the wrong places, but 
his avuncular relative preserved a stony silence, and stohdly drank 
gin and water. At the end of the fifth Act, however, he knocked 
the ashes out of his pipe, and asked, “ When are we coming to the 
discovery of America r ” 

“ That is far too vulgar an incident for my drama,” replied Chif- 
fonier, loftily. 

“Might I inquire,” continued his uncle, “why yonr characters 
don’t speak the Queen’s English ? ” 

“ Ghreat heavens ! ” cried Priggs, “ it ’s blank verse ! ” 

“ It ’s the blankest verse I ever listened to,” snorted the Philistine, 
“ and into my counting-house you go to-morrow.” 

And in truth in less than a week Chiffonier was perched on a 
high stool, entering the price of currants and sago in a ledger. 

“ Chatterton,” he whispered to a fellow clerk, “was not more, 
appreciated than I am.” 

“ Was it before he took Drury Lane Theatre ? ” asked the other. . 
Chiffonier only shuddered. 

But despite his mercantile pursuits, he did not abandon his strivings i 
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ECHOES FROM ASCOT. 

Why am I here? Why, 
my doctor ordered me quiet 
and change of air. So, after 
we have finished our fourth 
peg, we win just toddle round 
to the Ring, and see what they 
are doing alDout the Cup. 

I can assure you I only come 
for the dear girls’ sake. They 
would have been so disap- 
pointed if I had refused. Yes, 
th ank you, I will take a little 
Mayonnaise of salmon, and 
mind you put ApoUinaris in 
the champagne ! 

Mamma will he dreadfully 
angry if you don’t go away. 
She’s looking at us! Take 
out your note-book— quick I 
Yes, Mr. Pennywise, my size 
is small sixes ! 

Allow me to introduce : 
“General” Booth— Cardinal 
Manning. 

My dear Bishops, I think all 
of you know Mr. liviNO ? 

I consider^ Ascot the pleas- 
antest meeting of the year. 
Yes, I shall be at Tattersall’s 
on Monday. Shall take it on 
my way to my banker’s. 

Always think Ascot beastly ! 
^Spose I shall be at Tattersall’s 
on Monday, Shall have to 
look at my banking account 
first, though I 


“ Tjshpora muiantur,^* as 
the School-Boarded Railway 
Porter observed, when a Tra- 
veller had just missed his 
train inconsequence of having 
trusted to last month’s Guide. 


An Irish Solution oe the 
Egyptian Diepiculty.— 
“ Aba-bi Aisy ! ” 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 87. 



SIE JOHN BENNET LAWES, BAET. 

The Agricultural Lawes, the new Wheel-B arrow-net. 
Motto t “Zaust et 


STUDD AHD TEAM. 

The fashion in evening 
dress of wearing o. solitaire in 
the shirt-front will now be 
given up by all Cricketers 
out of compliment to the 
three Studds. That the Studd 
Brothers have made a pro- 
found study of the noble art 
of Cricket may be gathered 
from the fact of their having 
made 297 runs between them 
in the Cambridge victory over 
the Australian team. Land- 
lord, fill the flowing bowl! 
Here’s their health! And 
another to battering-Ram- 
say, and another to Lord 
Gamp — no, beg pardon, we 
mean Lord Harris — ‘ ‘ only but 
for his manly letters signed 
and sealed,” said a certain 
sceptical Prig, “ I didn’t be- 
lieve there wasn’t no such 
person.” Why, of course there 
is. Isn’t he evidently a mem- 
ber of the Harris-tocraoy ? 
How’s that. Umpire? Hot 
out. Over 1 


Mr. J. L. Toole, writing to 
Mr. W. E. Gladstone, in- 
forms him that, as a politician, 
he entirely approves of send- 
ing “ Sealed Orders ” to the 
Fleet. He has himself adopted 
the idea, and is now sending 
“Sealed Orders” for his 
theatre to all the naval sta- 
tions. Begs to enclose a 
specimen to the Premier of 
“ Signed and Sealed Orders” 
for any night, but “AT.Z. not 
admitted after ^ seven, and 
evening dress indispensable. 
Excuse my glove. Love to 
Herbert, Yours ever, 

J. L. T.” 


after stage-effect. He even descended from his lofty pinnacle and 
gallantly bombarded Managers to no purpose, as many a deserted 
pigeon-hole and crammed waste-paper ba&et could tell, were they 
gifted with speech, with comedies, farces, and burlesques. He fre- 
quented the society of Actors, and got himself elected to a so-called 
Theatrical Club, where he sat up eR night, casuistically and causti- 
cally pointing out the obvious demerits of the pieces then running. 
Here it was that he made the acquaintance of one. Floats, the 
Manager of a Playhouse, and of Grubley, the Editor of the Griffin, 

How it so happened that Floats, having had sis successive 
failures written by six eminent Dramatists, and having by him a 
French play which he wanted cheaply and speedily rendered into 
English, tmder the influence of despair and brandy-and-water, 
intrusted the adaptation to Chieeonier. The young man felt that 
the time had come, and set to work at once with the ardour of 
Hannibal, and the certainty of a Hapoleon, Hot unsuccessfully, he 
flattered himself, when he had eliminated all the coarse GFallic 
humour, and when he had Anglicised all the characters by converting 
them into Lords and Ladies, Baronets, Squires, and other ingredients 
of what is known as Society. And of course he took care to make use of 
much of the beautiful poetry which he had composed for Columbus, 
natural^ sun<^y improbable situations and impossible complications 
remained, but it is unlikely that a strong suspicion of a breach of 
the Seventh Commandment should have been the reason why Manager 
Floats was provided with a Seventh failure. But so it was, the 
spectators stoned the play to death, and the critics danced with glee 
upon the corpse. 

Chieponier felt that the sorrows of Job and Werther were but 
flea-bites compared with his. For six weeks he mourned with a face 
as long as a double-bass, and led the sad Hfe of a hermit of old, 
craving as it were for death. At last, finding that his dissolution 
difl not come, he ventured back to the Club, and marvelled greatly 
to find that no one even remembered the title of his abortive dramatic 
effort. So he plucked up his spMts, called for poached eggs and 


stout, and let his tongue run loose with the satiric freedom of former 
days. At last he and Grubley, the Editor, were left at cock-crow 
with no other companions than empty glasses, cigar-ends, and two 
yawning waiters. , , i ^ »i 

“ You seem to talk a great deal about what you don’t understand, 
said the Editor. “ It strikes me that you ’re just the man I want. 
My dramatic critic is leaving me ; would you care to have a try for 

his shop ? ” ^ xc 1 .* 

Chieeonier’ s feet swelled in his boots, and a button flew off his 
waistcoat, at the bffer. He even forgave, in his gladness, the un- 
complimentary opening of Grubley’ s address. 

“ I will do my best,’^ he cried. 

“ Good I ” said the other. “ There ’s an Original Comedy coming 
out to-morrow at the Peristyle. Let me see what you can do 
with it.” 

Priggs did this with it 

“ Since the days of Mrs. Aphea Behn and George Colman the 
Younger, the specific qualities necessary for the realisation of Art in 
its drsgnatic form have scarcely ever been thoroughly developed in 
that degree which is at once agreeable to the not too captious taste of 
the ordinary playgoer, and to the more eclectic discrimination of the 
Critic. Art, to be Art, must be Art and not Artifice. The hedge- 
sparrow, in the hands of an experienced cordon 6/ew, maym^e a 
salmi calculated to deceive the vulgar, but it can no more obtain 
with the connoisseur as the ortolan or heccajico, than can a Wamour 
Street ‘ pot-boiler ’ pass muster for a masterpiece by Pete^aul 
Rubens or William Mallord Turner. The new comedy, Water- 
nymphs^ though enthusiastically received by, to say the least of it, 
a very friendly audience, is mediocre beyond mediocrity. Scarcely 
have we done laughing at a situation or a joke, when we remember 
that the same joke and the same situation might very possibly have 
done duty scores of times before. Indeed, to call Water-ni/mph$ an 
‘ original ’ work is about its only original attribute. OriginaRty, to 
be original, must strike us with the freshness of a prismatic 
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BARTER. 

Visitor [loho could hardly get into the SMiofor PacUng-cascs), ‘‘ Hullo ! What the deuce ’s the meaning of all this ? Moving ? 

Artist (with some embarrassment], ; fact is I— I— you know the Academy turned out my ” (Friend answers by a glance 

of indignant sympathy.) “ Well— an Agricultural Party wanted it, and I took his offer— Five- and-Twenty Pounds and 
THIS Two Tons of Catfle Shoe ! But'* --( not icing his FrientPslooJcofdismay)—**lWE got rid of it, Old Fellow. Expect the 
Waggon every minute. Business Man— Friend o’ mine— agreed to take it off my hands for a Ten-Pound Note and the 
rest in Bacon ! More useful, y'know ! ! ” [They light wj?. 


combination of colour, whether bright or sombre, or of that indescri- 
bable tint, which is so hard to be described, yet which is so easily to 
be recognised by those true disciples whose artistic perception is not 
dulled by constant contact with the gaudy atrocities of the Great 
Uncultured.” 

“ This will do,” said the Editor, abruptly folding up the manu- 
script, “Just what I want. Do you understand music ? ” he asked 
Chiffonier, who had brought his own ef usion, and was now beam- 
ing like a full moon. 

“ I can play the flute a little,” he answered. 

“ That ’s enough,”- cried Grubley. “ Try your hand at this Comic 
Opera, which comes out to-morrow. It ’s from the French. Been a 
great go in Paris. Now he off.” 

This is what Chiffonier did with the Opera 

“ Last night, at the Ambiguons Comic, was produced one of those 
sparkling operatic gems which the Management of this popular little 
theatre has from time to time caused to be repolished for the English 
stage. Za Petite Cocodette, as originally produced in Paris, would 
doubtless have been too strong for our insular palates, and accord- 
ingly Barney, the adapter, we might almost say Author, has 
rentted it with the pointed dialogue and exquisitely turned lyrics 
for which he is so renowned. Some of the Jokes, notably the oft- 
recurring one allotted to Kina Saccharino, * Do yon see the point of 


his native land, and Grubley has cheerfully paid the damages and 
costs incurred more thau once by his Critic’s exuberance of pen. 

I Chiffonier can now afford to look down upon his uncle and his 
office. As his parents, and doubtless the stars, foretold, he is a Great 
Man. Has he not fulfilled his highest ambition ? 


ARMA VIROSQUE. 


recurring one auottea to Jibing mcchanno^ ’ Do yon see tne point oi 
my boot i ^ caused the spectators to shriek with laughter, while the 
tenor ballad, ‘ Let Cleopatra^ Needle Dwindle,^ the comic song, 
‘ Bing ! Bang ! Bong ! am I Going Wrona f ^ ‘ The Knighth Shirty 
Chorm^^ and the exquisite ohansonnette, ^ When Pussy Mews upon 
the Tiles, ^ are morceaux which will soon De the property alike of the 

drawing-room and the barrel-organ,” 

Mr. Grubley did not read any more. He was satisfied. As Critic 
of tlae Griffin, Mr. Chiffonier Priggs has become a shining light 
in literary and artistic circles. He has condescended to “ arrange ” 
several plays of foreign origin for friendly Managers,^ he is con- 
I sistently opposed to, and reaoily nips the feeble dramatic growth of 






New Knights— The Ogg in Armour and Hanson’s Patent, 


Mrs. Eamsbotham writes to ask us where she can obtain a 
Tabular Ra%or. She is anxious to make a present to her Nephew, 
who is just beginning to shave. 
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MATERIA MEDICA. 

American Physician {to English Ditto). ‘‘Now in Vienna they ’he 
FIKST-EATE AT DIAGNOSIS J BUT THEN, YOXT SEE, THEY ALWAYS 
MAKE A POINT OF CONFIRMING IT BY A POST-HORTEM I ” 


A HANDBOOK TO KNOWLEDGE. 

No. ly.— T he Waitee. 

Q. What is a Waiter ? 

A. Ah Attendant for whom one has to wait. 

Q. Was that the original meaning of the word ? 

-4. No; it originally signified one who waited uiDon others. But 
that sense of the word is almost obsolete. 

Q. How is this singular inversion to be accounted for ? 

A. In many ways. Among contributing causes may be men- 
tioned:— 

1. The spread of that particular sense of dignity which mani- 

fests itself in cold abstraction of gaze and lofty indifference 
of demeanour. 

2. The growing interest in that which used to be described as 

‘‘the sport of Kings/^ but may now better be described as 
the chief business of Waiters— viz., horse-racing. 

3. The fascinations of female converse. 

4. The exigences of the toilet, more particularly in respect of 

moustaches and finger-nails. 

Q. What is commonly the first effect of calling a Waiter ? 

A, Instantaneous development of stone-deafness on his part. 

Q. How is this singularly sudden affliction manifested ? 

A» By his gazing at you with an expression of tranced immobility, 
or turning his back upon you and solicitously folding a super- 
numerary servifUe into the shape of a cocked hat, ox fleur-de-lis. 

Q. If you raise your voice, what follows ? 

A. His rapid retreat to the farther end of the apartment. 

Q. On what errand P 
A. None. 

9* the would-be diner’s next proceeding ? 

A. That depends upon his physical gifts. If he should happen to 
possess an unusually powerful voice, an imperative and staccato 
summons, several times repeated, may, eventually, bring the errant 
one slowly and reluctantly to his elbow. If hi s vocal powers are 


small, or should he object to public declamation, his only course is to 
wait patiently until the Waiter chances to be strolling again in his 
direction. 

Q. When again within vocal range, what is usually the Waiter’s 
next proceeding ? 

A. To blow down the back of your neck ? 

Q. What is the reason of this action ? 

A. Besearch has not yet discovered whether it is a mystic pro- 
fessional rite, or a subtle form of vengeance. 

Q. But what if you remonstrate agaiust this annoyance ? 

A. He does it again, under cover of an apology. 

Q. Are all Waiters subject to this disorder ? 

A. Not in this precise form. Some simply snort at you, others 
whisper confidentially and odorously in your ear ; others, again, kick 
the legs of your chair, or ruffle your back-hair with their elbows or 
table-napkins ; but all these are shrewdly supposed to be varied 
symptoms of the same disorder, “a malady most incident to” — 
Waiters, the roots of which are to be found in clumsiness combined 
with self-conceit. 

Q. What is the Waiter’s next proceeding ? 

A. To perform the ceremony known as “ taking your orders.” 

Q. In what does this consist ? 

A. Mainly in prolonged interrogation and ingenious miscon- 
struction. 

Q. Explain this. 

A. No self-respecting Waiter will grasp the meaning of your 
commands without many repetitions of his shibboleths, “ Hay, Sir ? ” 
and “ Wotsy, Sir ? ” or having— apparently— grasped that meaning, 
carry them out without such modifications and perversions as com- 
mend themselves to his independent judgment or Ms sense of 
humour. 

Q. Having approximately realised your desires, what does he 
next proceed to do ? 

A. Bring you what you have— or have not— called for, in instal- 
ments, at intervals as long as possible, taking care, for example, 
that the potatoes shall by no means accompany the meat, and that 
the peas shall not come until the potatoes are cold. 

Q. What does he do during these intervals ? 

A. This is a mystery that cannot be solved with certainty. It has, 
however, been conjectured that he may occupy the time in composing 
epics, or travelling in foreign parts. 

Q. What other specialities of the craft can you mention ? 

A. There are many, including those common to the class, and 
those peculiar to the individual. The Hotel Waiter, the Bestaurant 
Waiter, and the Waiter at public dinners have, each of them, 
peculiarities, manners, and manoeuvres of their own. There is the 
stolid and stony Waiter, afflicted with chronic stifE neck, who 
obeys your behests resentfully and under protest, suggestive of his 
being a high-minded Seraph in temporary subjection to a purse- 
proud Philistine. There is also the effusively confidential Waiter, 
who hovers about you like an affable bluebottle, softly buzzing 
gratuitous advice into yoiu* ears, strongly counselling you to refrain 
from the dish of your choice, and pertinaciously urging you to “ try 
jest a leetle bit of ” whatever you have decided to pass. Again, 
there is that highly obnoxious Waiter — common at public dinners — 
who comes round to yon towards the end of the repast, and interrupts 
the conversation between you and your neighbour, to ask in a 
severely tip-suggestive manner, if “there is any think more as he can 
do for you, as he is hoif.” But perhaps the most unpleasant pecu- 
liarities of Waiters come out in connection with the heavy ordeal 
known as “ Settling.” 

Q. Mention some of the salient peculiarities of this process. 

A. There being no fixed rule in the matter, you never know whom 
you are to pay— the Waiter who has attended you, or some other 
soKd and superior personage summoned specially for the purpose. 
In the former case the Waiter will most probably affect shortness of 
memory, and question you closely as to “Wot you’ve ’ad, Sir,” 
correcting you sharply, however, in case of lapse or error on your 
part. He will probably also persist in shouting aloud the prices of 
the several items and the amount of the total, especially if you have 
a companion whom you do not wish to be informed on these points. 
In the latter case, you are subject to a stern and suspicious cross- 
examination, which inspires yon with a passionate desire to make 
lethal use of the water-bottle. Finally, there is the great “tip”- 
torture. 

Q. What is a “tip” ? 

A. An undefined quantity of coin of the realm, bestowed, by 
voluntary compulsion, upon one Waiter for doing his office badly ; 
T^on another for not doing any office at all, or — as is more commonly 
fh| case — upon both ; producing in you a sense of being abominably 
done,” and^ in the Waiter, or Waiters, ingeniously-varied ex- 
pressions of dissatisfaction, derision, and disgust. 

Some of the Egyptians profess great admiration for Mr. Glad- 
stone, as they have heard that when axe in hand he is such a fellah I 


^ 10 Mattw, or Brawimgs, be returned, unless aocompanied 

oy a stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. sionld be bept by tbe Benders. 
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NOT WHAT HE WANTED. 

** Waitbti ! Snuff-box ! ” 

** Snuff-box, Sir! ITo, StR. Sorry to say I’ve not, Sir. And Pm 

AFRAID NONIS OF OUR WaTTEKS DON’T TARE SnUPF, SiR.” 


The amusements of Seville (always excepting bull- 
fights) are rather melancholy. Spanish dancing appears 
to be a fading art. Lopez de Yega wrote four thousand 
plays, but they seldom represent them. Mosquitos sting 
you in the houses, and beggars pester you in the streets. 
Spain can compete with Russia in the public exhibition 
of curious and wretched cripples. 

Having written this much with a quill evideutly 
drawn from the fretful porcupine, let us do justice to 
the brighter side of Seville. You mix with a people 
sober, polite, and orderly. You are in a city of flowers. 
There is no smoke in the air, for there is not a fire-place 
or a chimney-pot in Seville. G-ardens run along the 
housetops, and orange-trees grow in the few little public 
squares. Dark-eyed Rosinas peep at you like caged 
birds from windows barred with iron- work as delicate as 
a spider’s web. On every side— in every nook and 
corner — are traces of the Moorish past. You turn aside 
and find yourself iu a garden of palms that is older than 
Columbus, or the continent he discovered. You can 
sit by the side of a cool fountain, and dream a dream of 
the Arabian Nights, 

PRINCEDOM POE PREPERENOE. 

Air— “ The Pope he leads a Eappy LifeP 

I would not change my mean estate 
To reign a Despot e’er so great, 

Nor swap this easy chair, to own 
The, greatest King’s or Kaiser’s throne. 

The life that I should lead in dread 
Of daggers, dynamite, and lead, 

Not e’en would Royal fare repay, 

Though, sure till death, three meals a day. 

The Princedom of a people free 
Would rather seem the berth for me, — 

But such a Prince must bear the weight 
Of pomp and ceremony and state. 

There ’s some foundation-stone to lay, 

Some place to open, day by day ; 

Some public dinner to attend. 

And make a speech — of bores no end. 

He has to “ show ” at many a play, 

When he ’d much sooner keep away. 

What trouble princely rank entails 1 
—I ’m glad 1 ’m not the Prince of Wales. 



PROM A SPANISH SUNNY ^UN. 

The hack-yard of the Englishman is the palace of the Sevillian. He retires 
from the sun on the lines laid down by his Moorish predecessors, and lives half 
the day in a marble court, like the Alhambra Court at the 
Crystal Palace. If little footway is dedicated to the public, 
that little is scrupulously clean and sweet. The houses 
almost kiss each other, and the blue sky above, when it is 
turned to fire in the summer, is shut out by awnings drawn 
from roof to roof. The scent of the orange groves is in the 
air, and tho i)romised garlick has to be sought after to be 
found. 

The government of Spain is a mixed monarchy, con 
. sisting of the King and the Bull-Fighter. In Madrid, the 
King naay have a little the best of the bargain ; but in Seville the Bull-fighter 
is decidedly triumphant. He holds his court in the narrow streets, in the cafes, 
and public places. In some of the shops the people bend the knee to him if he is 
a leader of his tribe, and all his inferiors in the ring show him this mark of homage. 

The Spaniards would be a charming people if they were only a little more 
musical. If some one would teach them to play the guitar or the castanets, 
as they are popularly sujiposed to play them, they would be leas disappointing 
to the British traveller. Their national air, anthem, or march, is a melancholy 
production. It is the tunc the traditional cow died of, and no one can blame 
the cow. Their hulls (and horses) die to much more lively music, selected from 
the Casinos of Paris. 

The economical arrangements of Seville are of what may he called a fatherly 
character. Pood, as a rule, is sold in the public market, and nowhere else. It 
m sold at a very early hour, and at no other time. The prices are fixed by the 
Town Council from day to day. The prices ai’e not moderate. The poor and 
proud Hidalgo must have a bad time of it. No wonder the proverb says, his 
breakfast-table consists of very little meat and a great deal of table-cloth. 

The shops in the narrow streets and alleys are chiefly devoted to the sale 
of fancy articles— mostly French and English. The mantillas appear to come 
from the neighbourhood of Tottenham Court Road, and to be made of lace that 
m intended for window- curtains.^ The barbers are as ntimerous as gin-shops in 
England. They are not Figaros in liveliness, hut they know how to shave. 


The only Prince I ’d care to be 
Enjoys his Principalitie ; 

Alone of Princes, all I know, 

I ’d be the Prince of Mona-co.’ 

For his domain, so snug and small, 
Exertion costs him none at all. 
Whilst loyal subjects love the reign 
They pay no taxes to maintain. 

Since Monte Carlo’s Table pays 
What revenue he needs to raise. 
Your conscientious scruples blow ! 
Would I were Prince of Mona-co ! 


Good Omen.— It is stated lhat, after this Session, Mr. 
Richard Power will retire from the oiffiee of Whip to 
the Land League Party. Not the first sign by any means 
of the Land- Leaguers losing power. 


FISHING PROSPECTS. 



A Salmon taking a Ply,” 









June 17, 1882.] 

PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 

279 






LUCID ! 

Dear Old Mrs. Mopplcs {who takes such an interest in the Workmen). “ Wjsll, Smitheks, what are yott going to do this Morning I ’* 
Smithers, ‘‘Well, M’um, I ’%’'e just unscrewed this 'ere Union, to thread ir, and I shall solder it up with another 
Washer, connect it with the Down Spout on return from the Main, lower the Ball Tap three inches, and straighten 

THE Lever, so as to perwenp the Tank prom overflowing, and then ” 

Mrs. Mop2?les. “ Ah, yes. That 's quite right, Smithers ! ” [ExU^ satisfied. 


THE WAGS OF WATERLOO AGAIN. 

. It is not very startling news that last week Ascot Races were held. 
Most people knew the date beforehand and made their arrangements 
accordingly. Hot so the Wags of Waterloo. Late on Monday night 
one of them must have seen a newspaper contents bill with the 
words “Ascot Races’^ on it, when possibly the following scene 
occurred— 

LiUrary Wag [bursting into Traffic Manager's room)* I say, I 
believe Ascot Races come off to-morrow. 

Traffic Manager {douhtingly). No, really. [Blows through tuhe,) 
Send for the Sporting Thnes, 

Literary Wag, If it is so, I suppose we ought to do something. ^ 

Traffic Manager [sternly). Leave that to me. Do you know. Sir, 
that there is now a train from Shepperton which does the distance, 
eighteen miles, in one hour. 

Literary Wag. Come ! come ! you ^re chafiing. 

Traffic Manager, No ! fact, upon my word. [Sporting Times 
arrives.) By Jove I Ascot Races are to-morrow I (Blows through 
tube,) Stop all the regular trains. Make everybody generally un- 
comfortable. Blow the season-ticket holders, and above all double 
all the fares, 

Litera^ Wag [going). Wonderful man ! What a head for busi- 
ness Wonderiul ! Wonderful ! 

This is what we suppose must have occurred, or otherwise we 
cannot understand the hopeless bungle of unpunctuality and discom- 
fort into which the traffic of the Waterloo Loop Line was reduced 
during “ Royal Ascot.’* 

True Sporting Intelligence,— We were right again I ^ Bruce 
won the Grand Prix. What did we saj;; about a Rymillionaire ? 
Didn’t we advise all our readers to put their money on Mruce for the 
Grand Prix, and back him heavily 'f Well, if we didn’t, we meant to. 


TO SIR WILLIAM THE OPTIMIST. 

We may recommend the following slight alteration of an old song 
to the serious and immediate attention of the Seldom-at-Home 
Secretary 

“ If a Bobby sees a body 
Floating high and dry, 

Need a Bobby seize that body — 

Need a Bobby cry ? ” 

We know that Sir W. Y. H. is a firm believer in the perfectibility 
of everything, from Convict Prisons and Industrial Schools to Police 
efficiency and the Arcadian state of the Metropolis. He can no more 
believe in the disgraceful fact that one or two people die every week 
in London of absolute starvation, than he can believe in the dangers 
of the Thames Embankment. A Blue-Book just published, which 
states that for the last hve years nearly two thousand^ bodies have 
been found in the Thames within the Metropolitan District, or an 
average of one body a day, and that six hundred and thirteen of 
these bodies, or nearly three a week, maybe taken to represent 
undiscovered murders, is doubtless regarded by the Seldom-at-Home 
Secretary as a collection of stories that may be told to the Marines. 
If some eccentric capitalist would buy the hideous abortion on the 
Thames Embankment which was meant for an Opera-House, and 
turn it into a gigantic Morgue for the reception of these bodies, 
perhaps the Seldom-at-Home Secretary would then believe Ms eyes, 
or, f ailin g Ms eyes, the evidence of his other senses ? 

“Knee plus Ultra.”— Dr. Muiehead Little has done a big 
thing. He has published— or rather he has written, and Longmans , 
has published the Little man’s book— a work on Treatment of In- 
JBinee Distortion without surgical operation— the onlycuts necessary 
being the wood-cuts wMch illustrate the subject. Here is a friend 
indeed to all friends in-knee’d ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED PROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

I Monday Height, June 5. House of Lords. — ^Lord Redesdali fast 
I asleep in the Chair at the table, at which Lord Saiisburt stands 




'■ I -“e I / X 




The Protjean Entertainer, or, How did he do it ? 

To celebrate tbe Queen’s birthday, Mr. Grlad'tone gave two full-dress dinner 
parties on the same evening ; one as Premier, and the other as Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. Afterwards at midnight he went down to The Burdans. 
How did he do it ? With a couple of “ doubles ” after the Corsican 
Brother fashion ? — 

making pleasing : |■"l remarks as to Mr, 

Gladstone’s rela- | liilllr tionswithMr.PAR- 


making pleasing 

Gladstone’s rela- , 

NELL. Interesting ■■ci'-' speech, but atten- 
tion of noble Lords distracted by the 

dangerous position Chairman of 

Committees. His head falls on his 

left shoulder; his ^<^^7 sways over, 

and it is only by a L desperate jerk he 
brings himself up. ji 'it What would hap- 
pen supposing he ■ failed to recover 

his ^ equilibrium ? ' Ho precedent for 

Chairman of Com- , mittees being dis- 
covered at full I length under the 

Table, or between -i i ■■ ■• ;, ,* jggg 

Leader of Opposi- l tion as he is ad- 
dressing the House. I On the other hand 

no precedent for —And then went down “ doubled giving Ch^man 
01 Committees a ^p” to Dame Burdans? or dig: in the ribs and 

so^ waking him* alone did he do it with. “ trick Excitement deep- 
ening in intensity wigs,” two disguises, and a when Lord Redes- 

DALE, after a lurch dummy ? ** Grand old man ! ” which brought the 

heart of every noble Lord into his 

month of long descent, awoke, and glaring round the Table, making 
Lord CoTTESLOE tremble in his short jacket, cried “ Order ! order !” 

Business (fo«e.-y-Dead horse of the Edlmainham Compact dogged. 
Commons discussing the Prevention of Crime Bill. 

Tuesday The O’Kelly shell burst to-night quite unex- 

pectedly. IHr, Forster the slow-match. Been away for a few days 
in places where Mr. B!ealt ceases from troubling, and Chief Secre- 
tary at rest. Came hack to-night, looking as ruffled as ever. ilLr. 
Babran, who regards him with despair, says the time when he put 
I on his own coat, brushed his hair, and wore a collar to dt him, 

[ was exceptional, and not likely to recur. How Forster goes his old 
way, puts on the drst coat he finds at hand, and only has trowsers of 
tolerable dt, because these are garments not usually found lying 
about the Cloak-Room at the Club or the House. 

Mr. McLagan began sniffing round as soon as Forster entered ; 
felt about in his pockets to see if anything smouldering. Hobody 
took any notice of that. These Chairmen of Fire Insurance Compa- 
nies always suspecting Fire. The O’Kellt sat nearly opposite 
Forster, with arms folded, brow lowering, and chest protube- 
rant. “ Wisibly swelling afore our werry eyes, like the Fat Boy at 
i his meals, says Lord Edmund Fitzmaurice. 
j Still, nobody noticed the danger. Slow-match burning steadily. 
Parnell commenced by an attack on the long-sudering Forster, 
who of course must answer it. Then Mr. Hopwood appeared on the 
scene, interrupting counsel as if he were Master of the Rolls. Par- 
nell snapped back at the learned judge, who went on noting the 
evidence in dignided silence. When Forster rose, Mr. Hopwood 
up again. Yery sorry ; Mr. Parnell his friend ; often helped him ; 
Mr. Forster his right hon, friend ; full of admiration for his 


/.. f4\ 

jm I 


Mr. O’Kelly’s “infernal” ma- 
chine ! Escape of Mr. Fors- 
ter ! ! Mr. Parnell as the 
Deaf ’uE, or Hard of ’Erin 
one. 


abilities. But the balance of a judicial mind not to be disturbed 
by personal considerations. Having called Mr. Parnell to order, 
the learned judge must really do the same to Mr. Forster. ^ Every- 
body howls upon the learned judge, who reseats himself with grim 
dignity, and prepares to go on with the charge, presently to be 
delivered to a rapt jury. 

Slow-match steadily burning all the time. The O’Kellt swells to 
prodigious size. Hever taken nis eyes od Forster since he entered. 
If F. would only teU Mm why he put him in prison he might simmer 
down. Has asked the question. Has indeed put it several times, 
Forster always declines to answer. Unsatisfied curiosity works 
terrible efect in The O’Kelly’s mind. Slow-match nearly burnt out 
now. Forster on Ms legs again in style reminiscent of happy days 
on the Treasury Bench. The O’Kelly begins to heave. 

“ Sure there ’s a smell of fixe somewhere,” says Mr. M‘Lagan, 
trying to recollect whether the House is insured with the Oueen’s. 

Poof ! bang ! The O’Kellt ’s od ! Springs to Ms feet clamorously 
indignant for order. “Order” The 
O’Kelly’s first law. In exemplification 
of wMch axiom, protests he has “had \ | j / 

enough of these infernal speeches.” 1 1 

Tremendous excitement. Fragments i!| / //MBHsi' 

of The 0’ Kelly picked up, heaped “'0 '^:;/,^ H 

together on a bench. Words to be gg Mm 

taken down, and The O’Kelly to be 
taken up. Hubbub for ten minutes. 

Then The O’Kelly, temporarily put S B B 

together again, reappears, and, with M J m 

subdued mien and wistful look — “ like ~ 

the fat boy when he found he couldn’t _ _ . ^ ^ 

eat any more,” Lord Edmund says — Mr. O’Kelly^’s “infernal” ma- 

proclaims his regret for the untimely chine! Bsc^e of Mr. Fors- 

explosion. Everybody shakes hands 

wi& everybody else, and we make- 

believe to go to business again. 

It’s all very well to blow up The O’Kelly, hut what about the 
slow-match P Can’t Sir Donald Currie give Mr. Forster a little 
trip in one of Ms invaluable boats till the Irish Bills are through 
Parliament ? 

Business done.— Oxime BUI taken in Committee. 

Wednesday Afternoon. — Another passenger for Sir Donald 
Currie’s invaluable boat ! Mr. Gladstone to sail immediately and 
not to come back till Crime BUI through. Do him good and save the 
Committee several days. Has made gallant efforts to refrain from 
speech-making. Sits at end of Bench leaving place of honour to 
Sarcouet, who fills it with great complacencv. Has painful wrest- 
Img with himself whilst debate going^ on. Everybody talking but 
him. Still feels desirability of remaining silent. Bill not in his 
charge. Harcourt doing very well. Every speech means so much 
obstruction. Managed pretty well up to this afternoon. Can’t 
stand it any longer. Harcourt spoken, Attorney-General ad- 
dressed jury, Amendment already debated through several hours; 
only tMng wanted is the Division. W. E. G. can sit silent no longer. 
Must speak, and does it at some length, and with great force. Effect 
on Debate immediate. Instantly revived. Everybody has some- 
thing fresh to say, and wiU now go on comfortably for another day 
and night. 

Business done.—TsJk. 

Thursday. — Seem to have got back to good old times before Mr. 

I Parnell was converted to conciliation. Chairman of Committee 
had quite a cheerful evening. A little trouble with Mr. Hewdegate, 
Mr. Parnell having taken his coat off, C. H. wanted to follow his 
example and have matters settled on the spot. Members in all parts 
of the House jumpiug up calling to order tMs eminent champion of 
order. Mr. Hewdegate smiled benevolently upon them all, and 
finally refused to sit down, to the great distress of the Chairman. 
Terrible man, Mr. Hewdegate, when once roused. 

To-night an interesting addition to Parliamentary Huling. 
The other day the Speaker ruled that “bare” was not a Parlia- 
mentary word. To-night, Playfair ruled that “ imbecility is not 
unparliamentary.” A general disposition to agree with the Chair- 
man. Only Members, as they repeat the phrase, look in various 
parts of the House : Mr. Warton, for example, steadily fixin g Ms 
gaze on the Treasury Bench. 

Business done.—’Koxe talk, StiU in Committee on the Crime Bill. 

Friday -Another night with the Prevention of Crime 

(Ireland) Bill. Goschen says what we want is a Prevention of Talk 
parliament) BiU. Terrible condition of the House just now. 
English and Scotch Members intimidated by fear of further delaying 
Bill if they join in debate. As far as they are concerned, Chair- 
man’s eye practically Boycotted. Has exclusive dealing with the 
Land-Leaguers ; wMlst Members are evicted from their places, as it 
is impossible to stand more than thirty speeches of Healy in one 
night. If this were Ireland, somebody would be shot. 
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THE WEATHER CHART. 


By Dumb-Crainbo Junior, 



THINGS TIIEATEICAL. 

Madame Eistoei is coming to play at Drury Lane ( Query y What 
sort of game is “playing at Drury Lane ask Mr, Haheis), in 
English. Her one performance in English 
years ago of Lady Machetes sleep-walk- 
in g-and-talking Scene, was the finest 
thing we ever remember to have seen on 
any stage ; but then, it only lasted about 
twenty minutes. 

Of Signor Eossi in Italian, with the 
rest of the Company in English, we shall 
report next week. A pity that Ristoei 
and llossi couldn’t have united their 
talents in Macbeth, 

Saeah B. — The de spectacle 

had better become a d manger, 

as thin as herself, Dofia Sal would not 
A few repetitions of llernani might do 



Erendi Company. 


If her audiences Averc 
be particularly pleased 


it ; and perhaps a few repHitions might improve it. “ Show ine his 
company, and I ’ll tell you the sort of man he is is proverbial. 
Poor Saeah I—iflthe standard of her merits were to be her company!—- 
But present company must always be an exception, so we won’t say 
anything about ’em. 

On the 15th, Madame Sarah is announced to play for the Benefit 
of the Distressed Jews in Russia, which performance is to be accepted 
by the public as a benefit to M. M. L. Mate a,— this gentleman, as 
the advertisement pathetically puts it, “never having taken a 
benefit during his management of the French Plays.” Why should he 
have had one, unless he has hitherto given his distinguished services 
as entrepreneur for nothing F Has be lost by the spec. ? And have 
the theatregoing public so very much to be thanldul to him for F 
How do the Gaiety habitues like the rustication of their favourites, 
Miles. Fareen, Vauuhak, Messrs. Terry, Royce, & Co., during 
the London Season F He will have deserved a benefit should he 
ever succeed in establishing a first-rate French Company in Lon- 
don, so as to save us the trouble of crossing over to Paris, to sit 
in the most uncomfortable theatres in the world, in order to see, 
occasionally, some superior acting. However, on this occasion, the 
“ Distressed Jews ” are to represent their self-effacing and generous 
oo-tribalibt H, L. Mayer, and the entire proceeds are to be handed 
over to the Lord Mayor, Baronet Ellis, the money thus passing from 
Mayer to Mayor. City Christians and Hebrews will come down in 
their thousands, and with their hundreds. 


Once more this week to adapt Shylock to the occasion, our Rich 
City Mosaics may well say that “ ‘ Suverins^, is the badge of all our 
tribe,”— so may they "give pursefuls of ’em to the Mayor-May er 
Fund on behalf of the Jews who are being served d la Basse, 

Lady Monceton, having suceessfnliy performed in her own piece, 
The Countess^ at the Shelley Theatre— which is such a bijou of a 
place that it might well be called the NuUShelley Theatre— is, with 
her talented Company, going to repeat the performance next Friday 
afternoon at the Prince of Wales’s, for the benefit of the Distressed 
J ews. Her Ladyship should have re-named the play for this occa- 
sion, and called it The Liscountess, Evidently the Jews’ distress is 
the Amateurs’ opportunity. 

The first Meeting of the Actors’ Benevolent Fund Association was 
held last Wednesday at the Lyceum, Mr. Ieving in the Chair, and 
Mrs. Banceoet and Miss Teeey in separate boxes. The results 
have not yet been published ; but we are privately, and perhaps 
wrongly, informed that these are some of the Rules, quite in the 
rough 

Rule No. L— When one Benevolent Actor— to he hereafter 
referred to in this recital as “ B.A.” — meets another Benevolent 
Actor, the B.A. who has the more coin in his pocket is to stand a 
drink to the less-gifted B.A. at the nearest Club or hostelrie. 

Rule No. 2.— When several B.A.’s meet together, the most-moneyed 
stands treat. 

Rule No. 3.— When the amounts in pocket are equal, the highest- 
salaried— to be hereafter referred to as “ Salario ’’—stands treat. 

Rule No. 4.— Should all the B.A.’s, meeting as hereinbefore men- 
tioned, be out of engagement, the B.A. with the best credit shall 
have the preference. 

Other possible cases were discussed, but without anything definite 
being arrived at, except the promise of a hundred a year from 
each of the principal London Managers. The most laudable object 
of the Association is to abolish the Benefit System, which should 
have vanished long ago, simultaneously with Authors’ Nights. 
A great fuss is made nowadays about “ The Stage as a Profession,” 
and attempts have been made to get it recognised as on a level with 
the Church, the Army and Navy, and the Bar. Clergymen hold 
benefices but don’t have benefits; our officers, judges, and 
Barristers don’t have benefits; and how any Actor of position 
nowadays, when even a fair low-comedian’s salary amounts to 
over a thousand a year, can go round with the hat— like the street 
acrobats, or the drum-and-pandean-pipes-collector for. Punch and 
Judy,— and appeal to public charity without losing his self-respect, 
personally and professionally, is a puzzle to all those who have truly 
at heart the status of the Theatrical “Profession.” The great 
Actor’s “Benefit” is only the small Actor’s “Ticket Night,” writ 
large, and the sooner the Actor’s Benevolent Fundists can do away 
with the Benefit system, the better for the social position of the Actor. 


SKETCHES FROM B02.»» 


{Adapted to WellJcnown Characters.) 



Mr. James Lowlhcr, M.P., Marquis of Queensberry 

as The A rtf id Dodger. as The Chicken. 


Aet at Liverpool.— a proposal is to he made to extend the 
W alker Art Gallery. What an appropriate name for a collection that 
might easily be made out of the works which this year may be found 
in the Academy and the Grosvenor, The President of the Hookey 
Walker Art Gallery would be Mr. Whistler, unanimously elected. 


Proverbs roe the Nineteenth Centhex.*— No. 1. “In youth, 
try a Bicycle ; in age, buy a Tricycle.” 

* May be intended for the Nineteenth Century ^ b'lt we ’ye got it, and, 
■with all respect to the Marquis do Knowles, we mean to keep it.— E d. 






PERPLEXING-VERY! 

jDjsar Eliza, Sir Arthitk Pillingtok is the Man for your Complaint, So clever, and a perfect Gentleman, 
Tray send for him ! ” 

“Sir Arthur Pillxngton, indeed! Why, he nearly hilled an Aunt of mine! Send for Wilfrid Jones, Eliza. 
Trust mb, there *s nobody like him. He listens to evert symptom !** 

“ Ko, NO, Eliza. Listen to me, I know a little Man in Hammersmith, who saved my poor Grandmother’s life when 
EVERT other DoCTOR HAD ” 

“Hammersmith! Nonsense I I don’t believe in any English Dootors! Let me bring Herr Sohwartemullsr to you, 
MY DEAR Eliza, He ” 

“My dear Eliza, save you lived all these years without knowing that Dr. Thrupp Robinson, the Homceopathio 
Allopath, in Bermondsey, is the only Physician in London who ” &c., &o., &o. 


A TEANSIENT TRIUMPH. 

{Adapted from Shahpeare.) 

Scene— -4 veri/ Public Place, Pnter Shtlock {from Stamboul) 
and Gladstonio. 

Shylock, Signor Gladstonio, many a time and oft, 

In the Fortnightly^ have yon slated me 
About your moneys—and my use of ’em ; 

Still have I met it with a cheerful wirk, 

For borrowing is the trick of aU my tribe. 

You call me — ^bankrupt, begging cut-throat, thief, 

And spit upon mj Moslem weaknesses, 

And all because I spend what ’s not my own. 

Well, then, it now appears you ’re iu a mess yourself ; 

Get out I — you come to me, and say, “ Look here ! 

We want your moral weight.” By Allah, you ! 

You, that did at Greenwich once consign 
Me, with my bag and baggage, to a place— 

Beyond your threshold I ISow you want my help. 

^at should I say to you ? should I not say, 

‘Hath a thief weight ? ” More— is it possible 
The great unspeakable is asked to speak ? 

Or shall I cringe, and in the sick man’s key 
With halting breath — and tenpence in the pound— 

Say this— 

“Fair Sir, you hooted me on Wednesday last ; 

Hext day gave me in charge.^ Another time 
Enoeked off my hat ; for which quaint courtesies* 

As you ’re stuck in the mud— I ’ll pull you out I 


A WALL WITH EYES AND EARS. 

Mr. Harry Wall looks so sharp after anything resembling 
infringement of copyright in songs, that for the epithet “ Lynx- 
eye’d,” as applied to a watchful person, might be henceforth sab- 
stituted “ Wall-eye’d.” Further suggestion,— have a portrait of 
Mr. Harry Wall as frontispiece to a Comic Copyright Song, 
witih title, “ OA, for the Guardian Wall I ” — 

Oh, for the Guardian Wall ! 

The sharpest cuss of all ! 

I ’ll never forget 
The night we met. 

When I sang a song with the words well set 
By Balfe : I the fee— which I wish he may get — 

Owe to the Guardian Wall ! 

But surely there must be some effective compositions over which 
he has no control. So let charitable amateurs look into other rSper^ 
toireSi remembering that only the Weakest go to the Wall. 


Eastern duestions. 

Punch Pasha, Well, John, what are you doing in Egypt? 

John B, Well— um— nothing. 

P. P, Ah 1 And, Madame France, what are you doing here ? 
Madame France, I ’m helping John. 

[They strike an in^statuesquo-ante^attitude. Punch Pasha 
^epares to wake ^em up as Curtain falls, Fnd of First 
Tableau, 
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A MYSTERY OE 
LONDOIs\ 

As this is the period 
when advertisements for 
houses are very numerous, 
when the gentleman who 
usually signs himself 
“ Ozone ” has a sea-side 
place up a back-street to 
let, and when lodging- 
house keepers hnd that 
Shinglehorough saved the 
life of the Archbishop of 
CANTEEBxmT, it may be 
well to ofier a polite form 
of letter to those persons 
who have to communicate 
with advertising House- 
Agents. These gentlemen 
are very reticent in their 
announcements, and easily 
offended, and it appears to 
be a rule of the trade that 
locality and price should 
be kept perfectly secret. 
The following form may 
probably meet the situa- 
tion 

See,— I have read your 
advertisement in to-day’s 
Telephone, If it would 
not cause unnecessary 
pain to any ’deserving in- 
dividual, and would not 
place you in an unpleasant 
position through commu- 
nicating strictly confiden- 
tial information, may I ask 
you to furnish me with the 
name of the place in which 
the house you advertise to 
let is situated, and may I 
ask further for the favour 
of some idea as to rent, 
drains, gas and water, &c. ? 
Of .course your answer 
will be treated as strictly 
private. * * * ♦ 

Bavitt’s Lane Scheme. 
— ^Won’t hold water. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No, 88. 



“ 0 HAPPY DAY I ” 


Mr. John Charles Bat, Q.C., appointed to the vacant Jtidoeship in 
Queen’s Bench Bivision. The next step will be to turn Bay into 
Knight, and may it be very long before the break op Day ! If Mr. 
Baron Martin had not retired, how polished the Bench would have 
BEEN WITH Day and Martin on it ! 


‘‘HOME, SWEET 
HOME I ” 

{Sling hy Tioyal Visitors, 
suitable to any Season,) 

We don’t stay in pallid ges 
In London, when we 
roam ; 

Although lodged at Cla- 
ridge’s— 

’Tis not a Royal Home. 

The subject we ponder 
Re-crossing Channel 
foam. 

And looking hack yonder, 
We much prefer our 
home. 

Home! Home! cry our 
suite, “Home ! ” 

To pallid ges, 

Erom Claridge’s, 

There ’s no place like 
Home ! 


ThorougMare or 
Market P 

A Deputation of mer- 
chants and inhabitants of 
Bniingsgate Ward had an 
interview with the Lord 
Mayor to complain of their 
houses and ofStces being 
barricaded with stinking 
fish, while their footways 
were taken possession of 
by fighting and abusive 
costermongers. The Lord 
Mayor could only echo the 
Recorder, and say that he 
was afraid the streets 
were part of the market, 
but he would look into the 
matter, and see what conld 
be done. The City is not 
the only locality where this 
theory is acted upon. Mud- 
Salad Market means about 
an acre of open space, and 
several miles, in various 
directions, of what is face- 
tiously called the “ Queen’s 
Highway.” 


MUBLORBISM IH LONDON. 

The Duke of Bestminster, ignoring the public convenience, as 
becomes one of the four or five great owners of the Metropolis, has 
uttered a comifiaint on behalf of certain tenants about the “vibration 
of railway trains.” The great Metropolitan Mudlords can never he 
brought to understand that London is not a Cathedral Close, or a 
Stagnant Country Conservative town, hut a busy hive of four 
millions of people, who have to push, rush, sweat, and struggle to 
pay rent and taxes, and get a living. The Duke of Bestminster, 
owner of the Over-Grown- venor property, may succeed in showing 
that the use of the continuous brake on our underground railways 
may be productive of a certain amount of annoyance to those 
who live over these railways, hut are there no other Metropolitan 
nuisances which the Duke of Bestminster might use his infiuence 
to diminish? If he would confer with his Crace of Mudford 
and other owners of London, he would find plenty of evils 
that want reforming. He would find important streets blocked by 
insolent gatekeepers, the right of thoroughfare refused where most 
needed, and the rank luxuriance of Mnd-Salad Market more rank 
and more luxuriant than ever. Whatever complaints may he brought 
against the r^way companies (and doubtless there are many, for 
corporate bodies are far from perfect), these companies have at least 
sought for and obtained parliamentary sanction for their work. The 
same cannot be said of the great Metropolitan Mudlords, who use 
the greatest city in the world as i£ it were made solely for their profit 
and amusement. 


The vendor of gaseous drinks who gives you a bottle of bad soda- 
water^ought to be Schweppe’t off the face of the earth. 


A DAY’S HOLIDAY. 

“Mr. Justice Day was in attendance at Westminster yesterday, ready to 
take Ms seat in Court, when it was discovered that in all the Courts the 
Judges had part-heard cases before them, and, under these circumstances, the 
services of the new Judge were not available on that day.” — Times, June 8. 

What did he do with his curious holiday ? 

Did he go out for what boys call a “ lark” ? 

Did he resolve on a festive and joUy day. 

Dining at Greenwich and doing the Park ? 

Did he rush off to the Royal Academy, 

Seeing what painters have borne off the hell ; 

Or go to Ascot, exclaiming, “ I had ’em, I 
Think, when I ‘ sported my blunt ’ on 'Rozelle,^'* 

Did he walk out with his new robes and wig on him, 

Swelling about, a judicial Don ? 

Or did he fear the hoys, seeing this rig on him, 

Crying “ My Wig ! ain’t he just ‘ got ’em on I ’ ” 

Did he go home and hold Court, and have fun with it, 
j Trying the Cook in a regular way, 

I Sending ner off to sham gaol, when he ’d done with it ? — 

I What was your holiday like, Justice Day ? 


Mrs. Ramsbotham travelled the other day by the Flying Dutch- 
man Express. She found so much osculation in the carriage, that she 
has written to the Secretary of the Railway Company to complain. 

Cold Comport eor Butchers.— Importation of Frozen Meat. 
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OUR BOYS’ NOVELIST. 

BEING STOEIES OF WILD SPOST AND STIEEING ADYENTtTEE, FOE THE AMUSEMENT AND INSTEUCTION OF 

THE YOtTTHS .OF ALL NATIONS. 



11 WET BOB, ON HIS WAY BACK TO ETON, SCJRPIMSED BY THE FOREST KINGS. 

I' — 

WET BOB; 

OK, 

THE ADVENTURES OF A LITTLE ETON BOY AMONGST THE HOTWHATA CANNIBALS. 

{By the Author of** The Three Young Benchers, and How they all Got the Woolsackl^ 

** From Back Yard to Yard’ arm," <fca) 


CIIAP. XXXIV/ {ConiiniLcd.) 

The jungle grew denser at every step. 

Bob, however, was still heading the party ; 
Ins keen, clear, penetrating youthful vision 

* Bditor to Author of Wet Tho last 

chapter was numbered IV. Vf hy is this XXXIV. ? 
Some mistake ? 

Author of Wet Boh to Editor, — All right, and 
no mistake. It's a sensational story calculated to ; 
make you jump* The eiibct was so powerful even i 
on myfelf, that I jumped from IV. to XXXIV. 
i^’ory nautical Novel-reader, or Skipper, will bo 
able to understand this. inUill up the interval 
if you like. Say the word. 

Mttor to Author of Wd -Oh, no. Quite 
understand. Admirable finish 1 Never was so 


flashing sun-signals into the deepest recesses 
of the gloomy forest. At one time he would 
stir up a flock of wild mongeese ; at another 
as suddenly bring out an opera-buffalo ; and 
the startlca creature would look for a momeut 
as if it intended to run. But nothing ever 
came of it. 

all my eye,” said Bob, and they 
pressed on again. 

Then the Provost halted. 

It was now three years since he had— when 
travelling in Central Africa, with a circular 
ticket, in search of his daughter— been cap- 
pleascd. Another word added to it, or inserted 
anywhere, would spoil it. Yours, enthusiastically, 
— En. 


tured by the Hotwhata Cannibals and forced 
to join their band. He had to adopt their 
savage dress. This, at least, was a feather 
in his cap. 

But he determined to escape. 

Tortured every morning, he was allowed 
the privilege of lounging about on Ms own 
hook. At last he got off it. He escaped, 
and here his knowledge as an Algebraist 
materially assisted him, as, while wandering 
about, he contrived to subsist on the square 
roots he himself extracted. Then he turned 
to history, and lived on dates. Such are 
some of the advantages of a good education ! 
The figures came readily enough to hand, but 
the diet soon cost him his own. 
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“ I shall never go home no more,’’ he sang, 
sadly. 

Thus Bob had found him, and gallantly 
restoring him his lost child, led him out of 
the jungle. 

The grateful old Provost would have em- 
braced them both, but at that moment they 
were somewhat startled by a loud roaring, 
wiiich at first the Provost thought proceeded 
from waves, but on their nearer approach he 
admitted that on unexceptionable evidence 
the sound must have come from wild and 
probably hungry beasts. 

“ They feed about this time,” said Bob, 
taking out his watch. ‘ ‘ They have smelt the 
blood of an Englishman on the premises ” — 
(the Provost trembled), — “ and have arrived 
at a Zoological conclusion.” 

The Provost shook. ^ 

“We will sell our lives dearly,” exclaimed 
Bob, with his arm round the young girl’s 
slender form, which trembled, as he remem- 
bered his own beloved fourth form to have 
trembled when it was a question whose turn 
it might be to follow the Preepostor’s 
summons. 

“We will sell our lives dearly,” he re- 
peated. 

“Why part with them at any price?” 
asked the Provost, who held nine valuable 
livings, and was as ten-aeious of them as a 
cat. 

Before Bob could reply, they were sur- 
rounded, 

CHAP. XXXV. 

AN ADVENTURE IN THE JUNGLE. 

“ Pear nothing,” said Bob, fixing the huge 
Monsters of the forest, that now fairly raged 
and gambolled all over them, with his 
cool, clear, light blue Eton eye, “we are 


in Circussia. These creatures are easily 
tamed.” 

“Not a doubt of it,” replied the Provost, 
getting up a tree. ‘ ‘ JE[oup~ld ! What ’s the 

first experiment ? ” n mv • i 

Bob produced a pack of cards. The animals 
by an instinct seemed to understand All 
Fours, and he dealt a hand. 

Hands all Bound!” cried the Provost, 
getting excited, and in the true Etonian spirit 
putting the pot on heavily. His good-humour 
was contagious. 

A large Boa Constrictor proved a most 
agreeable rattle, and finally three cheers were 
being given for the party by a convivial 
Hip-hip-hippopotamus, when Bob suddenly 
threw up his cards. 

He had been playing at first with a pro- 
fessional Cheetah, and had lost heavily. 
Then a Leopard tried it on, but was imme- 
diately spotted. ^ , 

“ They have evidently been highly 
trained,” cried the Provost, admiringly. “ I 
shouldn’t wonder if we weren’t near a rail- 
way station.” 

He thought of going home at last with 
honours, full length in a d-ouble first, and he 
slid down the trunk. , 

But at that moment a terrific shout burst 
upon their ears. The Hotwhata Cannibals 
were upon them again ! 

Bob boldly faced the scene. 

The blue back-ground of .the forest was 
suddenly relieved by countless figures, every 
one of them a staring yeller. 

He had an eye for colour. The combina- 
tion seemed to fill it with an agreeable green. 

The Lion noticed it, and saw his own mane 
chance. He gave the signal. 

In another instant, with a cheery cry of 

Floreat Bob, determined not to be a 


half-eaten boy, was battling for dear life, as 
only an Eton boy could ! 

CHAP. XXXYI. 

CONCLUSION. 

There is little left to narrate. 

After a series of stirring adventures, in 
which the Provost was frequently scalped, 
Wet Bob, with true Etonian pluck, man- 
aged, by constructing an outrigger out of 
the bark of some of the wildest dogs, and 
getting together a scratch crew of real Cam- 
bridge Cannibals, eventually to pull up to 
Surley in the very best of spirits, 

* .(Is- * # .Jlf 

His marriage with the fair Perkussian, 
who had for some time prettily set her cap at 
him, came ofi with much eclat, and, by the 
general consent of his schoolfellows, he was 
offered the vacant Proves tship on his wedding- 
day. 

How his worthy old father-in-law, through 
his accident with the Hotwhata Cannibals, 
forgot who he was, and had to be re-educated, 
and once again take his place in the Lower 
Remove, and how he passed on to the Upper 
Remove, and then, as two Removes are as 
bad as a fire, escaped from his perilous 
position by the aid of a little lad and a 
taller fellow who was a ladder, and how 
kindly Bob took him in hand out of school- 
hours, soon became well known to the 
G-overning Body, and afforded them material 
for one of their very best after-dinner stories. 

Xor did Had.ti Xupe and Hatchtt Mijtch 
remain unpunished. Returned to Teheran 
sewn up in the sack they themselves got 
at Eton, they fell ultimately into the hands 
of their still more unscrupulous and terrible 
Uncle, Hatchem Both. 

END. 


UNFASHIONABLE ARRANGEMENTS. 

Wednesday, June 14.— Mrs. Sikes’ breakfast party at the “Con- 
vict and Crowbar” to celebrate the release of Mr, William Sikes 
from the House of Detention. 

Windsor Races. An Extraordinary Meeting of the Ancient Society 
of Welshers. A Paper will be read by Mr. Brief Snatcher on the 
desirability of petitioning the Jockey Club in favour of doing away 
with all race meetings held in the immediate vicinity of rivers, lakes, 
or horse-ponds. 

Grand Meet of the Lambeth Lads on the Thames Embankment 
at 9*30 P.M. Members are particularly requested to bring their own 
belts, and to see that the buckles are in good order, as through 
simple neglect of this sort lately, several eases of ^ what promised to 
be interesting manslaughter, have been degraded into mere instances 
of maiming for life. 

Thursday, June 15. — Meeting of Penny-a-Liners at the Balaam 
Box Inn and the Waste Paper Basket Hotel, on which occasion a Cup 
will he presented to the talented author of & A Terrible Scene on the 
Underground Railway. The subject of the usual discussion will he 
the advisability of introducing the Sea Serpent into the columns of 
the Provincial Press before Angust. 

Garden Party in Judges’ Chambers to meet Royalty, in the person 
of one of Her Majesty’s Judges. Visitors are respectiully reminded 
that the invitations have been issued on orange-coloured paper, and 
that they are on no account transferable. Monthly supper of the 
Convivial Aristocrats. Employes of the linen-draperslin the Totten- 
ham Court Road are specially reminded that their subscriptions to 
the above Club are now due. 

Friday, June 16. — Mr. Crack Crib’s remand at Bow Street Police 
Court, Relations and^ friends with alibis likely to withstand the 
brutal barbarous practice of cross-examination are earnestly invited 
to attend. All seats free. Xo collection. 

Mr. Moloney’s Wake, Shorts’ Gardens, Seven Dials, at 10 r.M. 
Mr, Tim Murphy and Miss Elizabeth O’Planniuan are requested 
either to stop away altogether or not to come so drunk that they will 
break the furniture and each other’s heads as was the case at old 
Mrs. Moloney’s Wake. 

Date appointed for the cutting ofle Mr. Pebble Beach’s gas, and 
consequent soirie at his house, when he will recite an original poem 
entitled “ Edison, or our Greatest Benefactor.” Guests are kindly 
asked to bring their own candles. 

Saturday, June 17,— Friendly lead at the “ Chalk and Slate” on 


behalf of Mrs. Maguire, whose husband is at present undergoing 
a sentence of seven years’ penal servitude, for correcting his eldest 
daughter with a poker. The eminent Comic Singer, Mr. O’ Blather, 
is expected to attend, and is hereby warned that he will, on account 
of certain remarks which have come to a certain party’s ears, be 
incontinently thrown out of the window (second fioor) on arrival. 

Grand meeting of the Boy Brigands of Bloomsbury, and presenta- 
tion of the presidency to Master Thomas Sneak, in consideration of 
his gallant conduct on the 20th ult., when, alone and unaided, he 
captured from the stall of a blind old woman, two apples and a stick 
of sugar-candy. 

J. PuLLUP having hoard that H. Xevektrt wants to scull him 
over the Championship Course, will meet H, W. at the “Ropers’ 
Arms” at seven o’clock, and if it can be satisfactorily arranged who 
is to lose, will scull him for whatever sum he likes. 

The Six Months for which Mr. Fire Irons was bound over to keep 
the peace towards his wife, expiring this day, Mr. F. I. cordially 
invites those of his old friends who are fond of a bit of sport to come 
round to his crib and see the interview between him and his Missus. 

Weekly Supper of the Artistic and Literary Bohemians. An 
eminent Artist on the stafi of the Police Gazette will take the chair, 
and he will he faced by the Proprietor of Gutter Garbage, 


Mrs. Langtry, it is said, paid a hundred pounds for a special 
train from Glasgow to London. Long trains of very expensive 
material are the fashion now-a-nights, but this is quite the longest 
and the cheapest we ’ve heard of for some time. This lady endorses, 
with her own sign-manual of “ Lillie Langtry,” Adelina Patti’s 
opinion of Mr. Pears’s specialite. Being public characters, neither 
of them must be surprised if they are asked by the “ Dirty Boy ” iu 
the Gallerjr, “ How are you ofi for soap ? ’’ The London ZEsthotes 
are sadly singing, “ Oh, Lillie, we have missed you ! ” 


The Native Egyptian reported by the Times, says, “Arabi gets 
his influence because be is a fellah. The fellah likes to he governed 
by a fellah.” The Native must be related to the late Lord JDun-^' 
dreary, and the Egyptian Difficulty must be one which some fellahs 
can understand. 

The splendid holiday schemes, at reasonable prices, pnt before the 
public by the Tourist Companies, sound like “ Gaze Fables.” 


TO OOEEESTONBENT3. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drav/ings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS, should he kept by the Senders. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Lords, 3Ionday Night, June 12.— So many Lords about 
to-night, telt sure Land dnestion must be on again. Turned out to 
be merely a family matter. Our deceased wife’s brother Bill been 
getting into trouble a^in. Blood is thicker than water, and must 
stand by him. Met rrince of Wales at the back of the Throne 
just going in. 

“ How do, Toby ? ” he said, pinching my ear in a most cordial 
. way. “My old friend Punch 

pretty well, I hope ? Look here. 
Toby ; want you to do something 
w forme. Here’s this scapegrace 

r ^ brother-in-law up again. 

Everybody knows all about him. 
Talked about him for years. 
Hundreds of pamphlets written 
— , on him. Sundry men going 

li — 7^ about the streets sandwiched 

^otween ‘ what Mr. GtLAdstone 
said’ about the fellow, and 
‘ ij^liat Lord Beaconseield said.’ 

A Bull of Egyptians. ^^st be some speech-making. 

Otherwise, I suppose best thing 
to do is to go and vote, and off again. But let ’s have as little as 
possible. I want to be off. If ever you want to be a Baronet, 
Toby, come to me. Don’t go to Haecourt.” 

And the Prince, who ’d got another pair of new gloves on, went into 
the House. 

Left his message here and there. Hoble Lords who had speeches 
ready, winced, but obeyed. Consequence was, only four speeches, 
none too long, and Division over by half-past Six. 

Wish H.R.H. would look us up in the Commons occasionally. A 
little irregular, but if we ’re going to have the Cloture, as well this 
way as any other. 

Business ffow<j.—The hash of our lamented relative brother Wil- 
liam settled. Bill was “ chucked out ” by 132 votes against 128. In 
the Commons, still harping on Clause 4 of Crime Bill, Electric 
Bells struck work. “ Had enough of this. What with a Division 
every twenty minutes, and an occasional Count thrown in, been 
worked off our wires,” one said to me. Joseph G-illis reasonably 
suspected of having had something to do with it. Proposed to 
commit him for six months on Speaker’s warrant. J. G., however, 
triumphantly proved an alihu Was taking tea on the terrace with a 
Lady of Cluality. 

“ Oce helle at a time is as much as a man can manage,” says Joey 
B., with his dev’lish sly smile. 

Tuesday Conciliation at its height. Land-Leaguers cooing 

at the Home Secretary like sucking doves. Mr. Healy just now 
called him a tall bully, and accused him of lifting 
his head to lie. Mr. Parnell sprung at his throat 
when he declined to repeat an argument for the 
fifth time, and under a threat of Reporting Pro- ]H|r 

gress insisted on his making a speech. 

Mr. Sexton’s failing vigour sufficient to bring IW 
vilest charges against the Irish Constabulary ( ‘ ‘ Sons Bm 

and brothers of Irish farmers,” as Mr. Plunket Mi 
reminds him); whilst T. P. O’Connor, who has 
added the polish of a Chicago drinking-saloon to the 
natural charm of Donny brook Fair manners, shakes 
his fist and bawls. H 

“We are a merry family, we are, we are ! ” ^ 

says Sir Patrick O’Brien, with colourable imita- ^ 

tion of Mr. Terry in the modern drama. ^ 

Only gleam of sunshine came from front bench H 

below the Gangway where Mr. Callan sits. The H 

late Mr, Disraeli once declared himself on the side H sj 

of the angels. Mr. Callan now declares himself H 
^on the side of constables. JH 

“Making friends with the mammon of un- W 

righteousness,’^ as Mr. Brand (not the Speaker) oBHft |l 
says. ippW n 

As for the Speaker, he holds high holiday, Sealv’s “Co 

Hwdly ever see Hm aow. House gets into Com- luim of ibuse.”' 
mittee at Five o Clock m afternoon and remains m 

Committee till Two in the' morning. Speaker understood to he 
comfortably dining and quietly enjoying himself, whilst the unhappy 
Lyon Playfair sits in his chair handicapped by old-fashioned 
rules framed when the House was composed of gentlemen. 

All a mistake. Mysterious stranger with flaxen wig and .what is 
shrewdly supposed to be a false moustache, appears nightly in 

Strangers’ Gallery, Stalks out by ten minutes between eight and 
nine o’clock. Observed never to leave till a Member on his legs has 
finished and another is called on to rise. Then makes a grip at folds 
of imaginary gown and with stately step leaves the Gallery. In the 
course of ten minutes or a quarter of an hour reappears. 

This is the Speaker, Seems odd way of enjoying himself, hut 
Robert, who does our City Articles, tells me it ’s not an uncom- 
mon thing for a Waiter who gets a day’s holiday to go put and help 
a friend or watch his brethren laying the cloth. Believe Speaker 
thoroughly enjoys himself. Besides, it ’s handy in case of emergency. 
For instance, somebody about to he expelled ; Speaker leaves the 
Gallery, slips round the corridor into the House, takes off moustache 
and fiaxen wig, puts on the other wig, walks into the House, and takes 
Chair with surprised look, as if saying to himself, “Dear me, who 
can it be now ? Is it Mr. Healy, or is it Mr. Newdeoate ? ” 

Business done, — Crime Bill. Passed Clauses 5 and 6. 

Wednesday Afternoon, to see W. E. G. and J. Lowther 
conversing across the table. Am air of gracious deference about the 

younger man, and a keen interest 
in what he says on the part of the 
older one, that makes the interlude 
quite delightful. James is a little 
inaccurate as to facts, hut that 
makes matters the more exeitmg. 

“You may do anything with 
Weg,” says Mr. Chaplin; “all 
things but two. You mustn’t men- 
tion Rilm^inham,^nd^you mustn’t 

(IN A little hard on the House this 

latter stipulation. W. E. G., the 
only living man that can remember 
wbat Mr. Gladstone has said 
during the last five years. James 
I/Jpf certainly cannot ; thinks he gets 

enough when he quotes, on 
authority, the desire 
that Turkish officials should go, 

“ bag and baggage, over the Bos- 

- ti P “Never said a word about the 

Bosphorus!” cries the Premier, 
angrily, across the table. 

W. E. G. discovering that tbe Sul- “ Well,” says James, with a de- 
vr XT- fereRtial smile, “I was always 

N.B.-Observe the “ attitude of the ^mder the impression that the Bos- 

phorus separated Europe from 
Asia ; hut of course I accept the statement of the Right Hon. 
Gentleman.” 

Nothing more pleasing to the well-regulated mind than this. It 
was not for a comparative youth like James to argue with a veteran 
statesman. At school James had been taught that the Bosphorus 
separated Europe from Asia. The experience of 
later years confirmed the view. But, of course, 
if Mr. Gladstone said not, the matter was settled. ijgp 

The fact that Mr. Gladstone had said nothing ' 

about the Bosphorus, and had not had it in his ^ 

mind, could not defeat the pious purpose of James. 

He would be humble and defer to his elders. 

Perish the Bosphorus rather than that James 

Lowther should appear for an instant to hold \ 
his own views against those of Mr, Gladstone. \ V\ ^ 

A very pretty scene, and all the more amusing ' 

to the circle of James’s political friends by seeing \\1^ 

how angry it made “ old Gladstone.” 

Business done. — Wrangled till Four o’ Clock. yX'ijC 

Made-believe Debate on Crime Bill till Six. Work 
actually done, None. ^ 

Friday Morning,— O y&c a hundred questions W 

last night, thirty addressed to Dilke. Didn’t 
make much out of him. To twenty-five out of 
the thirty only one answer ; Could not say any- 
thing about Egypt in present circumstances. 

Usual placid manner of Under-Secretary dis- James Low- 

turhed by persistency of questions. Refused to extracting 

be baited by Worms; “as if I were a perch,” 

Sir Chxexes said, indignantly. S^.ped at lie ia^ory 

Baron as if Worms were his usual Diet, and he operation 
very hungry, ^ 

Little quarrel in the “ mixed party” that sits below the Gangway. 
Georgib Hamilton attempting to show that something which hap- 
pened when he was Tice-rresident of the Council, was^ done by a 
subordinate. This unusual attempt to .shirk responsibility roused 
the indignation of the chivalrous Arthur O’Connor, who pours 
into the sympathetic ear of The, O’Kelly the refiection, “What a 
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miserable hormd tbls Lord Geotioe Hamilton is.” Unfortunately, 
The O’Kellt some few paces off. The Macahtnet, who sits behind, 
hears the genial expression, and resents it. The O’Kellt calls the 
Maoaexney an eavesdropper. The Macartnex tells all this to the 
Speaker, amid loud laughter from the House, and much writhing 
on the part of Lord Gioeoe, who says he can manage his enemies, 
but doesnH know how to tackle his friends. 

Business Fone, Commenced at 7th Clause at half-past 

Six last night, and at it still when adjourned at Three o’Clock this 
morning. 

i Fridau * Who^s this Assab Bat there such a row 

about t ” Ask Sir Charles Forster, who knows everything. 


“Assab Bat?” says he, “why, he the man who wants to get 
Arabi Bet’s place.” 

“ But, what have the Italians to do with him ? Why do they want 
to sti<jk a flagstaff in him ? Thought it was only Bulgarians who 
were impaled.” 

“Very interesting question,” says Sir Charles, “but must decline 
to answer it at present. Haven’t seen a hat anvwhere, have you ?” 
and he ’s off, with the old anxious look and the bared head. 

Business Clause 8 of Crime Bill passed. 


Dinner a la RussE.~Frozen Meat. 
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THE ADJUTANT^S HORSE AGAIN! 

Caiman. “Heak you ’ke goin’ to Alueeshot this Yeae foe your Trainin’, Sir. I s’pose you ’ll want the Chaeoee ?” 
Adjutant, Caytain and Honorary Major, Auxiliary Forces. “ Yes, Jones ; and as I ’ve to take my Traps, I think I ’ll Trot 
HIM down myself !— WITH THE CaB ! ” 


“A FAIR FIELD AND NO FAYODRI” 

Ip Mr. Justice Field be right in his yiew of the Salvation Army 
case, — namely, that persons who have strong religions convictions, 
and a strong desire to do great good, by inducing others to attend 
religions services, may lawfully, with the object aforesaid, parade 
through a town to and from their place of worship —then what is to 
prevent our streets from being occupied by processions of Jumpers, 
Shakers, Bradlaughites, Spurgeonites, Orthodox Eastern Church, 
Irvingites, Ritualists, Free-Qospellers, Mormons, Moravians, Monastic 
Orders, Progressionists, Recreative Religionists,* Revivalists, Sande- 
manians, Welsh Wesleyan Methodists, and many others, all of whom 
would march about with banners, bands, and chants, intent upon 
“inducing others,” &c., as aforesaid, and all actuated by the purest, 
i the highest, and most Christian motives. 

And supposing the Evangelical Missioners with orange-coloured 
favours, paraded through a very Irish quarter of the toym, just as The 
Little Brothers of St. Patrick were coming in procession from their 
Chapel of St. Laurence O’Toole, wouldn’t each party, regarding one 
another individually and collectively as, to put it politely, being 
utterly in the wrong, at once proceed to convert the other with such 
arguments as might come handiest ? And, as one brickbat is noto- 
riously worth a thousand arguments, wouldn’t the readiest means of 
putting ideas into each other’s heads he by cracking a few skulls ? 
And wno would be to blame ? W ell, with all due deference, we would 
submit that Mr. Justice Field, and his brother Judge who concurred 
with him iu his decision about the Salvation Army case last Tuesday. 

* We like this appellation. Our authority for their existence is that 
invaluable hook of reference, Whitaker's Almanack. 


VERY CROOKED ANSWERS! 

Sir Charles Dilke having started a new fashion in his “ replies 
to inquisitive queries,” the following announcements may be ex- i 
pected to appear shortly in the columns devoted to Parliamentary 
reporting : — 

The Secretary of State for War declined to state whether the 
Volunteers were to be amalgamated with the Line and the Militia in I 
the Territorial Regiments until additional papers dealing with the 
Crimean War had been delivered to Members. 

The First Lord of the Admieaxty said it was utterly impossible 
to furnish a return of the ships now huilding^ in the Oovernment 
Dockyards until information had been received from the Cape 
declaring the present condition of the Natal corn crops. 

The President of the Board of Trade could not consent to give 
the number of lifeboats, &c., carried on the steamboats plying 
between Dover and Calais, and Folkestone and Boulogne, until per- 
mission for the publication of the return had been granted by the 
Czar of Russia, the King of Italy, and the Emperor of China. 

The Secretary of State for the Home Department declined to 
say whether a meeting of armed Agitators would be permitted to 
assemble to-day in Hyde Park, with the avowed intention of wreck- 
ing the West-End of the town, until to-morrow. 

The Secretary of State for India would not answer the question 
as to whether, within the last three hours, the telegraph-wire 
between London and Calcutta had been cut. He required at least 
one month’s notice. 

And Mr. Gladstone declined imperatively to announce the policy 
of the Government upon any subject whatever, “for reasons,” the 
•Right Hon. Gentleman forcibly added, “that must he distinct and 
altogether clear to the very meanest of comprehensions ! ” 


The “ Cut Direct The Suez Canal, And just now the question 
that mainly concerns England is not the Porte’s Suzerainty, but 
whether in this part of the world we are to have the Suez-eraiuty 
or not. 


Another “ Burning Guestiok.”— Cremation of General Gari- 
baldi’s remains. Negatived, 
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reputation of his theatre. It is not a good part for him, but he 
WORDS AND MUSIC. bustles briskly enough through the part, and his share of the dia- 

Anglo-Frenck Avenue- Anglo-Italian with a Mom-Teleecopic View balanced bet^reen the English and French Tersions- 

-MusicatEern-Plain English, a httle compliment to both sides. 

^ Mr. Leslie should put lu a touch of neutral tint here and there, and 

They ^ave a new piece at the Avenue Theatre* The eminent then the picture of the ancient Prime Minister would be well done. 

French Utternteur^ M. Henei Paulton, has What? Not a On the whole, Manteaux Noirs is not so black as it is painted in 

French dramatist ! Ah, yes ! of course ! The title is a little com- its advertisements, but is a light Opera with comic situations. But 

pliment to his collahorateur. The as to the music, its greatest recommendation is, that it is not like the 




litterateur, M. measles, because there is nothing catching about it. 




Ohillatime Pakze, with his Eng- Signor Bossi’s experiment at Her Majesty’s was a mistake. The 

lish colleague, Mr. Paulton Eh r house, on the first night, was very poor— as i)oor as the performance. 

Pahke not French either ? Then No play, one of the immortal Bard’s least of all, can stand against 

why call the piece by a French name? indifferent representation, and any chance spectator, unaware of the 

Isn’t this Tower of Babel business fact that he was witnessing a work of the Divine Williams, would 

being somewhat overdone ? 3Ian- have condemned the play itself as undramatie in action, uninterest- 

teaux Noirs, then, by two EnglLh mg in plot, and tedious in dialogue. ^ And, had the_aboye-mentioned 

writers, who lost their French Die- chance spectator been told by a highly 

tionary just at the critical moment cultivated and generally idealistic^ per- ^ 

when they wanted to translate some- sonage that he was lacking in appreciation 

body’s suggestion for a title, is a free of the Poetic Drama, the chance spectator 

—averyfree—adaptationof Scribe’s would probably have replied, that if this 

Giralda, and has found its way to was the Poetic Drama in action, he cer- 

the stage without meeting with the tainly utterly failed to appreciate it, and 

obstructions in the Lord Chamber- rather congratulated himself on the fact 

lam’s olfice which might have been of not having made for liimself a false 

expectedby those who did not know artistic conscience. ' 

In vain Mr. Lyons delivered the jPoor 5 . 


Not “The Mill on the Floss,” but lam s omce which might have been 
“The Floss (St. John) in the expected by those who did not know 

Mill.” the eccentricity that marks the In vain Mr. Lyons delivered the FooVs 

Licenser’s proceedings. “How does speeches with every variety of point and 
he do it,” the Licenser ? The general impression is that he tosses up meaning, hut the audience received them 
whether the piece shall pass or not. Heads — yes, certainly, why stolidly, a non-poetic personage remark- 
not ? Tails — couldn’t think of it for b. moment ! And, having ing that “ if the Actor were correctly 
recently become possessed of Mr, Cox's shilling with two heads, the representing the Author’s creation, what 
Nihtlungen, Odette, and Manteaux Noirs are the consequences. a thundering fool Shakspeare must have 

How some of the lines in the Manteaux Noirs could have escaped intended that Fool of Lear's to be ! ” 
the Licenser’s eye, not on account of their length or brilliancy, but Some one who had seen the piece years ago, 
of their breadth, is a when Miss Kate Teruy played the Fool- 

puzzle to the audience, ’ ■ ^ - Shakspearian expression— at the Princes 

which hardly knows how 'v ^ ^ , Fbo/’s was “ a pathetic part.’^ Why? The 

to receive them. Fuss \ r sional Jester, hired by the year, and paid 1 

about School of Dramatic ’ " dismissed without a cha: 

Art! Snivel about the non- ■- Y another place in a hurry. Who, in search 

recogniriou of the Stage turned away from his last pli 

as a Profession I As long ^ But in discussing one Fool, we have pa 

as Actors and Actresses who employed him, King Lear, Signor 

can allow anything coarse, ^ everybody else spoke English— or what is s 

which may have escaped - ' ^ ^ 

the Licenser, to pass ^ ^ , \ \ f/n ' 

muster at daily rehearsals, ' ' ' . 










a thundering fool Shakspeare must have L Chicka Leary Old Man ; or, 
intended that Fool of Lear's to be ! ” Method in his Madness. 
Some one who had seen the piece years ago, ® Italian Oil. 

when Miss Kate Teruy played the Fool—if we may be allowed the 
Shakspearian expression— at the Princess’s, informed us that the 
FooVs was “ a pathetic part.’^ Why ? The King’s Fool was a profes- 
sional Jester, hired by the year, and paid to be tunny. If he wasn’t 
funny, he was dismissed without a character, and wouldn’t get 
another place in a hurry. Who, in search of a Fool, would take one 
who had been turned away from his last place for being “ pathetic ” ? 

But in discussing one Fool, we have passed over the greater Fool 
who employed him, King Lear, Signor Ptossi spoke Italian, and 
everybody else spoke English— or what is supposed to represent our 
language on the Stage. The effect 
was decidedly bad. Mr. Eyder, 
as Kent— he had far better have 


theymust not be surprised An Open Trap, liceused to carry two persons, been in Kent than Middlesex this 


if their social status con- 


eyening— seemed to be waiting, 


tinues to be equivocal. ^ The Authors of the libretto should never with an air of suppressed irrita- 
have written the objectionable matter. Let the Excise-man come bility, for his time to speak — 
down, and excise the lines, which will then represent the out-lines “when my cue comes, call me” — 
of the piece. ... . , . , and when Signor llossi gave him a 

Some 01 the jokes in the dialogue go capitally ; and this is the chance, after cruelly deceiving him 
more surprising, because they have been going so long that they by several false pauses, Mr. Kyder, 
must be getting tired. It ’s wonderful what stamina a good joke with that eloquently crooked fore- 
has. Be8ided, there ’s nothing like being cautious. A new witticism finger of his magisterial right 
may miss lire j but it is a cruel audience that will not greet an old, old hand, appeared to be severely cor- 

friend with a smile of welcome, recting a feeble old gentleman who 

And the music is singularly would insist on talking Italian 
appropriate to the dialogue. when everybody else was speaking 










appropriate to the dialogue. when everybody else was speaking B’ossi Gent, or Bjder m Kent. 

“ That ’s a pretty tenor song English. For example : — 
in 2'he Mascotte, Yes, we’ll Signor Lear [with plenty of gesticulation), Tu mi servirai I Sedopo 

have that,” one can imagine ilpranzonon tiamomeno, d’ora (Mr. Kydek, thinking he has 

Signor Bucalossi saying to finished, is about to speak, when Signor llossi, rioticing his intention, 
himself. (" Book-a-loss-I,” forestalls him, and resumes, hurriedly)— di ore., noiiy mi dividero da 
name of ill omen to a theatre ?) te. {Fause, and the other Actors on the Scene regard 

So he composes it all over one another curiously, as much as to say, Is it our turn now, or 

again, and so on throughout is this delightful old Foreigner going on again and Mr. Bybee 
the score. ^ ^ is just about to cut in with an observation, when Signor Bossi catches 

It’s the acting that does it. hts eye, and anticipates him again — hut only just in time) Jl x>ranzo, 

Awake, my St. John ! ” If oM, il pranzol Doy’ ^ il mio pazzo, il mio bulfone ? [Enter 

you hadn’t woke up, Miss Oswald. Actors wait to see what is going to happen now,') Voi 
Flossy Si\ John, the Man-- messere! Ola dove e mia figlia? ['‘^ Fantomime Business" with 
teaux Noirs might be folded Oswald, who exits rapidly, Fause, Rydre t/uw/c*' ’a about his 
up and put away. Probably time now, stretches out his right forefinger as if to warn him that he 
you do learn your parts ; hut going to begin, when Signor Rossi sees it, starts, and is beforehand with 
IS yottr way of playing, as him again,) Che ha detto eolui? withdraws his index 

if what you said and did was forefinger, and sniffs with an air of annoyance, conveying to the 


Marius Serenades, with light Catarrh if what you said and did was forefinger, and sniffs with an air of annoyance, conveying to the 

Accompaniment. the mere mspiration of the audience that he not going to stand this sort of thing much longer,) 

1 T . . moment, that makes your Fate ritornare il mannolo! [Fause, Mr. Rydee sniffs violently, 

j ® personage. . more his right forefinger appears from under his mantle, 

^ assisted by the ^\%Yiot'KQ^%Ytakes fright again, and finishes quickly,) ChehadettO, 

residuary legatee of the late Mr, Cox, he does go too far for the insolente ? ^ u y , j y. y j 


residuary legatee of the late Mr 
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Senior Ryder [after ascertaining^ by a judicious pause ^ that Signor 
Bossi has quite done^ begins in the vexed and irritated manner of a 
long-suffering man who has been unjustly “ put upon^^^ and who has 
at last an opportunity of airing his grievance^) My Lord, I know not 
what the matter is— but to my judgment— emphasis 
on^'' my ”)— your Highness is not entertained— probably 
an aside to himself And nobody else is entertained by your Slow- 
ness with that ceremonious affection as you were wont. [Pause, 
Bossi wants to cut in now^^ but Mr. Bydeh holds him with his crooked 
forefinger and his glittering eye — like An Ancient A 'iriner with a 
long yarn to spin, Mr, Byder has his chance at Iasi, and he makes 
the most of it. He continues^ with emphasis and discretion.) 
There ’s a great abatement— [Aside to himsef “ There will be at the 
box-office before this series is finished — of kindness appears, 
&c. &c., &c. 

And so on. It took time, and was not lively. Signor Bossi was 
good twice ; once in pantomimic action, when he knelt to Cordelia : 
this was admirable, and everybody woke up, and gave him a round 
of genuine applause. And once again, when, in reply to Gloster^ he 
answers, “ Ay, every inch a king ! ” This brought down the house, 
which, however, never rose again afterwards, except to leave. 

The iirst performance of Weber’s Euryanthe was warmly greeted 
by a crowded audience at Drury Lane, last Tuesday. There were 
many elderly gentlemen present, who, when they heard the familiar 
chorus, “ Songs sweetly Sounding, felt the tears start to their eyes, 
as they called to mind the happy nights at Evans’s with the pale 
young man at the piano in one corner of the platform, the youthful 
Musician at the harmonium in the other corner, while ranged behind 

the brass rail stood the sallow, bleary- 
eyed, uj)- all -night boy-choristers, 
backed by a line of bass, baritone, 
and tenor singers, from the age of 
twenty-one to fifty ; when the 
accompaniment of the above-named 
instruments mingled with, and was 
occasionally overpowered by, the 
jingling of glasses, the clattering of 
knives and forks, the voices giving 
orders while the waiters were in the 
room (and they were never out of it), 
the popping of soda-water, the pay- 
ing of money, and the buzz of con- 
versation, silenced from time to 
time by the Chairman’s hammer; 
and when, amid the incense of the 
steaming potatoe, the fragrant per- 
fume of the chop, steak, or kidney, 
and the mixed aroma of the tobacco 
of all sorts and of all nations, there 
arose the weary boys’ clear young 
voices, and above them all came Euryanthe* s solo, with its roulades 
and cadenza, to be followed by the hearty applause of a hundred hands, 
rapping of sticks on the lloor, and of knife-handles on the table,— and 
all was gas and gladness as the clock struck twelve, and the hoys 
bowed and retired, to give place to their elders, including the Comic 
Yocalist, the Sentimental Singer, and the inimitable improvvisatore. 
This, to some of ns, was one charm of Euryanthe, the other night. 
Oh, Green Days of our Youth ! 0, Evans ! — but no matter. 

The plot of 'Euryanthe is dull and stupid. The anti-climax of the 
finale of the First Act damped the enthusiasm. Frau B. Suchee 
is good, and the Chorus was excellent— except in their acting — 
though this was pardonable, as no living Chorus, with^ any self- 
respect. could make itself, collectively, such a set of idiots as the 
Librettist has made it. The Chorus never knows its own mind nor 
anybody else’s : one minute it is all for the heroine, then all against 
her, then wavering, then “ all for her ” again, then “ all for him,” — in 
fact, there’s no knowing where to have this Chorus— except of 
course in this Opera, where they are, and can’t be got nd of. The 
idiotic story turns on a ring hidden in the tomb of the hero s | 
sister, named Emma, who has committed suicide. The appropriate 
title would be, “ Euryanthe ; or. Woe Emma ! ” However, the 
Opera is well worth hearing, for the music alone ; though, on the 
whole, we should prefer the music alone, or, still better, selections.^ 

But the undoubted success of the German Opera Season is Z)ie 
Me ister singer von Nuremberg, by Bichari) Wagner. 

Bichabd is himself again, which he is not in the Nihelung s 
where he loses himself in the dusk of the Gods, goes to the depths of 
Paganism for an objectionable plot, and shows a group ot characters 
actuated, dramatically, by the lowest motives, and, musically, by all 
sorts of mixed motives, of which some are good, some bad, and many 
indifierent. But Die Meistersmger, or — as the second title luight 
be— Cobbler there was, &o. — (tne stalls were all filled in com;^- 
ment to the Cobbler)— is charming throughout. A simple and sufli- 
oiently interesting story illustrated by thoughtful, mirthful, anu 
delightful nudody, which is never wearisome from first to last— and. it 
is a long Opera. There are in it several complete choruses, a 
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chorale, two or three distinct songs with real live tunes to them, and 
a finished quintette which would have been vociferously encored 
had Herr Richter permitted it. The stage-management is weak. 
The acting is excellent, especially the part of Sachs by Herr Gura. 

The genuine comic acting of Herr Eheke was excellent, and Fraulein 
Malten looked and san g charmingly. N o one fond of melodious Opera, 
and no unbeliever in Wagner, should miss seeing his Meister singer. 
After the first performance of Romany Rye, at the Princess’s, Mr, 
Wilson Barrett explained, to those among the audience who had 
called for the Author, that Mr. Sims, fearing the failure of the piece, 
had “ run away.” We present him with this consolatory distich : — 

He who ’writes and runs away 
May live to write another play. 


A CARDINAL POINT. 

The Second Beading of the Deceased Wife’s Sister’s Bill was 
rejected in the Upper House by a small and, in every sense, a narrow 
majority of four. 

The Bishop of Peterborough talked nonsense about it, while the 
Catholic Peers, with the exception of Lords Ashburnham Braye, 
Camoys, and Henmare, who are of sufficiently liberal and inde- 
pendent character to turn a deaf ear to Cardinal Manning’s 
piping, submissively danced to His Eminence’s incorrect notes: 
but as his Eminence has changed his tune since fourteen years 
ago, when, at the head of his hierarchy, he petitioned the House 
of Lords in favour of the Bill, the “ Nou- content ” Peers would have 
done better had they been guided by the evidence of the late 
Cardinal Wiseman, given before the Commission, which clearly 
showed how thoroughly he appreciated the baneful effects of this 
stupid piece of legislatiou on the poorer jjortion of his dock. 

The Royal Princes were on the sensible, the liberal, and, for the 
present, the losing side ; but opposition is vanishing, and perhaps 
the Cardinal, after his inharmonious variation, may, by next Session, 
return to his original theme of fourteen years ago, when he “ wished 
to see the civil obstacles removed which stand in the way of remedy- 
1 ing what may prove to be grave matters of conscience.” Of course 
his Eminence must be delighted to find himself once more on the 
same side with his dear muddle-headed old friend Dr. Pusey ; but 
Henry Edward of Westminster, has, in this instance, shown him- 
self the very reverse of a Wise man. 


At the Mansion House BANauEX last Saturday, given in the 
interests of the Royal College of Music — which evidently can’t get 
on without a lot of feeding— the Lord Mayor must have had cruel 
hard work to cram himself, before dinner, with his quotations from 
Shakspeaee, Ben Jonson, and Wordsworth. The first of these 
was fairly appropriate in a lumbering, commonplace way ; the second 
was slightly satirical; and the third, applied to the Princess of 
Wales, suggested that Her Royal Highness was “ Bright «With 
something of the Angel Light,” which may or may not he compli- 
mentary, according to the appreciable dilference between an Angel 
of Light and a Light Angel. But the intention was good. Brayvo, 
Sir WiTTY-DOG Ellis, Bart. ! Whittington would have been 
proud of you. 


A HEAVY CHARGE. 



Taxpayer of “The Times” preparing to receive Cavalry. 



Euryanthe ; a Harmony in Blfirk 
aud White. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[June 24 , 1882 . 


-Ml 

















mm 'KM'' 






PUTTING HER FOOT IN IT, 

Fcuhionalle Lady, ‘‘Now, Tins rs about the wors^t Daub of the whole Collection!” 

DistingiUshed Academician (of whose ArtUtic Profession his Fair Companion is ignorant). “ I 'm sorry you should think so, FOR 
IT ’s Mine I ” 

Fashionable lady. “You don’c mean to say you Bought tbat?'* Distinguished Academician, “No; Bur I Painted it I” 
Fashionable Lady, “Os— oh, I AM so sorry; but you really mustn’t mind what I say, for I’m no Critic at all. I — I 

ONLY REPEAT WHAT EVERYBODY SAYS, YOU KNOW — A ” 


I NEDDY ON THE NILE ^ 

OE, -WHO ’LL EIDE HHI ? 

An Egyptian Farce in one (Tiiclc) Act, 

Scene— r/ie “ Great Oriental Circus during the performances of 
the celebrated Egyptian Trained Donkey “ Sphinx 

“Who’ll ride him?*’ Yu-up! Eh? Have a 
try— the pair of you ? 

Well, by the Prophet’s beard, that^s hardly fair of you. 
However, go it I One or both together, 

Sphinx doesn’t care, nor I— (as^We)— whilst I ’ve his tether. 
First Volunteer Rider. [Aside.) Hang it ! I wish this Frenchy 
wasn’t in it ; 

I ’d do the trick— alone— in half a minute. 


{Scrambles on in front. 
Second Volunteer Rider. [Aside.) Reste! How he is Yere 

he but out of it, 

J—moi tout could ride him. Not a doubt of it ! 

[ Wriggles on behind. 

Ring-Master [sotto voce). Ach! What a bridle-hand! What a 
knee-grip ! 

They “ witch the world with noble assmanship ” ? 

CUwn, Tcheck! 

Both Riders [angrily). Hold that row ! You — you upset him ! 

{Struggle, and get mixed up. 
CliMin. Steady ! 

ThaVs Dot the way to manage a Nile Neddy. 

A shifting seat ana hesitating bridle 
Won’t answer with this Ass. The effort ’s idle. 

, {Pulls tether slily, and donkey rears on his hind-legs. 
First Rxder [to second). Hi, Hi! Hold hard I Don’t sit npon my 
head, fool I 

[Clown ptdls again, and donkey rears on Ms fore-legs. 


Second Rider [to first). Ah I Ventre bleu! Mystomjack! Zisia 
dreadful ! 

Ring-Master [sings softly). 

“ If I had a donlcey wot wouldn’t go, 

Would I ride him in that way, ach ! no, no! ” 

First Rider. Here, you get off a minute \ Fll soon settle him. 
Second Rider. Non ; you descend. You only chafe and mettle him. 

You have him round ze neck I 
First Rider [chokingly). And you have me, Sir, 

Clown. CzESAE and Pompey like, especially Cjesar ! 

{Pulls string ; donkey lashes out behind. 
First Rider. Woa! woa! Hi! here, you fellow, don’t stand 
grinning; 

Just steady him a moment ! 

Second Rider [gasping). I ’m beginning 

To sink zat shall be best. 

Clown [affecting astonishment). I steady Neddy ? 

Don’t mean to say you two give up already ? 

You who would try, my hints and aid refusing 

Both Riders. Woa ! woa ! 

{Donkey rears and dances round on his hind-legs, with hee-haw 
obbligato, and tail lashing ad. lib. 

Ring-Master [aside). Now this is really most amusing I 

{Left struggling. 

Cabmen’s Rests. 

From a remark made at a recent meeting of Cabmen, in would 
appear that the House of Correction is the Heal Cabmen’s Rest. 
They have asked the Seldom-at-Home Secretary to allow one of their 
calling to he employed as a prison- visitor, as numbers of oahdrivers 
are suffering penally for civil offences. This is a bad state of 
things, if true, and is another proof of the perfection of our licensing 
system. 
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ONE FOR HIS NOB. 

Cousin CharUy [an cuuni'iit Danciny Man), “Ju.sr kanoy, Edith! I’m knoaged to go 
TO A Ball at Budlam nfxt wkkk!" 

Udith. “Take cauk tkkv don’t you, when o.vck they get'^ou, Chakley dear ! ” 
Fiendish JlivaL “They only take in the Curable Caseh, Miss Edith!” 


A HANDBOOK OD KNOWLEDGE, 

No. V.— Drivees, 

Q, What is a Eriver ? A, The ruthless and irresponsible autocrat of London roadways. 

Q. What is the i'uiietion of a Driver f 

A, To driDH— ill the widest sense of that term. That is to say, that whilst his busi- 
ness is to drive vehicles of one sort or another from jdace to place, his pleasure is to 
drive horses to death, pedestrians oif the roadway, timid old ladies to distraction, and annual 
multitudes to the hospital and the cemetery. 

Q. Does the eil'ect ual exeouiiou of his proper duties incidentally involve these scarcely 
desirable results ‘r Not at ail. 

Q. Why, thim, dues the Driver induli^c in thorn ‘t 

A, To gratify his own propensities, which are as strongly marked as peculiar, and all in 
the direction of cruelty to animals and annoyance and injury to the pedestrian public. 

Q. Once seated on his box or perch, what is the first impulse of the Driver ‘f 

A, To make as much noise as possilde.^ 

Q. What, from the Driver’s point of view, are the advantages of this proceeding ? 

A, In addition to tlic general annoyance which the noise causes to the public at large, 
it irritates the animals ne is driving, and deafens and disconcerts the passing wayfarer, 
thus materially increasing the facilities for disturbance, and the chances of accident. 

Q. tJhould the Driver perceive anyone in the act of crossing the road, or about to do so, 
what is his course oi action ? 

A, To crack his whip as loudly as possible, and howl stentorian, though inarticulate, 
anathemas at the person in question. 

Q. Witli what eil’ect upon the latter ? 

A* Of confusing, il: not frightening, him, and cither driving the would-be crosser back 
to the pavement, sending him splashing through the mud with needless haste, or— quite 
probably— d(ipositing him m the gutter. 

Q. Could not these incimvcniences 1 a avoided ? A. In the majority of cases quite easily. 

Q. Why, thdi, itn'tlujy not r A. Be ^ause their avoidance would involve the exercise of 
precisely those qaalitications in which Drivers, us a class, are most signally deheient. 


Q. What are these ? A, Ordinary civi- 
lity and reasonable carefulness. 

Q, What do you consider to be the most 
conspicuous ana universal characteristic of 
Drivers ? 

A, Wanton and malignant incivility. 

Q. How do you account for this ? 

^ It cannot be accounted for. It is 
indeed supposed that the power of annoy- 
ance and immunity from check or chas- 
tisement afforded by their “ bad eminence ” 
on Hansom or Pickford, encourage the 
growth in them, as in other Autocrats, of 
cynical malice and chuckling brutality. 

Q, How are these manifested ? 

A. In every imaginable way, and in 
many ways not imaginable— by anybody 
but a Driver. The following are a few — a 
very few— examples. The Driver of a 
ponderous waggon delights in plunging 
along^ as furiously and noisily as possible, 
especially if the road be narrow or crowded, 
if there be women and children about, or 
if he have reason to suspect the vicinity of 
sick people. The driver of any vehicle, 
from a van to a hansom, will steer care- 
fully out of his direct course, if, by so 
doing, he can alarm a nervous old lady, 
painfully agitate a limping old gentleman, 
or cause anyone crossing the road needlessly 
to quicken his pace. Drivers delight in wet 
weather, as affording them the opportunity 
—never neglected— of deliberately splashing 
mud over the garments of well-dressed 
people. They also largely enjoy fficking 
with their whips restive saddle-horses, 
weary cattle, passing dogs, inoffensive boys, 
or indeed grown-up persons, whom, from 
their mild bearing, unprotected condition, 
(and the remoteness of a policeman), they 
may deem, as safe as it is delightful to 
annoy. The gratuitous, ill-conditioned, 
ingraiued malice of the Driver is, however, 
in nothing more conspicuously manifested 
than in the manoeuvres of a Cabman who 
chances to be approaching just as you are 
about to cross a street. 

Q. How so ? 

A. If you hasten your pace to get before 
him, he does the same — to prevent your 
doing so. If, on the other hand, you pause 
to let him pass, he slackens his pace imme- 
diately— to keep you waiting as long as 
possible. This little comedy of spite may 
be witnessed at any street-corner in London 
twenty tunes a day. 


Light Refreshment. 

[For the Devotees of Sweetness and Light. ) 
AN iESTHETIC MENU. 

Lis en branches au natuxel. 

Fleurs de tournesol a roriflamme. 
Poissons louches a la dado. 

Cuisse de cicogne tout au long. 

Tete d’epouvantail a la Botticelli. 
Compote de fruit defendu a la Bande- 
clahe fortement sucree. 


Her Good Gracious Majesty presented 
live pounds to Mr. Chief Superintendent 
Hayes, of the Windsor Police, in acknow- 
ledgment of his services on the occasion of 
the Lunatic Maclean’s attempt at assassi- 
nation. Why live pounds P Because there 
is no adequate decoration in the shape of a 
trumpery rosette which can be conferred on 
an official in Mr. Chief Superintendent’s 
position. They manage these things better 
abroad. 


CoNUXTEST for the Salvation Army I They 
have bought the Grecian Theatre. 
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FROM THE I 

TO OLD TEMPLE BAR. 

Deab Old Temdle Bae, 

I HEAE tLat you have not 
retired from public life, but 
that after a short rest — you 
xrere so utterly shattered and 
knocked to pieces, poor thing ! 
— you are to be put up in 
Epping Forest. A very nice 
change, excellent air, and I 
hope you ’ll like it. The Duke 
of Welldtoton’s Statue is 
coming down— not to Epping ; 
in fact it isn’t exactly decided 
where Mr. Lepevee will find 
accommodation for man and 
beast ; but wherever provision 
may be made for the pair, 1 
hope I shall benefit by the 
change proposed for me, which 
is from here to the West End, 
actualljr to Constitution Hill ! 
I am tired of the City, and 
when I do make a move— and 
one move, you know, is as 
good as a fire, and better than 
the fib*e which I was erected 
to commemorate — I shan’t 
return. I am not vain, but I 
do think I should adorn anj 
spot, and my own notion is 
that a trip to Hampstead 
would do me good. In that 
elevated position I should 
never again come down in the 
world. What a lovely view I 
should have, and what a lovely 
view everyone for miles rounoi 
(if provided with telescopes) 
would have of me. Wouldn’t 
Miss Crystal Palace be jealous ! 
Hoping to hear of your being 
completely recovered, and that 
you have pulled yourself to- 
gether again, I remain, 

Yours statuesquely, 

The Mois-ument. 



PRINCE MISSMARK. 

Peihce Missmaek is a great 
man, but a very little fiAauoier. 
He is as obstinate as the most 
bigoted Protectionist, and 
quite as ignorant. He has 
been again defeated on his 
favourite scheme of tobacco 
monopoly. The Germans de- 
cline to believe that the best 
way of raising money is to let 
the Government make and sell 
bad and dear tobacco, and 
force it on the country. Prince 
Missmaek has been made to 
consume his own smoke, and, 
vulgarly speaking, has had 
his pipe put out. 


Gyen’t Note, 

Says Gve to Nilsso^t, 

“ Your name my bill ’s on.” 
Says Nilsson to Gye, 

“ that ’s all my eye ! ” 


The Mayor of Margate has 
just been presented with an 
oificial collar, lettered “ 8.S 
by a native of the town who 
has “a gold-mine of his own 
in Victoria.” If this Gold- 
miner is not elected Mayor 
next year, he can have an- 
other collar made with another 
letter prefixed to those above- 
mentioned—and wear it him- 
self. 

The Times Correspondent in 
Egypt wrote home last week, 
d propos of the disturbances, 
to say, “The few families 
remaining are leaving.” This 
must have been sent by the 
Great Paddy Shah himself. 



REMARKABLE ROMANCES. 

{By a Rambler.) 

No. VI.— The Two Watches. 

Theee was once an indnstrious watchmaker, who was always 
busy from morning till night, with a magnifying glass screwed into 
his right eye. One Summer he especially 
devoted ms energies to the perfecting 
of two watches, which he intended to 
be more than equal to the best produc- 
tions of London, Geneva, or Waltham. 
The worthy Horologist, moreover, took 
extra pams, because both watches were 
bespoke, the One by the Squire’s Son, 
a devil-may-care sort of fellow, who 
lived every day of his life, and took 
credit with Time for a great many 
more; while the Other was destined 
for the fob of the village Curate, a 
timid, retiring young man, who devoted 
his existence to severe books and bene- 
volence of the unobtrusive kind. But 
while the young Squire’s watch was to 
be cased with gold, that of the Parson was to be clad in the more 
humble silver. Both were finished one Midsummer Evej and the good 
maker was just surveying the result of his labours with reasonable 
pride, when there came in unto him his little Grand-daughter. 

. Gran’pa,” she lisped, “ Tommy says this is the night when the 
Fames come out— Is it true ? ” 

“ True ! ” cried the Grandfather. “ Of course not. Why, Totteb, 
there are no such things as Fairies. Fairies indeed I ” and he laughea 
heartily as he put away his tools. 

Now it so happened that these contemptuous remarks were over- 



heard by a little Gentleman, who at that very minute was resting in 
the Chimney, wondering what new frolics he could be up to. When 
I tell you that his name was Robin Goodeellow, I need not describe 
him further. 

“Ho! ho! Master Watchmaker, No Fairies, indeed ! We shall 
see ; we shall see I ” and he chuckled so loudly to himself that the 
old man said, “There’s that blessed Cat in the chimney again. 
Hsh! Hsh! HshI” 

When the family had gone to bed, Robin softly descended and 
inspected the premises. He was especially taken with the two new 
watches, and was at first inclined to break the glasses and springs of 
both, but a more ingenious idea suggested itself to him. Taking 
two tiny boxes from his pocket, he anointed the Gold Watch with 
salve labelled “ Slow,” and the Silver one with ointment marked 
“ Fast,” Then, having executed a John D’Axtdan hornpipe on the 
Cuckoo clock, which feat nearly frightened the bird’s voice out of it, 
he fied through the key-hole back to Fairyland, 

Next morning the Gold Watch was despatched to the Squire’s Son, 
and the Silver to the Curate. When the former received his new 
timekeeper, he was just about to consume a bottle of champagne, 

E revious to starting in his dog-cart for the races ; hut scarcely had 
e fastened it to his chain, than a change came over him. He called 
for some barley-water, substituted his evening trowsers for a pair of 
large checked breeches and gaiters, and, much to the astonishment 
of his relatives and retainers, spent the day in the Library, reading 
Tupper*s Philosophy ^ and Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy. He 
was not more lively on hearing that the Right Honourable Bash- 
INOTON Bines, the great Radical M.P., was coming to dine and 
sleep, and would certainly be furnished with a stock of new and 
racy anecdotes. 

The efiect of the Silver Watch on the Curate was precisely opposite. 
After he had adjusted it to his horsehair-guard, he chucked his 
landlady under the chin, kissed the parlonr-maid, and'sent round to 
the “ GrifSn” for a tandem to take him to the race-course. The 



parishioners were presently both surprised and shocked to see him 
tooling: throng’h the villag:e with a long: ci^ar in his month, a white 
hat on his head, and a moss rosebud in his button-hole. And the 
turnpike-keeper furthermore subsequently deposed that he distinctly 
heard him say, “Bern the change!^’ Indeed, the villagers could 
scarcely credit their eyeballs or the drums of their ears. At the 
races the Ciirate plunged boldly into the mysteries of betting, of 
which he learnt nothing, beyond the fact that he acquired a score of 
oblong tichets of curious hue; he also encouraged Negro Minstrels 
and Gipsy Boothsayers, and freely consumed intoxicants in the 
company of Bookmakers and Backers. So it came to pass that just 
before the last race he had reduced his i)ocket-money to a Godless 
dorin and a sixpence with a hole throiieh it. Yet a burning desire 
to wager dlled his breast. As he was debating within himself what 
to do, Mr. Bails, the Member for Flamborough, passed by, Mr. 
Bails was an ex- Pawnbroker, an Ultra-Tory, and being in favour of 
unlimited tratllc in strong drinks, and of strong-minded, fox-hunting 
Clergymen, had heretofore been utterly repugnant to the Curate’s 
soul. But now he addressed him with boldness and familiarity, 

“ Balls, old hoy,” he cried, “ lend us a fiver ? ” 

The M P. was much startled at this laconic speech, hut 'speedily 
recovered his affability. 

‘*Oh, oh!” he chuckled, “Parsons going racing— quite iu the 
good old style. "What next? A fiver, is it you want, young man ? 
What security ? ” he asked, from old force of habit. 

The Curate felt in his pockets. 

“ I ’ve nothing,” he said, “ except this watch. It’s silver, hut a 
stunner.” 

“All right! that’ll do!” said Balls. “Hand it over; here’s 
the money.” But scarcfd^r had the exchange been effected, when 
the Legislator exclaimed, “ I ’m quite ashamed to see one of yoxir 
cloth^ at a race-meeting. The Church must he disestablished. By 
Gad it ’ft time, when such things occur. I shall certain! v bring it 
before the ’Ouse— before the ’Ouse of Commons, Sir. Remember 
that ! ” and ho strode away, leaving the poor Curate overcome with 
shame. 

Here he was, away from his parish, clad in unseemly raiment, 
reeking of tobacco, filled with wine, and wearing, in place of his 


supple wideawake, a white hat, surrounded by red-cheeked, un- 
clothed dolls. Dashing the obnoxious head-covering to the ground, 
he flftd towards his lodgings, weeping bitter tears, and moaning 
aloud for his transgressions. His conduct was charitably ascribed 
to mental aberration, but it cost him many months’ penance to 
make peace with his Yicar and bis Bishop. Even when, many years 
after, he became Rural Dean, he would shudder at the very name of 
Epsom or Ascot. 

Meantime, Mr. BASHTifGTOir Binks had arrived at the Squire’s, 
and in his merriest vein, but his eldest Son heard his anecdotes with 
gloom yin difference, and sanctimoniously sighed at his broad conver- 
sation. 

* ‘ Blue pill ’s the best cure for the blues,” said Mr. jocularly, 

as he retired to rest. “By the way. Could somebody lend me a 
watch ? Mine has gone to be repaired. I have to get up early to 
study the Anti-Potato Agitation Question,” 

The young Squire proffered his, 

“ You had better keep it till you get your own back,” he added, 
feeling filled with goodwill towards his fellow- creatures. 

“ Ay, that I will,” said Mr. Binks, and went to bed. As the 
watch went up the stairs, the Squire’s Son became himself again. 
He rushed into the billiard -room, called for brandy-and-soda, plajjed 
a certain Captain Hawbuck all night at “ shell out,” and was carried 
to Ms chamber by the Stablemen in the early dawn, as was Ms usual 
custom. 

On the following day, or rather night, the House of Commons was 
electrified bv two speeches on the Unlimited Potato Bill. Mr. Balls, 
hitherto its bitterest opponent, because a scorching hot Free Trader, 
while the Radical, Bashington Bines, a prominent Member of the 
Governmemt, actually delivered an oration worthy of the most 
primeval Protectionist. The excitement in political circles was im- 
mense. The Reform called a general meeting of its Members, and 
the Carlton passed a resolution making its organisation more strictly 
of a party nature. Three leader-writers on daily journals became 
drivelling idiots, the Fourth Party issued a manifesto which no one 
understood, and the Bank Rate rose with the Sun, 

That same morning, as Mr. Balls was walking home, he was relieved 
of the Silver Watch in Parliament Street, when he instantly became 
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•anpleasantly conscious that he had most likely ruined his political 
future. After a bucketful of black coffee, he spent the next six hours 
writing explanatory letters of a feeble and vague nature to news- 
paper Editors. But these did not save him from the thong of his 
irate Whip. Meanwhile, the Pickpocket, who had feloniously 
acquired the watch, immediately imagined himself to be a Burglar, 
and was promptly taken up by a Detective for housebreaking, while, 
shortly afterwards, the Detective, thinking himself the Director of 
Oriminal Investigation, was put under arrest for insulting a Sergeant. 
Concurrently, Mr. Bashington Bines, having^ received back his 
own chronometer, packed up the Gold Watch in a cardboard box, 
and directed it to the Squire’s Son. Being of an economical turn of 
mind, and on had terms with the Postmaster-General, he did not 
register the parcel* His speech in the House somewhat nettled him, 
but he felt that he had no need to take it seriously to heart, for being 
, a Cabinet Minister, he had become accustomed to eating his own 
! words. The watch was, in course of transmission, stolen by a dis- 
honest Postman, who forthwith imagined himself to he a Pillar-box, 
delivered no letters, and stood at the corners of streets with his 
mouth open. Here he was found hj his sister, who was a Ballet- 
sdrl at a spectacular Theatre, She, imagining him to he overcome 
by gin, and foreseeing disastrous consequences, emptied his pockets, 
and took the watch with her to the playhouse. That night her 
wonted light trip was changed to that of a Tragedian-like stride, 
and, at the close of the performance, she was abruptly dismissed by 
the Stage Manager for marring his grandest choreographic effect. 

The Slyer Watch had now, pending the' trial of the Pickpocket, 
and the investigation of the Detective’s conduct, passed into the 
hands of a hardworking Police-clerk, who promptly took upon him- 
self the airs of a young man-about-town, put a tootbpiok between 
his lips,^bought a Stall at a West-End theatre, and afterwards hung 
about tne stage-door just as the unfortunate BaHet-girl came out 
sobbing and crying at the loss of her situation. The Police-clerk, 

" '58.S kindhearted, had now become remarkably forward, 

as befitting Ms new capacity, and hastened to inquire into the cause 
of her woe, with the moat gallant air imaginable. The maiden was 
anxions for sympathy, and too stricken with grief not to listen to the 


ing to hammer out an idea. 

consoling voice of the cavalier. Knowing, too, the consolation of food, 
she further accepted au invitation to supper at a French restaurant. 
After the repast, the Clerk, forgetting the little difference between 
meum, iuum, and suum, begged the lady’s acceptance of the Silver 
Watch. With some reluctance she consented to take the gift, but, 
presto! scarcely had she done so, when the influence of the One 
neutralised the effect of the Other. Rising up, with virtuous in- 
dignation starting from every pore, she soundly boxed the wretched 
Clerk’s ears, and started to walk to her home in Lambeth, over West- 
minster Bridge. Half-way across, she remembered the watches. 

“ Perhaps Jim,” (her brother) “ who is rather light-fingered, stole 
it ! ” she thought, in a fright, and took the Gold Watch from her 
pocket. “ And I ’ve no doubt the other man is as had. I ’ll get rid 
of both.” 

Acting under the impulse, and not without a sigh of regret at the 
extravagance, she first threw the Silver Watch into the Thames, 
As it touched the water, the stream raced along so fast as to well- 
nigh carry away the tugs anchored in the tide, and to seriously 
endanger the piles of Waterloo Bridge ; and, indeed, the Southwark 
householders seriouslv thought that an inundation was upon them : 
but when the Gold Watch joined its companion, the river resumed 
its wonted appearance. The Ballet-girl passed on her way, lighter 
in pocket, and, strange to say, in heart. I have since heard that 
she is married to a pork-butcher. Merit is never unrewarded, 
sooner or later. 

In the interests of civilisation, I implore no one to dredge in the 
hope of recovering the Watches. See how they have corrupted 
humanity already ! Be warned by the Curate, the Sc^uire’s Son, the 
two M.P.’s, the Postman, the Pickpocket, the Detective, the Police- 
Clerk, and the Ballet-girl : and, above all, remember that this story 
is strictly true. It cannot be otherwise, for I wrote it. 


Mes. Hamsbotham says the drawing-room of her dear friend, 
Lady Coeetmongstbe, is now so crowded with pich-^a-^hach that it is 
more like a Mausoleum than anything else. 
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pay the xoerry same toll as the werry finest Sammon as 
gos into lovely Billingsgate to feed such emmenent swells 
as Books and Common Counselmen ; so that any de- 
fishansy as happens at Billingsgate^ cos people prefers 
goin to a New Market mainly because it happens to he 
hig and clean and comfortabel, shall he made^ up fro?n 
Shadwell^ so as that the Grand old Copper ation shan't 
lose a copper by the alteration, 

I calls that somethink suhblime ! Screwing out tup- 
pence or thrippence from the costermongers to pay for 
Turtel and Champain, and serve ^em rite. What rites 
had they to go and give such evidense about poor dear 
Billingsgate being so filthy, and so scrowged, and so 
little, that they v^as all a-scrambling over one another, 
when a most respectabel Salesman, who doesn’t make a 
much better income than the Prime Minister, acshally 
says that it’s a beautiful Market, and plenty big enun 
for him, and another gent who ’s got a nice bit of prop- 
perty in the nayberhood says all it wants is a better 
aproach jewdishuslie made ! 

Ah, I never knowed ’till last week what sly fellers 
some of the werry highest of our Harrvstockracy is, and 
how werry dearly they does love a good practikle joke. 

I see there’s a talk of asking the House of Common 
Counselmen to upset the hole derangement, but who 
cares for the Commons when the bluming Lords shines 
upon yer all serene. Egbert. 


LAYS 


LAZY MINSTREL. 


HAMBLEDEN LOCK. 


CAUSE AND EFFECT. 

Bminent Provincial Tragedian. Come hithorii, Sweet One ! Your Mothorr 

TELLS ME THAT YOU SHED TlSORHS DURING MY SOLILOQUY IN ExILE, LAST 
NIGHT ! ” 

Sweet One. *‘Yes, Sir. Mother kept on PiNCHiNa me, ’cause I was so 
Sleepy !” 

VERY EISHY LEGISLATION. 

Hr? Hip, Hooray 1 Three Chairs for the Copperation, and three Chairs for 
the House of Lords! Didn’t I say as the Copperation could depend on ’em? 
Why in course they could. They acts ou the same principals, and when they 
has to decide atweea a sacred Charter for the rich and a lot of most common 


A CAPITAL luncheon I ’ve had at the “ Lion,” 

I ’ve drifted down here with the light Summer breeze ; 
I land at tbe bank, where tbe turf ’s brown and dry on. 
And lazily list to the music of trees I 
Oh, sweet is the air, with a perfume of clover, 

Oh, sleepy the cattle in Remenham meads I 
The lull of the lasher is soothing, moreover, 

The wind whistles low in the stream-stricken reeds ! 
With sail closely furled, and a weed incandescent— 
Made fast to a post is the swift Shuttlecock— 

I think you will own ’tis uncommonly pleasant 
To dream and do nothing by Hambleden Lock ! 

How a barge blunders through, overbearing and shabby, 
With its captain asleep, and his wife in command ; 
Then a boatful of beauties for Medmenham Abbey, 

And a cargo of campers aU tired and tanned. ^ 

Two duffers collide, they don’t know what they ’re doing 
They ’re both in the ways of the water unskilled — 

But here is the Infant, so great at canoeing. 

Sweet, saucy, short-skirted, and snowily frilled. 


languidly laze in the sweet Summer weather. 
And muse o’er the maidens by Hambleden Lock ! 


Fish for the Poor of the I^ow Last End ot London, who c^uld dowbt the result ? to the bright panorama— 

Why Brown tells mo there was a reel live Dock in the Chaar, and 2 Lrls and 2 j pencil of Millais or Sandys I— 

Barrens, and wen our sacred Charter was brot in by the Copperation Charter lasses with sunshades from far Yokohama, 

Keeper and handed to tlie Book, there was quite a hawderhel buzz oi admera- pretty girl-scullers with pretty brown bands! 

shun, and no wuiider as it was more than 500 long cars old, and all written m Syren steams in ; see tke kind-eyed old colley, 

such old Lattin as even the Book couldn’t read it tho he is a Irishman. q ^ | ^ ^low he loves to recline ! 


such old Lattin as even tho Book couldn’t read it tho’ he is a Irishman. 

So then both the Erls tried, but it wasn’t no go, and then the 2 Barrens the well-ordered craft and its Skipper so jolly, 

tried, both together, but they were as barren as the Lrls and couldn t make friends, down to Marlow, he’s taking to dine, 

nothink of it, and so they was obligated to ask the poor Charter Keeper to read snug- curtained cabin, I can’t help espying 

it, tho’ they was such Noble Swells, and he blushing all the wile like a grate ^ dew-clouded tankard of seltzer-and-hook, 
school gal, red it all olF without wunce taking his breth. i i. t:i i. And a plateful of peaches hig babies are trying, 

Of course that settled the whole matter, and it the jioor lowpeeple s-t the Last j glide out of Hambleden Look ! 

End wants more fish they must go more than 7 miles to get it, and then they with "Waltonians laden, 

won’t be a flying in the face of the uncommon sense of the Sacred Charter of ^ X^ffima^CS Kftany fe 
ilDBARD tne oci. _ » . . , ^ •, -i a wirin+L onrJ & RnTmv-ha'irfid maiden 


And boatman rugose of mahogany hue ; 


And now ietme call speslial atention to the kind and generous and nohelmanly A^then comes ^ 
,y in which the Dock and the Erls and the Barrens and the grand o d 


way in which the Dock and the hiris ana tne mrrens auu sue grauu um 

Copperation all comi.ined together to let the Poor down easy. They acshally a 

passed the Bill ! and then tliey jest added two little elawses. One was, that if Oh, Last 

the Copperation should think as how the little Shadwol Market was a going 

to payVthat they should have the right to huy it up at cost prme, so ^ to .git mo row mth swh grao^^ 

all the profit and let a lot of common people run all the n^k. Wasn’t that jest I muse while the watmr is em^^ s, 

a clever dodge ? Brown says he thinks it ’s quite worthy of ’em all, and even of « now going. 

Sir Edwaud OonoER himself, hut then Brown will exadgerate so. But I thmks Of oo^tl^s Tha . , i Look 1 

as the other claws is tho clWercst of tho 2, and heats amost anythink exce^ Who take a pmk ticket at JiamDieaen iribk 

old Port and dry Shampain. It is so jolly clever that I ’m afeard nobody woul " - • 

beleeve m© whea I says it, but it’s religiously true. . TrTntrvTT? Evntan Subscription to Secret Society 

my ’av aMly <fr(hr,;l Hint, ov^ry pound of the oommmest fieh as goes tnto A Fbmam t enun brasc^TioN 

poor liUh Shndwell Marh /, to feed the vserry commonest had of people, shall Fpnp.— T he Widow Uyna mite, 


TOL. LXXXll, 
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(Aie— “ Three Nice Old Ladies. 


Granny Gr-^nv»lle {sings ) — 

I MdST COMPLAIN A BIT 
Of that IMPOItrlIV7T 

Salisburee ! 

O dear me ! 

How ETOB AND TROUBLESOME YOUR FRIEND CAN BE ! 


Dowager N^rthc^te {the Grand Old Woman ^ — 

I SYMPATHISE WITH FOU, 

Such an Example to 
My Jimmee 
Lowthkr, G — 

— ORST, Wolfe, and Chaplin of my own PARTHif/ 


Key-Notes to tlie European Concert at Constantinople. 

Austria. — ^To keep in unison with Germany. Germany, '^To intro- 
duce a discord in the score of France. JFV«wc«.— To keep England 
out of a major key. England,— Ho force France to continue in the 
minor. Turkey,— Ho do everything in slow time, and to take notes 
all round without any variations. 

PiciTOCHiAN Press Notice to Secret SociEiiES.—The Irish 
Detective Machinery will not he in working order till the end of 


September. So says the Central News, and this is one of the advan- 
tages of journalistic publicity. Mr. Snodgrass, in a truly Christian 
spirit, and in order that he may take no one unawares, announces, in 
a very loud tone, that he is about to begin, and proceeds to divest 
himself of his coat with the utmost deliberation. 

Tait a TfiTB.—The Archbishop of Canterbury at the head of the 
Salvation Army. His Grace—the S. A. is not now graceless— -has 
headed the subscription to purchase “ The Grecian,” which, at the 
time of the Conquest, was a well-conducted theatre, and is now going 
to be used for a Booth. Such is conversion 1 




PUNCH AMONG THE PROPHETS. 

Caitok Basil W ilrkufokck is Bishop-Elect of Newcastle. Nodonht 
he has ahready received rnany congratulatory addresses ; hut, years 
ago, Mr, Punch was the first to admonish Canon Basil, in a tone of 
prophetic warning, as to the duties of the elevated position which he 
was one day destined to occupy. Mr, Punch foresaw it, though the 
young Don Basilic did not ; for in his reply to Letter XXXI. in 
Punches Complete Letter-- Writer p, 169, 1811) Basilic 

intimated his intention of renouncing the idea of taking Orders, and 
of going to the Bar instead ; because, as he observes in his P.S., “They 
tell me I’ve the gift of the gab ’’—a talent which he has Wilber forcedly 
cultivated, as may ho gathered from the paragraph in Truths where 
we learn tnat the Elect Biahoii Basil has been preaching to “ over- 
flowing congregations.” 

“My dear Basil,” wrote Mr, Punch, in the immortal series 
already alluded to, “ I have endeavoured to place before you your 
duties as the Parish Pastor of a flock. Providence may, however, 
raise you to the bench. Yes, Basil; you may become a Bishop. 
Nevertheless, seek not the dignity ; nay, pray that it may never fall 
upon you. In your mid-day walks, in your closet, in your bed, let 
your constant ejaculatitm he — Nolo Episcopari, Sweet, most sweet, 
is the humblest curacy— dangerous and difficult the richest see. 
How far happier— how more truly primitive -the Pastor of a Welsh 
mountain, than the Bishop of even golden Durham I ” 

And now, Mr, Punch, strongly recommending the elect Bishop 
Basil to read the above-mentioned letter from beginning to end, to 
retire within himself, and ponder its contents, folds him to his heart 
in his paternal embrace, bestows on him his benison, and sends him, 
with the coals, to Newcastle. 


Majob Flood Paoe has resigned the post of Crystal Palatial 
Manager for that of General Manager of the Edison Indian and Tisgb newCity Remembrancer is Mr. PriobGoldnet, who obtained 
Colonial Electric Light Company. Here ’s sudden promotion I The priority over the other candidates. Mr. Goldney is one of the 
Major Manager to be a Major-General Manager. What a Flood of Counsel for the Mint— so, altogether, there is something appropriate 
Light may now be expected from the Edison Indian Co. in his name. 


A HANDBOOK OF KNOWLEDGE. 

No. V.— Drive as {concluded), 

Q, On what terms are Drivers with each other ? 

A, On those colloquially known as “ cat-and-dog ” terms. 

Q. Why is this ? 

A, The Driver’s bounceable conceit, monkeyish malice, insatiable 
love of squabbling and fondness for bullying and abuse, are too 
enormous and ever-active to find full vent upon the general public. 
To give them complete play, he is compelled to quarrel continuously 
with those of his own kind. 

Q, How does he manage this ? 

A, A Driver’s faculty of spontaneous aversion is greater than that 
of a party politician, whilst his powers of provocation would put 
those of a nagging fishwife into the shade. 

Q. What are his methods of provocation ? 

A. They are too numerous to name. Wilful collisions, deliberate 
blocks, aggravating “ nursing,” free use of the whip, and freer use 
of a slangy and scurrilous tongue, are among his commoner devices. 

Q. When two Drivers differ on some small point of road etiquette 
or personal demeanour, what is their course ? 

A* To burst simaltaueously into a savage, satirical, and generally 
foul-mouthed slanging match, which is prolonged while they can 
contrive to keep within ear-shot of each other, without heed to the 
stoppage of traffic, to public decency or to the convenience or comfort 
of tares. 

Q, But when one or other of the Drivers is in the wrong ? 

-dt. No Driver was ever known on any occasion, or in any circum- 
stances, to admit himself to he in the wrong. This rule is absolute 
and without exception, and is understood, indeed, to embody the 
Driver’s one— and only—“ point of honour.” 
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QUEEY WEATHER 

Tuesday Afternoon^ Jmte 20. — Imposing entry of Lord Mayor of 
Dublin. Arrived at Two o’Cloek in a four-wheeler. Received in 
Palace Yard by Inspector Denning- and picked detachment of A 
Division. Immense sensation in crowd lining the Westminster Hall. 
Mr. Dawson bowed gracefully to right and left, a,nd swept onward. 
A doorkeeper nearly slain by glance from Dawsonian orbs. Hapless 
official thought personage in scarlet gown was a mere London Sheriff, 
and when he would have passed the bar threw himself before him. 

“Terrible moment/’ Mr. Dawson told Richaed Powee at Lord 
Mayor’s banquet, subsequently held in dining-room. “It is well 
known anybody who lays a hand on Mrs. Dawson must first step 
over my dead body. That ’s written in Hansard ; but little did i 
think I should be so near entering the House of Commons over the 
dead body of a doorkeeper. The caitiff drew back just in time, and 


I passed on leaving him scatheless.” 

Delightful to see the Lord Mayor seated just below the Gangway 
with the cloak folded around him. 

“ Like the Mother of Gracehchy, bedad,” says The O’Kellt, eyeing 
him with glance of pardonable pride. 

Dnderneath the robe tantalising glimpse of velvet tights. Round 
his neck a gold chain, not the one a certain Lord Mayor of Dublin 
wore on his famous visit to London ; but, Teeveltan tells me, the 
veritable “collar of gold Malachi won from the proud invader.” 
Always thought Malachi was a Hebrew, though of course Teetelyan 
knows, being not only a historian, but specially well up in Irish 
matters. Besides General Buenabx says we are the Lost Tribes, and 
this may be a heirloom. » 

When the Lord Mayor spoke fresh glimpse caught of velvet 
tights. A graceful waving to and fro of folds of scarlet gown, an 
uplifted hand to point the moral, or an indignant motion of the leg 
opened up vistas of velvet. Only when he sat down after impassioned 
harangue was House entranced by unobstructed view of velvet tights, 
silk stockings hiding legs that would have made Sim Tappertit blue 
with envy, and silver buckles on shoes beside which Randolph’s are 
canoeS; On the whole a sight never to fade from memory. Pity 
the painter’s pencil, or even the photographer’s lens, did not seize it 
ere it fied. Wileeid Lawson, a strict economist, tells me he means 
to move on the Yote for Houses of Parliament an additional sum of 
£1000 for picture of “ The Lord Mayor of Dublin Delivering a Peti- 
tion of Corporation to House of Commons, 20th June, 1882.” Make 
a capital fresco for the vacant space in Octagon Hall, next St, George 
and the Dragon, Business Autumn Session foreshadowed. 

Tuesday Night— lAi:, Love Jones Paeey made his maiden speech* 
Inspiration came upon him quite suddenly. Crime Bill in Committee. 
Question of omitting fowling-pieces from seizable arms. Fowling- 
pieces suggest seed potatoes to Colonel Holan, From seed potatoes 
to rooks natural transition. Colonel great on rooks. 

“Members may laugh,” he sa^s, glaring round the House as if 
he would like to treat it to a whiff of gunshot, “but there are not 
more than four or five questions more important in Ireland.” 
Whereat a ribald House laughs again. 

Then Love Jones Paeet rises and slowly getting House in focus 




AT WESTMINSTER. 

discourses on rooks ; a little angrily at first. Temper ruffied by 
Colonel Nolan’s reckless handling of subject. On the whole Love 
Jones Paeey is more sorry^ than angry. He would be happy, he 
says, to discuss rooks in ijrivate with the honourable ana gallant 
Gentleman. In the meantime, as a sort of first lesson, in which 
House generally might share. Love Jones Paeey “ventures to tell 
Colonel Nolan that young rooks make a remarkably good pi©*^’ 
Impossible to convey adequate impression of mingled shrewdness 

and unction with which 
' ! ; 1 1 1 j, this axiom advanced . Full 
ifi.; ?!! ' . of the reminiscence of suc- 
' . ' ‘ j ’ culent departed rook pie. 
^ ' ‘i ; Always wondered why we 
■ ^T>il i ' should be called upon in 
- ’ ■ ' M M elsewhere to Love 

iVrW'iili Jones Paeey. Clear 

g . enough now. An orator 

W* of remarkable force, and a 
capable of being 
fouched to profoundest 
I x" depths at mention of Rook 

Guite a lovable man. 

< ' Jl Business done, — Crime 

Iri' Ill fi ' MZHSlMi!' Bill in Committee. 



M 


h -’ Wednesday Afternoon, I 

|;lil Yf [! IS “^Tdii^vitltionof Lord 

V '’^*1 Mayor of Dublin and gone ^ 

■ ■ " to the Banquet last night. 

difficulty after the first 
“ The Grand Old Man” as Baul Pry” in Division, snatched ‘ just 
Xrdandy vints Captain Moonlight after after Nine o’Clock, Sixty 
Sunset, The Captain happens to he enters- for the Government, thirty- 
taining a few Friends^ and^ naturally Land - Leaguers. 

enough, looks out for himself, g f Lord MavoFs 




Fazd Fry, Oh, I be^ pardon, I hope I don’t guests greatly astonished 


for the Government, thirty- 
one for Land - Leaguers. 
Some of the Lord Mayor’s 
guests greatly astonished 
when Lyon^ Playeaie, 
with emphatic “so,” de- 
clared that “the no’s 


intrude. If you’ll allow me, I ’ll call again when Lyon^ PlayEAIE, 
to-morrow morning, as soon after sunrise as -w-ith emphatic “so,” de- 
possible, when your Friends have gone. Good oiared that “the no’s 

! Lave it.” 

Guests insisted they were in the majority^f two. 

Everybody cheerful at dinner except W. H, O’Sullivan. His 
genial countenance obscured by hopelessness of prospect of reforming 
the British Constitution, pacifying Ireland and soothing the Con- 
tinent, by passing his Spirits in Bond Bill. Conversation took 
theological turn. Playful speculations as to where Mr. Biggae will 
“ go to ” when life’s weary task is accomplished. 

“ "We all know where O’Sullivan will go,” Dick Power said. 

“ Where ? ” asked the Regenerator of the Human Race, cntically 
sipping his champagne in search of silent spirit. 








THE POLICE, THE PEESS, AND THE PUBLIC. 

j Act I. — Burglars^ Swindlers^ Bichpockets^ et alU, Now is our 
! chance. Here is a crib containing some oi the best plate in the country, 

I absolutely unguarded. Let us crack it. Now, at the present time, 
t the simplest way to make money is by floating a Gold Mme, or a new 
Electric Light ; all we want are offices, and some ready money for 
advertisements ; let us float something. See there, it is Dividend 
Day, and those old Ladies who are new to London, and are nervous in 
the streets, have their dividends with them ; let us knock them down 
and rob them. 

Act II.-— Dailies, A perfect epidemic of crime seems to have set 
in lately in the Metropolis. In another column to-day will be found 
details of a burglary committed in a country house, the profits of 
which must be at least £40,000 ; of a robbery conceived in the City 
on an almost unprecedented scale, and of several brutal assaults on 
elderly females, close to the Bank of England. Although, as yet, 
the Police have made no arrests, yet they consider they have several 
valuable clues. For the burglary they suspect a man called “ Blood- 
stained Bill,” a man with long hair and a flowing beard, who resides 
at No. 4, ftueer Street. Suspicion in the City Swindle points to Mr. 
Flashikgton' Shaep, a very fair-haired gentleman, with an abnor- 
mally long moustache, who is the owner of the palatial residence 
known as Gold Mine Yilla, Eegent's Park. And it would not at aU 
surprise us, if “Burly Jack’' and “Smashjaw Ned” were 
“ wanted” to-morrow for the gross outrages which have occurred in 
Threadneedle Street. Meanwhile, the Press will aflord the Police 
every assistance. 

Act III. — Bloodstained Bill, W ell, this is kind of these paper chaps ! 

; I think, ah ! yes, it was hard to part with an old friend, but now that 
I have taken on my beard and cropped my hair, I hardly know 
myself. Four, Queer Street ; well, it is not a nice address ; hardly 
fashionable enough. I '11 move at once. 

Mr, Flashington Sharp, Thanks, awfully. I woiold ask the 
Editor to dinner, if I hadn’t to turn out of Gold Mine Yilla so hur- 
riedly, on my way to Spain. It is a bit of a nuisance shaving on a 
journey, but still a big moustache is a nuisance. I ’ll have it of. 


Burly Jack and Smashjaw Ned, ’Ere ’s luck I Coppers ’ere 
to-morrow, according to the papers. Let ’s ofl it ! 

Act in,— T he Dailies, Despite the assistance aflorded to them by 
the Press, the Police have until now made no captures in connection 
with the late crimes which have horrified London, and, indeed, the 
entire country. Their stupidity, supineness, and vacillation are 
simply disgraceful. 

Act Y,—The Public, Cuss the Press ! 


THE CHAMPAGNE RING. 

(A New Version of an Old Tragic Opera,) 

Scene — A Banqueting Hall, Madame Ltjcketia and Guests 
discovered caroming, 

Madame Lucretia, And you find the Heidsieck to your taste ? 
First Guest, Excellent I Behold my fifth glass. {^Drinks, 

Madame Lucretia, And you prefer Mumm’s extra dry ? 

Second Guest, This finishes my second bottle. [^Drinks, 

Madame Lucretia, And you cleave to Pommery and Greno F 
Third Guest, To the end ! I have taken nothing else. {^Drinks, 
Madame Lucretia, And you have dipped deeply into Roederer ? 
You have all chosen brands of equal value P 

Other Guests [drinking deeply). We have, we have ! 

Madame Lucretia [aside). At len^h, I have them in my power ! 
[Aloud,) Know, then, that your hours, nay, your minutes are 
numbered ! \^Av)ful melodramatic music commences. 

Guests [aghast). What I You surely joke ? 

Lucretia, You shall be the judges of the jest ! You have taken 
freely of rare champagnes of well-known growers. 

I Guests [reassured]. We have ! See the brands upon the corks 

I All forgeries ! [General collapse,) Ha, ha, I triumph I 

I Know that every drop of wine that you have drunk this night has 

I come from the cellar of Beown 

i Guests [terror-stricken), Ob, horror! 

J Madame Lucretia, At thirty shillings the dozen I 
1 [Guests die in agonies. Tableau and Curtain, 
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tom: jerry show up with young- logic in the “ RO\v . 


“ I AM most anxious, my dear Jeest,” said the Coeinthiam one 
morning, “to see how an old haunt of ours looks. We have seen 
modern Life m Loctdoh under various aspects^ but we have not yet 
had a stroll in the Paek. It was in other days the show-shop of the 
Metropolis, and in the Peomenade or ‘Grand Strut’ you saw a 
mob of persons consisting not only of ‘Q;eeat People,’ but the 
‘ soi-disant Q-eeat ’ in that grand drive of fashion.” “ I remember 
it well,” said Jerey. “ Shall I ever forget my first introduction to 
the DorcHEss OF Hearts and the Marchioness op Diamonds, or Bill 
Dash, Dick Trifle, and Plausible Jack.” “iSwm names your 
friends must have had, Mr. Hawthorn,” said young Bob, who joined 
them at that moment; “ but if they express their characters I think 
you ’ll find a good many of the same sort about nowadays, especially 
in The Row.” “ That is just the place we wish to visit, my dear 
Bob,” ^ said the Corinthian, and young Logic, having remarked 
“ All right. I ’m on in that scene,” the Trio, took a lounge in the 
Burlington, a stroll up and down St. James Street, and a saunter in 
Piccadilly before ;^roceeding to do “a bit of Park.” 

’Twas indeed a fine sight when our heroes entered “ The Park,” for 
so Hyde Park is par excellmce designated. Sol darted his beams 
impartially upon swell and snoh^ and shone upon as gay a sight as is 
aiforded in The Metropolis. It would need the pen of a Thackeray 
or a Sala to do justice to^ the animated scene which the Artist has 
depicted with a Hogarthian pencil. All London appeared to be 
gathered in ‘ ‘ The Row,’ ’ and the constant chaos of carriages, and stream 
of pedestrians was positively bewildering. As an epitome of Life in 
London the scene afforded some rare glimpses of Character, There 
was the Statesman on his coh^ the 7nan-dbout-town in his hrougha^n, 
the Leader of fashion in his parh-phcwton^ the Duchess in her 
landau, the fast lady in her Victoria, and dXl sorts of people not “in 
Society,” who fondly imagined that they made themselves part bf 
“The Uppek Ten” by appearing in The Park. But ’twas a vain 
illusion, “ Money,” as the old proverb has it, “ makes the mare to 
go,” but it cannot make an English Q-entleman, any more than the 
sham coat of arms purchased in Cranbourn Street for the modest 
sum of three-and-sixpence can give a man an ancestral tree, Tainly 
does Crossus keep a carriage, and change the homely patronymic of 
Buggins for that of the lordly De Verb, He is as uncomfortable 
when he hears the new name as he is in pantaloons oi Poole, and 
the sparkle of Champagne which should cheer his declining years, 


only serves to remind him of the humbler Itqu 

“ Psha,” cries Dives, “Riches can purchase anyi. 

buys a fair young wire who runs away from him ; and is j, 
fashionable Club upon which he has set his heart, and is punctually 
“ PILLED.” 

Thus, then, may the philosopher moralise like Diogenes, when he 
takes his “ afternoon Crawl ” in Hyde Park : — 


Here are the folks who are “ the go,’" 
But with the high you meet the low ; 
The M.P. shirks the Irish wight 
Who called him scoundrel yesternight ; 
The Countess sees the love of old 
Before she sold herself for gold, 
Audsighs to think, *mid that gay scene, 
Of all the joy that ‘‘might have been/^ 
The“gommy’^ passes yon young joker 
Who won his tin last night at poker. 


And hard-up Tom and dashing Will 
W alk past the cove who “ did their 
bill.’' 

There 's nought to pay for trees and 
air, 

A penny bays a vacant chair ; 

Here in good truth you well may see 
The world’s complete epitome ; 

While swell and snob walk to and fro, 
And all sorts mix in Rotten Row. 


“ It is in truth an animated scene, said the Corinthian ; and as 
he spoke there drove past the fairest Lady in the Land, our beloved 
Princess, who," with her pretty children, was taking an airing. 
Behind her sat the smartest tiger in the world, and all hats were 
doffed in acknowledgment of her gracious presence. 

As they strolled along, young Logic pointed out several of the 
notabilities, and he also met many of his pals. These young swells 
did not seem to be enjoying themselves very much, and lor the most 
part to be lost in the contemplation their clothes, while they 
pressed the Trio to come into the Club, and have just “ one peg,” 
Their faces, however, lit up now and then as some rouged and 
ruddled Siren drove by in a dashing Yictoria, though there were 
fair young faces in the soberer vehicles which might have set 
many a heart ajiame : but it was too clear, as the Corinthian 
remarked to his Ooz, that the young “ Chappies ” of the day were 
not “ marrying men,” simply becanse they preferred a life of selfish 
pleasure to the delights of honourable wedlock, “ That is all verj 
well,” said yonng Logic, “ bnt the fact is, my dear Mr. Tom, it 
won’t run to it nowadays. We are blown up at Point Nonplus 
before we are of age, and the rest of life is what that old beggar at 
Chelsea called “ Dust and ashes.” Tom and Jerry laughed at this 
sally, which reminded them of their old friend, the Oxoniah ; and 
after a turn or two more, the Trio left the Park. 


The Anxi-Advowsonists.— Clerical “ Gents,” now appearing as 
obstructionists at Auctions, if they are always to be led by the Rev. 
Mr. Hadden, should prepare a finale for every occasion: — 


And so say all of us ! 


With a one, two, three, 


And if the Auctioner is wise, he will by this time have disappeared, 
and shout through the keyhole, “ Gone I ” 


At the Latest Meeting of the amiable dilettanti and disinterested 
Theatrical Ladies and G-entlemen anxious to start a School of 
Dramatic Art—perhaps for a similar reason to that of Private Fritz, 
who wished to become a Schoolmaster, in order that he might learn 
to read and write— 'Mr, Ryder treated them to some good honest 
plain speaking : in fact, the one Ryder was worth all the proposi- 
tions. ' - - 


Mrs. Eamsbotham has been staying at Tunbridge Wells. She 
sa:^s she enjoyed nothing s6 much as walking on the Q-entiles. It 
quite reminds her of the good old times. 


AT THE “ROMANY RYE.” 

Said a long-haired -Esthete to a pasty-faced Esthete, “It’s 
quite too gutterly gutter, don’t you know I ” 
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Teli. me not in mocking nnmbers / 

We shall have to come to town, x. / 

And resume our wonted sltimhers, / 

^ . When the leaves are sere and X ^ / 


'-e ^ood progression 
Hgested Bills, 
^umn Session — 
^e ills. 

ueeches, 
^e deep ; 














Out of Arms’ Way. 

Ip the ^ns, powder, and pistols 
were put in Clerkenwell to engage 
and concentrate the attention of 
the police, they have answered 
their purpose admirably. Three 
or four hundred pounds— the ex- 
treme value of the store— were 
never better invested, from a 
Penian point of view. If the 
store meant mischief^ it could not 
have been much mischief. The 
greater mischief is probably else- 
where, where the police are not 
looking. 
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F. K. SPOFFORTH, 


SITTINGS (FOR PORTRAITS) 
IN BELTO AT WEST- 
MINSTER. , 

Herb is a suggestion for Action 
in any other Artistic Libel Case 
that may arise. Noodle says 
JDoodle doesn’t draw the por- 
traits which bear his signature. 
Hence Doodle v. Noodle^ before 
quite the last of the Chief-Barons, 
Funchi and a very Uncommon 
Jury. The Judge orders drawing 
materials into Court, and tells 
Doodle to do likenesses of him- 
self and the Foreman of the Jury, 
No Counsel need be employed. 
Doodle executes rapidly a per- 
fect likeness of the Judge’s intel- 
lectual lineaments, and^ twelve 
highly flattering portraits of the 
Foreman and the Gentlemen of 
the Jury. Without waiting for 
any further evidence, the Judge 
would at once direct the Jury 
with strict impartiality, and the 
Jurymen would immediately 
return a verdict for Plaintilf with 
heavy damages, and each one 
take his portrait home to his 
wife. This simplification of a 
difficult case would save time, 
trouble, and expense. 

Yellow and Blue. — French 
Diplomatic doings are published 
in “Yellow Books”— a jaundiced, 
bilious kind of colour. Articles 
on Per fide Albion are the result. 
Here the Government works go 
on till everything looks uncom- 
monly blue, when, oddly enough, 
the Blue Books become pretty 
generally read. Q^xiite chameleon- 
like. 


i-, Motto for ak American 

“The Demon” oe iMP-ETtroxrs Bowlee, ebpeesentino Oeicket g^NiEE What is one man’s 

ON T’OTHBE SIDE OE THE H-baeth. Mother mau’s Bison. 


A TEW MORE OF THEM. 

(Suggested hy the latest thing in Advertisements^ with facsimile signatures 
of celebrities,) 


T he NUBIAN INK PELLETS. 

“1 consider them a most excellent invention, and, as an offen- 
sive missile, quite e<^ual to the very best river-mud. I never go 
down to the House without having all my pockets full of them.” — 
J. Ashmead-Bartlett. 

P EMBRIDGE SUPERFINE ORDER PAPER. 

“A thousand salutations for your specimen. It seems of 
admirable quality. Should I continue my Shakspeariau impersona- 
tious, you may rely on me for a handsome order.”— Rossi. 

piNGROSE’S PATENT WHITEWASH. 

Xl; “ I use nothing else for my colleague ; and as he appears quite 
satisfied with the result, you may forward me another ton.”— Henry 
Laboucheke. 

HE“ HYDRAULIC LIFT COMPANY. 

“The ascending motion is tn^ delightful. I haven’t enjoyed 
myself so much for a long time.”— W. Ellis (Lord Mayor). 

HE“ P0LITE LETTER- WRITER. 

“1 use it continually,”— W. Vernon Harcourt. 

R emington fire escape. 

“ Your capital apparatus has reached me safely, and I am in 
hourly expectation that I shall be able thoroughly to test its full 
capabilities.— E. Malet (Alexandria). 

B ARKER’S METALLIC FOG AND STORM SIGNAL. 

^ “ Your powerful instrument has, to my ears, an extremely 
pleasmg sound. I never open my* mouth in the House of Lords 
without freely having recourse to it.” — Salisbury. 


i^lARTER’S SELF-PROPELLING CHAIR., , , . ^ ^ 

“ It appears to be the very thing 1 have been looking for for 
some considerable time. You may send me one at once,” — H. Brand 
(Speaker) . 

B ANNISTER’S DOUBLE-ACTION HIGH-PRESSURE 
TRACTION ENGINE. _ . . t 

“ Your machine is certainly striking and massive, but I am n(^ 
quite confident that its vast powers will be equal to the tax to which 


quite confident that its vast powers will be equal to the tax to which 
1 may be forced to subject them before the close of the Session. 
Perhaps yon had better make up the half-dozen, and let me know that 
I caa have the other five by an early despatch.” — W . E. Gladstone. 

A PROTEST-FROM POOR “JO.” 

“ This little table sold -^newspaper* s Report of the Hamilton Sale, 

What ! Give all that money 1 WeU, here ’s what I say, — 

The truth with fine words you may soften or smother, — 

This table, about which you ’re raving to-day. 

Has set me a-thinking about that there other. 

That one which it ’s wrote that the crumbs that fell off 
Was sought by a poor chap below for his dinner, 

D’ you reckon the owner of that was a tofi ? — 

I’m blest if I don’t set him down as a sinner ! 

So, down East, while coves are a-starving, well nigh, 

For bread,— that ’s dry bread, mind yon, not bread-and-butter,— 
To sink all that blunt just in feedin’ his eye, 

WeU, there,— I ’d be prouder as Jo in the gutter I 


New Opera. — Faust and Margarine ; or^ The Mephistophelian 
Cheesemonger, Also, a real good ’un, The Grand Dutch-cheese, 
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AccoRDiNa to Eegulation? 41 
Adapted fiom tbe French, 85 
Adieu to the Palladium, 107 
Adjutant’s Horse (The), 268 
t Advertising Picture Galleries, 220 
i ** After Daik ” Thoughts, 118 
AiCfainst the Gram, 27 
All Over the Place, 122 
Almack’s Redivivua, 137 
Alphonse at the Sportraan Exhibition, 93 
American Wag (An), 39 
“ Among ray Newspapers,” 207 
Among the tiavagea, 93 
Another Result of Pompous Govern- 
ment, 181 

Anti-Advowsonists (The), 309 

Anticipations of a Wagner, 205 

Apt Quotaiion, 71 

Avabi Felix, 285 

•* Arrears,” 258 

’Ar'^y on a Jury, 177 

*Arry on *0/seback 84 

Art at Liverpool, 281 

Art. for All, 153 

At Druty L'lne, 14 

At tbe Horbe-fcjbow, 266 

At the Window ! 178 

Austin-tatious Drama (An), SO 

*< JBao ” — Hun ah I 133 

Back Again ! 181 

Ballad by a Betting Man, 251 

Ballade of the Row (A) 288 

Ballad of the Barometer (The), 46 

Behind the Scenes, 252 

Bernal Osborne, 16 

Big and Barljf. 207 

Big Stories for Little Humanitarians, 
137, 149, 168, Ac. 

Bit of Balancing (A), 186 
Bob’s Diary, <fec., 164 
Bogie ! 82 

Boiling Ove’* in Bumbledom, 3 
Bow Wow; or, Salisbury and the Spec- 
tres, 149 

Bran-New Municipality of London, 114, 
178 

British Holiday (A), 63 
Bumbledom and Fires m Theatres, 61 
Burabledoru-on-Sea, 38 
Bunch of Pmnroses (A), 204 
Cabinet Council (Tbe), 13 
Cab Law, 74, 129 
Cabmen’s Rests, 294 
Cardinal Point (A), 293 
Carmen Natale, 3 
Champagne Ring (The), 306 
Change and Barter, 170 
Change for a Tenor, 111 
Channel of Communications (The), 165 
Channel Tunnel (The), 39, 82 
Charles Robert Darwin, 203 
“Chef Sauce,” 90 
Clowning and Classicism, 10 
Clubs and the Stage (The), 85 
Cockney Legislation, 90 
Cock- Robin Shooting, 10 
Colour-Hearing,” 59 
Coming Race (The), 81 
Contempt of Court 190 
Conversation for a Hospital, 34 
Corporation Casket (The), 62 
Court at Last! 250 
** Cri ” and the Laugh (The), 36, 192 
Crowner’s Quest Causation, 239 
Cry from Christendom (A), 42 
Cry of tbe Children (The), 98 
Crystal Palace Electrical Exhibition, 141 
Day’s Holiday (AX 286 
Day’s Pleasure (A), 89 
Death or Dividends, &c , 34 
** Delonda est Carthago,” 59 
Denunciation, 267 
Difficult Case (A), 202 
Directions for Making an Irish Stew, 263 


Dirge of tbe Diner (The), 74 
Discussions without ** Words,” 163 
Distinctly Precious Pantomime, 49 
District Surveyor (The), 69, 81, 98 
Divided Skirt (The), 203 
Doctors and Dress, 113 
Dons and Drums, 73 ! 

Don Shaw-Vanni and the Statue, 165 
Dramatic Descensus (A), 260 
Dreams of Mabille Balls, 108 
“ Drink, Pretty Creature, Drink,” 142 
Duellomania. 186 
Dukes V. Books, 24 
” Dumb Doa’s Doom ” (The), 81 
Dying with Laughter, 33 
Echoes from Ascot, 274 
Education m Wales, 12 
Eeyptian Barometer (The'', 14 
End of the Holidays (The), 29 
English Nihilists, 145 
Essence of Parliament, 75, 88, 100, &c. 
Everyday Dangers, 22 
Examination Paper under the Newest 
Code, ISO 

Extract from the Diary of a Suspect, 197 
Fables Reversed, 221, 2''3 
“ Fair Field and no Favour ” (A), 291 
Farewell to Erin, 222 
Pee-Sible? 69 

Few More of Them (A), 310 
Fine Young London Gentleman (The), 69 
” Fieh all alive, oh I” UO. 198 
Fisheries Exhibition (The), 109 
Flagging Enthusiasm, 270 
Floieat Eton a ! 130 
Flow of Charity (The), 22 
” Forsterrer in Modo,” 142 
Fringe of Society (The), 73 
From a Correspondent, 74 
From a German Party, 36 
From a Spanish Sunny ’Un, 182, 194, 277 
From our own Coastguardsroan, 222 
From the Jonathan Bullvards, 6 
From the Monument to Old Temple Bar, 
298 

From Youth to Age, 9 

Fruits of the Autumn— Session, 805 

Fun for Tommy’s Holidays, 23 

Furniture Show (The), 226 

Gas and Water, 69 

Gee up, “ G. G. !” 214 

Gee up, Neddy ! 233 

General Home News, 189 

Girl Graduates, 257 

Gleam of Good News, 108 

Goo i Idea I 90 

Good News for the Pigeons, 81 
Good Omen, 277 
Good Time Coming (The), 178 
Great Paul,” 266 

Great Pauper Country (The), 262 
Grosvenor Gallery (The), 3 
Guilty Creatures sitting at a Play,” 24 
Gye-ful News, 161 
Gyen’t Note, 298 

Half-“ Oues” with “the Dutchman” 
and “the Cynic,” 40 
Hamlet on the Situation, 49 
Handbook to Knowledge (A), 239, 264, 
276, &c. 

Happy Thought, 36 

Harcourt I Spare the Old School ! 101 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 149 

Hints to Irishmen, 213 

His Queen, 219 

“ Hold on!” 270 

Holker and Joker, 27 

“ Home, Sweet Home I ” 286 

How He Sold Her, &c., 305 

How it would read in English, 64 

How wo live Now, 94 

Hurlingham Humane Society (The), 268 

Husband’s Lament (A), 1 

XoNES Fatui, 270 


Illustrating a Meaning, 109 
Impassioned Appeal to the Premier (An), 
64 

Impression de Gaiety Theatre, 168 
Impression du Theatre, 22 
Improvement in Ireland, 69 
in Earnest, 12 

Inexpenences of a Barrister’s Life. 228 
Inharmonious Concert at St. James's 
Theatre, 16 

In Memoriam — Lord Frederick Cavendish 
and Mr. Thomas Burke, 231 
In Nubibus, &c., 184, 204 
Invasion of Ireland (The;, 29 
In Vino Ventas, 98 
Irish Defectives (The), 262 
Irish Frankenstein (The), 285 
“ John Inglesant,” 394 
“Jo” on the Three R’s, 171 
Judges’ Justice, 345 

Jumbological Gardens (The), 174 I 

Jumbo’s Journal, 97, 109 
Jumbo's Liment. 125 | 

Justice in the Future, 60 i 

Kaiser’s Catechism (A', 29 
Key-notes to the European Concert at 
Clonstantinople, 302 * 

“ Knee plus Ultra.” 279 j 

La Damala auz Camdlias et les Autres, I 
269 

Lamb of Lambeth (The), 1 33 

Lays of a Lazy Minstrel, 11, 35, 41, &c. i 

Leon on bis Travels. 95 

Leviathans at Play, 26 

Life in “ Flats,” 106 

Light out of Darkness, 252 

Light Refreshment, V97 

Lines by Mrs. Cimabue Brown, 81 

Literary Impudence, 169 

London Firms, 21 

Longevity for Young Ladies, 147 

Looking in the Crystal, 45 

Lord iSsculapins, 69 

Mabrioal in May, 239 

Manager or Murderers, 107 

Man and Beast, 105 

Man for tbe Post (The), 174 

“ Mayor and Corporation (The),” dec., 69 

Meeting of the Landlords (The), 17 

Mems. from Biggar’s Note-Book, 108 

Mi-CarSme, 126 

Millennium m Monaco (The), 162 
Missing Paragraph in a Certain Speech 
(A). 81 

Modem Deus ex MachinA (Tbe), 255 
Modern Life in London, 193, die. 

Modem Pasteural (A), 207 
Modern Promoters’ Diaiy (The), 187 
Mohock Revival (The;, 81 
Monte Carlo, 48 
More o’ Balfe, 70 

Most Favoured Nation Clause — and 
Effect, 188 

“ Mount Royal,” 171 
“ Moving Organisms,” 36 
Mr. Greenhorn’s Experiences, 94, 142 
Mudlordism in London, 286 
Municipal Reform, 46, 86 
Murder made Easy, 18 
Music and Drams, i02 
“Music bath Charms to Soothe the Swift 
Express,” 1 

Mystery of London (A), 286 

Neddy on the Nile, 294 

New Almack’s (The), 147 

New Books, 46 

Notes from Gatchina, 356 

New Club Rules (The), 46 

New Code (The), 167 

New Departure in Burlesque (The), 38 

New Lights for Old, 160 

New Theatre, 267 

Next Sensational “ First Night,” 106 
Notes from Our Opera-Buffer, 218 


Notes from the Diary of a City Waiter, 201 
Odd Pair (An). 78 

0 Djtte ; or. Very Much Borrowed, 2C9 

CEufs de Paques, 168 

Offi-cial Ignorance, 132 

Oil, Britannia 1 190 

Old Cupid on Valentine’s Day, 64 

Old Drury, Gaiety, and other Shows, 4 

Omelette au Jumbo, 129 

One for Watkin, 216 

One to One on Egypt, 84 

** Only a Marine ! ” 15 

Only a Pauper, 60 

Only One Billicgsgate, 205 

On the Hill, 244 

On the Municipal Reform Bill, 28 

Orangeism in the Metropolis, 10 

Oscar Interviewed, 14 

Ossian with Variations, 117 

Omda Play-giarised, 134 

Our Academy Guile, S16, 217, 229, die. 

Our Boys’ Novelist, 119, 131, 143, die. 

Our Country Cousins, 34 
Our Hotel Guide, 63 

Our Recreations ; or, How we Advertise 
Now, 37 i 

“ Painter Unknown,” 16 
Fanic-mosgertng, 356 
Pantomimes and Alhambra (The), 21 
Paradise of Attorneys (The), 27 
Party at the Flay (A), 1U6, 120 
Philistine to an ^Qstbete (A), 164 
Physiology and Dress, 180 
Pipes of All Peoples, 61 
“Plague o’ both your Houses ! ” 102 
Plea of Paddington, 71 
Poet s Corner, 34, 46, 69, die. 

Poet’s Day (A), 68 

Police, the Press, and tbe Public (Tbe), 
S06 

Political Interest in the Country, 94 

Porcia in Petticoats, 17 

Post. Parcels Delivery Company, 177 

Pi'ice of Milit(i)ary Glory (The), 111 

Princedom for Preference, 277 

Prince Missmark, 298 

Prize Remark (A), 6 

Piiz3 Ring des Nibelungen (The), 237 

Prophetic Shakspeare, 84 

Protest and a Suggestion (A), 167 

Protest fiom Poor “Jo” (A), 310 

Punch among the Prophets, 103 

Punch at Berlin, 113 

Punch’s Parliamentary Reform Bill, 138 

Punch, the Prophet 1 262 

Punch to the Premier, 2 

Puzzler (A), 4*2 

Queen’s Speech (The), 67 

Quite on the Caids, 29 

Race-Course Sayings, 269 

Ralph Waldo Emerson, 228 

Reason Why (The), 81 

Red Fire for Blue mantle, 72 | 

Remarkable Romances, 141, 158, 172, die. | 

Re-Set for the Sex, 73 j 

Revolt of Bacchus (The), 218 j 

Right and Title, 22 

Rime of the Potent Minister (The), 129 j 
“ Robert” at the Crystal Palace, 285 ■ 

“ Robert ” in Epping Forest, 230 
“ Robert” on Billingsgate, 268 
“ Robert ” on the New Year, 1 
Romanza, 29 

“ Romeo and Juliet” at the Lyceum, 121 

Row, Judges, Row 1 178 

Royal St. James’s Palace Minstrels, 11$ 

Royal Wedding (The), 215 

Salisbury, Smith, & Co., 181 

Salon in a Nutshell (The), 240 

Salve for Burns (A), 172 

“ Sa Majeste le Lor Maire de Pat is,” 190 

Sandringham Sonnet, 46 

Sanitary Necessity (A), 12 I 

Scotch Wut, 214 I 
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‘'Scob'whaha',»'154 I 

Seven Ages of Woman (The), 230 
Shakspeare in Faria, 233 
Ship cf the Future (The), 25 
Short Sbakspearian Catechism (A), 173 
Shot At ! 61 

Bideral Observations, 82 
Sii- Garnet Wolseley’s Soliloquy, 97 
Sittings (for Portraits) in Belto at "West- 
minsrer, 310 
Skobeleff Chez-lui, 108 
Slippery ! 210 
Slops all Bound, 145 
Slough of Despond (TheX 97 
Slow-Coach Bailway Company (A), 51 
Something like a Circular, 26 
Song and Supper, 81 
Song of Sobriety (A), 218 
Song of St Stfphen’s(A), 310 
Song of the Civil Engineer (The), 172 
Spirits and Water, 202 
Spoiling the Egyptian Constitution, 106 
Spurt with Staghounds (A), 2S 
Stealing a Wedding March on *em, ISO 
Stemming the Panic, 82 
St-Epping Stone to Greatness (A), 167 
Stirrup-Cup (The), 198 
Story of a Seamstress (A), 157 
Street Dialogue, 390 
Studd and Team, 274 
Suggestions to Intending Homicidists, 
216 

Superior Person with the Quorn (A), 166 
Supply ! 141 

Taking our "Phil” at St. James's Hall, 
280 

Tales of the Alhambra, 202 
Tenors, Telephones, and t’Opera, 62 
Theatrical Announcement we should like 
to see (A), S8 

Their Noble Ancestors. 262 

** There 's Life in the Old Boy yet 1 ” 51 

Things Theatrical, 281 

Thoroughfare or Market ? 286 

Three ladders, 29 

To an .Esthetic Poet, 18 

Too Much of a Good Thing, 189 

To Sir William the Optimist, 279 

To the Eight Hon. the Lord Mayor, 5 

Touching 1 168 

Tract for the Time (A), 101 

Ik'ansient Triumph (A), 282 

Tribunal of Fashion (A), 85 

True Sporting Intelligence, 279 

Two to One, 38 

Ubiquitous French Press (The), 54 
Ultima ting, 267 

" Under the Greenwood Tree,” 155 
Under Woodcock’s Wing, 48 
Unexpired Lease, 74 
Unfashionable Arrangements, 288 
Uniform Measures, 226 
Union Q5n5rale, 71 
Unspeakable Letter (An), 233 
"Uprouse ye then, my Merry, Merry 
Men 1” 36 
Ups and Downs, 72 
Verse to Home Rule (A), 266 
Very Crooked Answers, 291 
Very Fishy Legislation, 801 
Wagnbr Waggeries, 241 
Wags of Waterloo Again (The), 279 
Wall With Eyes and Ears (A), 282 
Wanted— a Code, 24 
‘"Ware Wit!” 50 
Warning (A), 166 
War to the Knife, 251 
Watts— in a Name ? 24 
I Wedge and the Working-Man, 257 
Welcome from the West (A), 13 
What it may come to, 89 
What it will come to, 210 
“ Where Ignorance is Bliss,” Ac., 71 
“William IS sui*e to be Bight,” 89 
William the OlOburcr, 189 
Wool-Gatherers, 96 
Word for the Doctors (A), 1J9 
Words and Music, 292 
Young Man from the Country at the Play, 
77 

Young Stagers (and their Guardians), S9 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

"Against Stream ! ” 307 
“Arrears,” 259 
“Chef Sauce I” 91 
Coming Down ! !! 163 
Cry from Christendom (A), 48 
“ God Save the Queen I ” 126 
“Hold On!” 271 
Irish Frankenstein (The), 235 
Latest Arrival (The), 7 ' 

Man for the Post (The), 175 
Mending the Machine:^, 139 
Murder made Easy, 19 
Neddy of the Nile i(The), 295 
** New Departure” (A), 223 


“ New^Lights for Old Ones t ” 151 
New Piece (A), 55 
Noise and Nuisance, 115 
Nuts to Crack, 66, 67 
“Obstruction ” in Excel ds, 103 
Odd Pair (An), 79 
Old “ Business” (The), ‘31 
On the Hill, 246, 247 
Signor Gladstonio— the Cloture King, 
187 

Slippery! 211 
Stirrup Cup (The), 199 
Transient Triumph (A), 283 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Abduction of Cachuca (The), 181 
Adjutant’s Horse Again (The), 291 
Admiring the Major, 90 
Advantage of having Big Feet, S 
.fflstheticism Bewailing Oscar's Depar- 
ture, S8 

Alfred Tennyson, 142 
Amateur Actor and Actress, 78 
Amateur Theatricals, 222 
Angelina and the Revolving Light, 198 
'Arry and the Editor, 203 
*Arry on Nobs’ Photographs, 221 
Artist’s Goods in Exchange (An), 275 
Awkward Meeting of Antagonistic 
Couples, 64 

Baby’s Likeness to Papa. IS 
Back Views of Ministerial Heads, 196 
Bernhardt Comet and Wedding King, 178 
Bicycles and Tricycles. 270 
Bill Nupkins and the Housemaid, 201 
Bootmaking v. Painting, 114 
Captain Burton, 226 
Charley going to a Ball at Bedlam, 297 
Colonel Fred Burnaby, 164 
Compliment to Captain Spinks, 150 
Copy of Photo sent to J umbo, 153 
Coimtry Lad and Equestrian on Screw, 
47 

Country School-Board Question, 134 
Coursing a Hare, 46 

Criticising an Academician’s Picture, 294 
Critics on the Great Tragedian, 161 
Crutch and Toothpick Toy (A), 69 
Curate and Sufiolk Labourer, 61 
Dalesman’s Opinion on an, Election, 107 
Dancing-Man in great request, 210 
Dean's Wife and the New Earl, 161 
Dentist’s Opinion on a Hopeless Case, 49 
Difficulty in “ Reversing ”*( A), 109 
Doctor’s Reply to Lady Godi'ra, 72 
Dora and Erie in the Garden, 288 
Dream of the Channel Tunnel (A), 87 
Dr. Switcher’s School, 83 
Duchess’s Pockethandkerchief (The), 63 
Duke of Beaufort, K.G., 59 


Duke of Mudford’s Cart (The), 290 
Dumh-Orambo at Newmarket, 206 
Effects of Wagner’s Cyclus, 255 
Elderly Clergyman and Cabby, 122 
Endowing a Wife, 27 
Fair Daughter and Fairer Mother, 126 
Family Greengrocer’s Engagements (A), 
98 

Farmer’s Wife's “ Brass ” (A), 155 
Fearful Fate of the Hsz Pirates, 143 
Fishing Prospects. 277 
“ Flemish Bull, after Paul Potter,” 23 
“Form "in the Ball-Room, 102 
F. B. Spofforth, 810 
(Sambetta Unhorsed, 50 
Getting Gladstone’s Collar up, 160 
Getting Thrashed on Principle, 129 
Gilded Youths at the Club, 16 
Gladstone and Brummagem Lather, 266 
Gladstone’s Hot Irish Potato, 62 
Going to Paris “ the other way,” 170 
Granny Granville and Dowager North- 
cote, 302 

Great BeH (The), 278 

Great Paul, 251 

Grosvenor Gems, 240, 241, SOO 

Haggis for Dinner, 182 

Hair-dressing Artist (A), 51 

Hannibal and Napoleon T., 254 

Harry saves Cachuca’s Life, 119 

Heads of the Government, 124 

Heavy Horse-Guard’s Charge, 293 

Henry Irving, ISO 

Herr Wagner, 214 

Horrid Cuckoo (The), 215 

Hosier and the Artist (The), 133 

House full of Orders (The), 112 

How Jumbo offended Dora, 121 

How to get a Candid Opinion, 181 

How to Order a Welsh Babbit, 141 

Infantry Captain’s Examination (Anl, 13 

Infantry Sergeant and Milkwoman, 303 

Intervals in the Opera, 283 

Ireland Invaded by American Ladies, 29 

James and the Lemon-Squeezer, 97 

J. E. Boehm, R.A ,82 

John's Opioioa of the Minister’s Son, 51 

Judges at Hilary Term, 17 

Jumbo and Bradlatigh, 99 

Jumbo in Chancery, 123 

Justice Day, 286 

Legless Pensioner at Shoemaker’s, 70 
London Water Supply, 26 
Lord Rosebery and the Fishes, 183 
Lord Salisbury appealing to Fashion, 88 
Lost Solitaire (The), 147 
Marquis of Salisbury (The), 202 
May-Queens at Epping Forest, 219 
Memento of the Royal Wedding (A), 230 
Miss Languish and Awkward Partner, 177 
Mistaking the “Suspects,” 257 
Mrs. Brown becomes ^Esthetic, 207 












Mr. “ Bruce ” Rymill, 251 
Mr. Green and the D mcing Matron, 157 
Mr. Montagu Williams, 106 
Mrs. Moppies and the Plumber, 279 
Mr. Punch Opening the New Year in 
State, 2 

Mr. Bendel at the Admiralty, 135 
Mrs. P. de Tomkyns’s Beady Reply, 1.8S 
Mrs. Tomkyns at the Royal Academy, 234 
Name of his New Regiment (The), 174 
New Almack’s (Tho), 146 
New-Laid Egg (The), 186 
New Zodpraxisropic Views, 156 
Nigger Minstiel and Swell, 74 
Northern Farmers on American News, 96 
No Tiioroughfare Sketch (A), 197 
Old Cupid, 64 

Old Lady and the Shoeblack, 101 
Old Lady at Railway Ticket Office, 250 
Old Woman’s Way of Fixing a Date, 258 
One Hatter (Tbc\ 171 
Our Acadt-my Guide, 217, 229, 273 
Owl and the Extinguisher (The), 166 
Paddy Cr3dng for the Moon, 76 
Pater’s Lectuie on Late Hours, 117 
Patti as Dinorah, 230 
Perfectly done-up Umbrella (A), 167 
Physicifius discussing Diagnosis, 276 
Pigeon-Shooting, 25 
Pillion- Riding iu the Bow, 213 
Polly pleads for mors Dancing, 6 
Practice for the Boat-Race, 108, 132, 137 
Preferring Music to Talking, 243 
Prince of Wales’s Royal Minstrels, 110 
Professor Barff, 239 

Prof Bismarck's Movable Monarcb, S3 
Prohibition against Gentlemen Smoking, 
48 

Proper Treatment for a Miscreant, 5 
Proud Mother and Slender Son, 306 
Provincial Tragedian and Child, 801 
Punch as an Old Master, 14 
Punch’s Prize Medals, tS. 41, 53, &c. 
Punch’s Twelfth-Night Party, 11 
Racing Notes, 2!!8. 238. 252 
Racing Wheel of Fortune (Tho), 242 
B.A. on Judging Pictures (An), 189 
Reginald and tho Blacksmith, 73 
Biding over the Hounds, 57 
Roman Cement on a Protestant Church, 
267 

Royal Academy Review (Tbe\ 206 
Run with the Barkshire (A), 12 
Rustic’s Objection to Small Beer, 285 
School weeping for Jumbo (A), 158 
Serjeant Ballantine, 71 
Sir Algernon Bortbwick, M. P., 10 
Sir Arthur Bass, M.P , 298 
Sir Donald Currie, 190 
j Sir Heniy James, Q 0., M.P., 34 
Sir .John Bennot Lawes, Bart , 274 
Sir John Gilbert, R.A,, 46 
Sir John Walter Huddlestone, 159 
Sir Michael Costa, 262 
Sir Wilfrid Lawson. Bart . M.P , 118 
Sir William Withey Gull, Bart,, 94 
Sketches from “Boz," 48, 49, 84, <&c. 
Snookson’s Familiarity Repressed, 263 
Son of la-Cultch.'i (Thoj, 117 
Stock Exchange, 3 80 
Stout Volunteer and Btreet-Boys, 179 
Stieet Arab taking an Oath, 111 
Street-Boy and Thm Gentleman, 86 
Theatrical Advertising, 299 
Thickheaded, Parson (A), 145 
Toby and tho Bizzy Bluebottle, 113 
Toni and Jciry at a Glovo Fight, 185 
Tom and Jerry at a Private View, 225 
Tom and Jerry at tho Ciitorion, 193 
Tom and Jorr*y at the Play, 265 
Tom and Jerry leaving tho Shades, 169 
Tom and Jerry iu the “ Bow,” 309 
Tonemdowii disguised as Policeman, 231 
Torn Treaty (The), 16 
Tourists and Passports, 227 
Treating a Wife to Eoedono, 60 
Two Momuons (The), 38 
Ugly Family Likeness (An), 30 
Uncle Jonas’s Grief at the Funeral, 28 
“ United Trousers ” (The), 194 
Universities Boat*Baco (Tho), 153 
Unlearned Pig (Tlio), 196 
Volunteer Be view (The), 165 
Waiter and tho Snuff-Box, 277 
Weather Chart (The), 281 
Wet Bob confronted by Ilatcbu Mutch, 
263 

Wet Bob defus tho Provost of Kton. 191 
Wet Bib surprised by the F.Tchfc Kings, 

jjg7 

Which Doctor is it to bo ? 2$2 
Wilkio Collins, 22 

Witness not alraid of Tolling an Untruth, 
39 

Women worth Looking at, <S50,» 42 
Yawning on a Monday, 218 
Young Curate’s Bermon (The), 85 
Young Swell and Doctor’s Advice, 
^[ootheatricological Gardens (Tho), 201 
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